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Softer,

Smoother
Skin

with just One Cake

of Camay!

. /urljp/t /jif/ur//(jat/et III BOSTON

"Your complexion counts— in romance,"

says this lovely bride. "Try Camay . . . see if your

first cake doesn't make your skin ever so much

softer, fresher-looking too ... as it did mine."

Tests by doctors prove—Camay is Really Mild

It’s exciting ... to see the lovely new softness, the new
smoothness that comes to your skin . . . with just

one cake of Camay! Change today, from improper cleansing

to the Camay Mild-Soap Diet. Doctors tested this

care on over 100 complexions ... on skin like yours.

And with the first cake of Camay, most complexions

fairly bloomed! Looked softer, fresher and clearer!

. . it cleanses without irritation

These tests gave proof of Camay's mildness . .
.
proof it

*

can benefit skin. Said the doctors, "Camay is really

mild . . . it cleansed without irritation.” So do try this

helpful care on your skin ... see the softer beauty that

comes with just me cake of Camay!

Please— make each cake of

Camay last, as long as possible.

Precious war materials go into

making soap.

Go on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet

One minute—night and morning—does the trick.

You simply cream Camay's mild lather over your

face—nose and chin. Rinse warm. If you have oily skin,

add a C-O-L-D S-P-L-A-S-H. That's all! But watch,

day by day, as that one cake of Camay makes your

skin really lovelier.



A radiant smile

Is a world of charm!

Help keep your smile bright and
sparkling. Start now with Ipana and
Massage!

REACH FOR A STAR, plain girl. You can

-find happiness, fun — without being

beautiful.

Take a look at other girls who stir up
excitement. Proof, most of them, that good

times don't go just to the prettiest. Proof

that you can be singled out by your smile.

So smile, plain girl, smile. Not a mere
shadow of a smile, but one of radiant

charm—the kind men can’t resist. Remem-
ber, though, a smile like that needs sound

teeth—sparkling teeth that depend so much
on firm, healthy gums.

"Pink Tooth Brush" is a warning

If you see "pink” on your tooth brush, see

your dentist. He may say your gums have

become sensitive— deprived of

exercise by soft, creamy foods.

And like so many dentists, he

may suggest "the helpful stim-

ulation of Ipana and massage.”

Ipana Tooth Paste not only

cleans teeth but, with massage,

helps the gums. Massage a little

Ipana onto your gums every

Product of Bristol-Myers

time you clean your teeth. Circulation

speeds up within the gum tissues—helping

gums to healthier firmness.

For brighter teeth, firmer gums, a smile

that really sparkles, start today with Ipana

Tooth Paste and massage.

IPANA and MASSAGE
Eyes Light Up at the sight of the girl with a bright, shining

smile. Let Ipana Tooth Paste and massage help you keep

your smile sparkling and attractive!
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* We’re full of the milk ofhuman kindness
at this writing.

We’re gay, carefree. You can borrow
money from us if you want to.

*
In short, we’re in good humor, and all

because we’ve seen the most alluring
musical motion picture since our movie-
going began . . . M-G-M’s “Meet Me
In St. Louis”.

Whoops! Back you go to the old World’s
Fair in St. Louis as the guests of the
Smith family, of which our favorite
members are played by Judy Garland
and Margaret O’Brien.

What gay, nostalgic, wonderful enter-
tainment this is, enriched in every scene
by rainbow Technicolor!

Judy Garland seems
to have been born
for the part of
Esther, a high
school girl just
awakening to love—
for the boy next

door. Esther is young, innocent, viva-
cious, and golden-voiced.

k
You will have to decide for yourself
whether you prefer Judy’s provocative
presentation of a young girl in love or
Judy’s singing. Perhaps you’ll find, as
we did, both talents perfectly fused in

“Over The Banister”, “The Boy Next
Door”, or that bell-ringing success,
“The Trolley Song”. And these are
only three of eight songs

!

Judy (that is, Esther)
has a sister— an impish

,

devilish, utterly lov-
able kid named
“Tootie”. In this part,

Margaret O’Brien will

become everyone’s
sweetheart—if she isn’t

everyone’s sweetheart
already.

Tom Drake, one of M-G-M’s latest

finds, plays the boy next door and heads
a splendidly-chosen supporting cast in-

cluding Mary Astor, Marjorie Main,
Lucille Bremer, Joan Carroll, Henry H.
Daniels, Jr., Leon Ames, and Harry
Davenport.

The script was written by Irving Brecher
and Fred F. Finklehoffe. Arthur Freed,
who gave us “Girl Crazy”, produced,
and Vincente Minnelli directed. They
all have cause for pride.

Mark our words:
M-G-M’s “Meet Me
In St. Louis” will

strike you as about
the best tuneful re-

past ever displayed
for your delight!

—Jlea

rj/oy-y..

This Is the Truth About Jane and Ronnie Louella O. Parsons
The Lady and the Corporal Pauline Swanson
The man in the life of Bette Davis

I Predict ... Elsa Maxwell
Medal from Hitler Humphrey Bogart
Eyeful of Eythe Helen Louise Walker
Girl of the Moment—June Allyson Adela Rogers St. Johns
Don’t Marry a Stranger Carole Landis
Keeping up with Gene Kelly Maxine Arnold
The Essence of Esther Williams Kate Holliday
That’s Hollywood for You! Sidney Skolsky
I m Like This Brian Donlevy
“What I Want for Christmas”

My G. I. Dates Pvt. Lon McCallister
Bergman in Brief Eleanor Harris
Charles Coburn—The Monocled Cupid Barbara Berch
Barry Fitzgerald—The Shanghaied Irishman Frank S. Nugent
The Truth About Hollywood Housekeepers “Fearless

”

What Should I Do?
Your problems answered by Claudette Colbert

Photoplay’s Command Performance

22
24

26
28

30

32

36
38
41

42
44
46
48
50
52

53
54
56

Gloria De Haven 29 Hedy Lamarr 35
William Eythe 31 Ann Sothern 35
Lucille Ball 34 Gail Patrick 35
Diana Lynn 34 Kathryn Grayson 35
Irene Manning 34 Ann Sheridan 35
Jane Wyman 34 Greer Garson 35
Rosalind Russell 34 Gene Kelly 38
Alexis Smith 34 Esther Williams 40

JjhyecCctl

Beauty 94
Brief Reviews 18

Casts of Current Pictures 92

The Shadow Stage

Inside Stuff—Cal York
Photoplay’s First Run Fashions

Speak for Yourself

14

4
73

16

Fred R. Sammis, Editorial Director

Elaine Osterman, Western Manager

Edmund Davenport, Art Director

Hymie Fink, Staff Photographer

Helen Gilmore, Editor

Adele Whitely Fletcher, Associate Editor

Sara Hamilton, Associate Editor

Rllth Waterbury, Contributing Editor

Cover: Ingrid Bergman, Natural Color Photograph by Paul Hesse

Miss Bergman’s costume by Saks Fifth Avenue, Beverly Hills

JANUARY, 1945 VOL. 26, NO. 2
PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR is published monthly by MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc., Dunellen,
N. J. ADDRESS ALL COMMUNICATIONS TO General business, advertising and editorial offices: 205 East 42nd Street,
New York 17, N. Y. O. J. Elder, President: Carroll Rheinstrom, Executive Vice-President: Harold A. Wise, Vice-Presi-
dent: Meyer Dworkin, Secretary and Treasurer: Walter Hanlon, Advertising Manager. Chicago Office: 221 North
LaSalle St., E. F. Lethen, Jr., Mgr. Pacific Coast office: San Francisco, 420 Market St., Lee Andrews, Mgr. Entered as
second-class matter September 21, 1931, at the post office in Dunellen, New Jersey, under the act of March 3, 1879.
Additional entry at Chicago, 111. Price in the United States and Possessions, Canada and Newfoundland, $1.80 a
year; price per copy, United States and Canada, 15c. In Cuba, Haiti, Dominican Republic, Spain and posses-
sions and Central and South American countries, excepting British Honduras, British, Dutch and French Guiana, $2.80
a year; in other countries $3.80 a year. While Manuscripts, Photographs and Drawings are submitted at the owner’s
risk, every effort will be made to return those found unavailable if accompanied by sufficient first-class postage and
explicit name and address. But we will not be responsible for any loss of such matter contributed. Contributors are
especially advised to be sure to retain copies of their contributions, otherwise they are taking an unnecessary risk.
Copyright, 1944, by Macfadden Publications, Inc. Copyright also in Canada. Registered at Stationers’ Hall,
Great Britain. Registro Nacional de la Propieded Intelectual. Title trademark registered in U. S. Patent Office.

Member of Macfadden Women’s Group
The contents of this magazine may not be reprinted either wholly or in part, without permission.

Printed in U. S. A. by Art Color Printing Co., Dunellen, N. J.

2



"He took off from Shangri-La • •

Ted and Ellen had been to a dance the night before— ex-

cited and gay, as if they knew the parting would be soon.

And they had whispered the refrain of a song to each

other . . /T love you, I love you, I love you.”

Then, next morning, the word came that he was to

take off—with the others— on the most hazardous

mission of the war.

One hundred and thirty-one days after December 7,

1941, a handful of young men who had never dreamed

of glory struck the first blow at Japan.

Out of Captain Ted W. Lawson’s true story of that

most epochal bombing mission in all history—when

Lieutenant Colonel Jimmy Doolittle led his valiant

group manning their B-25’s from Shangri-La directly

to the heart of Japan . . . out of the glorious adventure

of these men who flew into the unknown — M -G -M

has made a truly great motion picture.

It is a drama of stirring courage and deep, abiding

devotion— a picture you will never forget.

as LIEUTENANT COLONEL JAMES H. DOOLITTLE

Screen Play by Dalton Trumbo

Based on the Book and Collier’s Story by

Captain Ted W. Lawson and Robert Considine

A METRO -GOLDWYN- MAYER PICTURE

Directed by MERVYN LeROY • Produced by SAM ZIM

Captain TED W. LAWSON,
author of “Thirty Sec-

onds Over Tokyo", was

pilot of "The Ruptured

Duck", one of the bomb-

ers that took off from

the " Hornet ” at Shangri-

La and blasted Tokyo.

A MERVYN LeROY PRODUCTION with

VAN JOHNSON - ROBERT WALKER
PHYLLIS THAXTER • TIM MURDOCK

SCOn McKAY . GORDON MCDONALD

DON DeFORE . ROBERT MITCHUM

JOHN R. REILLY • HORACE McNALLY and

SPENCER TRACY
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INSIDE STUFF

PHOTOGRAPHS
BY HYMIE FINK

Premiere fling: It’s

John Payne in attend-

ance with new-love-

ly, Gloria De Haven

iioneyinoon Report: Cal has a hunch* that Cary Grant won’t be mak-
ing a picture (even though he has
studio commitments galore) for a
loooong time! When Barbara Hut-
ton put out that terrible torch he
was totin’ by reconciling with him,
they went to San Francisco and hid
away from—everybody. No parties,

night spots or friends did they see.

That’s the way they’re happy—really
the only way they’re happy—just
being together. All who know Cary
well know that nothing is so impor-
tant to him as his marriage—and
heaven knows he has enough charm
to talk any producer into giving him
time off to make his second honey-
moon last as long as possible. We
wouldn’t be surprised if he stayed off

the screen for several months.

Catching up with Hutton: As you
read this Betty Hutton, who finally

got her wish to go overseas and en-
tertain (and how!) the boys, will be
just about returning from her jaunt
—and Hollywood expects a lot of

new slants and maybe a few laughs
from the blonde bombshell. Natur-
ally, we can’t tell you where she
went—but we do know she took
along a lot of very light-weight
clothes. Betty is a changed gal since
that terrifically successful personal-
appearance tour she made early in

the summer and during which she
broke even Frankie Sinatra’s box-
office record in a Boston theater. A
lot of her “inferiority complex” has
disappeared; she seems more confi-

dent—and more reposed. It hasn’t

given her a swelled head or anything'
like that—but until that trip nobody
could convince Betty that she was
a success at all—no foolin’!

Turner topic: A lot of tongue-
waggers around Hollywood thought
that after that party (the one that

featured the fisticuffs between Steve
Crane and Turhan Bey), Lana
Turner might be finding a new
boy friend. Because between you
and Cal, the reason that Lana was
making such a big fuss over Steve
that evening is that Turhan was
making a big fuss over someone who
was not Lana! There have been so
many versions of what started the
fight and who won it there’s no need
to go all over that again. But one
thing is certain—Lana and Turhan
aren’t kidding about who made up
after it! You can catch them driving

up Wilshire Boulevard, snuggled
together in the front seat; visiting

each other (Continued on page 6)
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In an emergency A Mighty Good Friend To Have Around

There’s nothing like a good friend to help you

through an emergency whether it be great or small.

If Listerine Antiseptic isn’t in your medicine cabinet

you’re missing a wonderful feeling of security and

protection this trustworthy antiseptic inspires.

Think how often it can render real first-aid . . . how
often you and your children may
appreciate its quick germ-killing

action!

Remember how Listerine Anti-

septic was called in to take care of

those little cuts, scratches and

abrasions that you grew up on?

And, of course, you simply can’t overlook its value as

a precaution against the misery of colds and their

accompanying sore throats. Bear in mind that in tests

made over a 12-year period, those who gargled

Listerine Antiseptic twice daily had fewer colds and

usually milder ones, and fewer sore throats, than

non-users.

Keep Listerine Antiseptic al-

ways at hand to fight infection. It

combines a delightfully refreshing

effect and complete safety with

rapid germ-killing power.

Lambert Pharmacal Co., St . Louis, Mo,

Sixty years in service

Listerine Antiseptic
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More married than ever: Jess Barker and Susan Hayward
call off all separation plans and start baby-planning

(Continued from page 4)

at their studios; dancing at Mocambo

—

going to parties—but always together.

And now it’s Turhan who is blatantly

jealous of anyone who even asks Lana
for a dance!

News Note: Capt Dan Topping
phoned Sonja from Honolulu and asked
her to cancel her skating tour and come
on over to Hawaii and do some per-
sonals there instead. But she decided
to stay in the U. S. A., which makes Cal
sure that she’s come to another im-
portant decision as well.

Fashions Plus: Lana Turner’s been
looking stunning lately. A definite eye-
opener was the oh-so-low-necked dress
that she wore to one of Elsa Maxwell’s
sensational parties. It was black and
heavily beaded—and slinky and decol-
lete to boot. . . .

Sonja Henie is going in heavily for

dresses that are beaded or heavily
trimmed in sequins or embroidery. Most
of them would look better if she didn’t

wear so much jewelry with them. Cal
saw her one night in a stunning long
white dinner dress with long sleeves.

It was high at the neck but across the
shoulder line and down across the left

side were brilliantly colored sequin
flowers, striking on the plain white
background, even to this male eye.
Sonja is one of the few gals in Holly-
wood who’s still wearing her hair piled
high up on her head and completely
off her ears. . . .

Claudette Colbert went for an Adrian
gown that set her back a pretty penny.
She admits she had no business being

Guess who? Major Wanger, too absorbed

in Olivia de Havilland to turn around.

that extravagant but she couldn’t resist

it. It was a two-piece dinner dress of

heavy white crepe with enormous
shoulders and a plunged neckline. The
top, which was an over-blouse, had a
flared peplum, the skirt underneath was
almost tight—right down to the ground
and slit in front to the knee! It was
splashed all over with black sequin
discs about the size of a quarter, put on
by hand, of course. And what makes
this dress such an extravagance is that
it’s the type one “can’t get away with”

season after season—it’s that strik-
ing. . . .

No doubt about it, the short evening
dress has just about disappeared from
the Hollywood scene, we’re happy to

report. The gals look so much lovelier
and more glamorous in the long skirts.

Really formal dresses are appearing
more and more—along with black-tie
parties. At a recent party Judy Gar-
land wore a white draped gown trimmed
sparsely with gold embroidery. Judy is

perking up and looking lots healthier
and happier.

Coupling Up: Eddie Ryan, who is do-
ing very well for himself over at Fox
ever since he made such a hit as the

(

youngest brother in “The Sullivans,”
and Virginia Weidler, really in the
glamour-girl class now, are the warm-
est in the young-love department. They
make a cute couple—and might even
make it permanent. . . .

Esther Williams was spotted out step-
ping with Lieut. Frank Cookson, but
she was in a big hurry to explain that
he’s a school-chum from her childhood
days, who’s visiting in Hollywood. Rea-
son for Esther’s explaining? Well, her
real feller is Sgt. Ben Gage—as we told

you last month. This is a really steady
combination. He even went way up to

northern California to visit Esther when
she was there on location—and when a

guy only has a few days leave from his

Army post—well—it must be love!

Smoking Corner: Imagine this! Even
though Nelson Eddy has smoked for
years, he never “tasted” a cigarette

(Continued on page 8)
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: m̂sk Mm / With JOHN RIDGELY • JOHN ALEXANDER • CRAIG , .

I BMP/ STEVENS • BARBARA BROWN • ALAN MOWBRAY I
I Directed by JAMES V. KERN

Screen Play by James V. Kern and Sam Heilman • Additional Dialogue by Wilkie Mahoney ;

Jr From the Stage Play by Joseph A. Fields • Produced by Max Gordon

JACK L. WARNER, Executive Producer Produced by MARK HELLINGER
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INSIDE STUFF

( Continued from page 6)

until the other day! It happened at a

radio rehearsal, when Nelson, fresh out
of smokes (as who isn’t these days?),
asked a pal standing near by to give
him one. When Nelson took that first

puff, the expression on his face was
really something! Then he exclaimed
(and explained), “Well! Can you beat
this? I’ve had sinus trouble for several

years and my treatments have just

about cured me. I swear to you, this is

the first time I’ve ever tasted a ciga-

rette—gee—they taste funny!”

Double Daters: Judy Garland and
Deanna Durbin “double-dating” at that

party of Alan Ladd’s certainly spiked
the old rumor that these two barely
nod when they speak. And here’s a

funny coincidence: Deanna is head
over heels madly in love with Bob
Landry, the famous Life magazine
photographer who has been overseas
for months. And though few people
even suspected it, this romance has
been in force for months and months.
They exchanged letters and cables

the whole time Landry was away.
And the first thing he did when he
landed on U. S. soil was to phone
Deanna from New York to tell her he
was coming to Hollywood to see her.

You should see the beam on her face

these days! Looks to Cal as if Felix
Jackson might be fading from the scene
and that Bob will get la Durbin for

his bride before the year is out. But
to get back to the coincidence—just

about the time that Deanna’s romance
with Landry came to light, Judy Gar-
land started going with Dwight Whit-
ney of Time magazine—they’re around
so much together. And now the two
little singers are referred to by Holly-
wood wags as “The Time and Life

Gals”. . . .

Sartorial Stuff: Eyebrows went up to

there when John Payne, just dis-

charged from the Army, showed up
late at a huge and very dressy party
in an outfit that was just one grade
above a set of dungarees! A heavy
flannel checked shirt—no tie—rumpled
trousers, etc. And everyone else done
up to the teeth! Bruce Cabot re-

marked, “Who does he think he is

—

coming to a party dressed like that?”
But it developed later that Payne had
gone to the storage-house where his

entire wardrobe was left when he went
into the Army, the day before—only to

find that his trunks were missing

—

stolen—anyway, gone! What he wore
to the party were the only clothes he
had to his name until his tailor (or

even a shop) could furnish him with

Danny's Double Trouble: Someone Wc
kidding Danny Kaye about playin
twins in his new picture, “The Wonde
Man.” “What do I care?” said Dann’
“The worst that can happen to me

j {

to be haunted by the fear that I’

steal scenes from myself!”

Divorce Data: John Wayne has jus

sent another offer to Mrs. Wayn
through his lawyers. It’s just about th

biggest property settlement on th

Hollywood records—but at this writin
she still has no intention of grautiij

John a divorce. John, the tall, dar
handsome and silent—is another who
consoling himself by going fishing!

j

And by the Way: Jennifer Holt ar

Rod Cameron—both in the throes <

getting their marital freedom—act as

they’re going to take the leap aga
together . . . Susan Hayward, back wit

Jess Barker, will make just one moi
movie before she becomes a Mama . .

The Keenan Wynns expect their ne

baby to be a Christmas package . ,

Charlie Chaplin Jr. hitch-hikes week!
from Camp Haan (about two hundre
miles away) to Hollywood just to s<

Madelaine le Beau . . . Dick Powell hi

bought Ray Milland’s boat and saj

he’ll live on it when gas is plentifi

( Continued on page 10)

Sextette sings for overseas Christmas records: Virginia O’Brien, France
Langford, Judy Garland, Dorothy Lamour, Ginny Simms, Dinah Shon

some tidy togs. P.S.- His wardrobe wa
covered with a nice insurance check

Dinah’s own Command Per-

formance a kiss for hus-

band George Montgomery

Carol-singing Sextette: Judy Gar
land, Ginny Simms, Dinah Shore, Vi|
ginia O’Brien, Frances Langford ant
Dotty Lamour have recorded disc aft|
disc of Christmas carols which are to hi

sent to the lads overseas—and to al

parts of the world. What a sextet
The gals recorded some of them
harmony—and others as solos—

b

either way, you know that they ...

sound like angel voices to our boys
^

the fighting fronts.



A surging, tempes-

tuous story . . . aglow

with tenderness...

powerfully emotional.

V

COLUMBIA PICTURES
presents

^ Sidney ^Siw/man 0\wdactwn
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ong toJlemember
Sta"ing

MUNI cl OBERON
with CORNEL WILDE

NINA FOCH • GEORGE COULOURIS
Screen Ploy by Sidney Buchman

Directed by CHARLES VIDOR
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INSIDE STIFF

For Dewey: Ann Sothern, pouring tea for Penny Singleton and Ginger

Rogers, among many well-known filmites at pre-election Ambassador tea

( Continued, from page 8)

enough for him to get to it every night.

Dick is maaad about boats! . . . The
first time that Gregory Peck kissed

Jessica Tandy for a scene in “Valley Of
Decision”—her bustle broke! What a
man!
Those daily tennis games between

Tallulah Bankhead, Garbo and Kath-
arine Hepburn over at Clifton Webb’s
house—are positively hysterical! Talu,

who always said she couldn’t even hold
the racket—and who never has risen

from her bed until mid-afternoon un-
less she had to work—is now out on the
court every morning fresh as a daisy

—

but not hitting many tennis balls.

Garbo and Katie, however, are su-
preme. So Bill Tilden, the ex-champ
who is around most of the time, does
most of his coaching for Tallulah’s

benefit!

Cal Goes to New York: Don’t ask how
your friend Cal could tear himself away
from the fascinating doings of old
Hollywood to hie himself off to New
York, but suddenly there we were for

a few gay days and from where we sat

in the Stork Club, 21 and El Morocco it

looked like good old cinema city to us.

Dorothy Lamour popped over to our
table at the Stork, leaving her hand-
some husband, Major William Ross
Howard, alone for a moment, to tell of

ex-husband John Hertz. Not a word
was spoken between them. But here’s

news—Myrna tells us she’ll be back in

Hollywood for another movie soon.

A hand on our shoulder at El Morocco
and a voice in our ear—a soft “hello,”

told us without turning it was Katina
Paxinou. Later we discovered the

Academy Award winning actress felt

bitterly unhappy over Hollywood’s
failure to find her another movie role.

“I don’t want another Pilar,” Miss
Paxinou kept telling producers who
insisted upon another “For Whom The
Bell Tolls” character. “I’m an actress.

Let me act.”

But
e
they didn’t, so the New York

stage will eventually get her.

The way Franchot Tone’s wife wore
her hair, straight and clamped down
with bobby pins, and her large-mouth
make-up had night-clubbers gossiping.

Franchot is remaining in New York for

a play.

They wouldn’t believe us in Holly-
wood when we told of the big friend-

ship act staged by Roy Rogers and
Gene Autry, first at Roy’s and Trig-

ger’s cocktail party at the Astor ball-

room (Trigger behaves beautifully at

social functions) and later at Rogers’
Madison Square Garden rodeo when
Roy summoned Autry into the ring

where he proceeded to steal the show
from Roy. And after all those hun-
dreds of letters, bitter ones too, that

Rogers fans have written us about
Autry and vice versa. And no more
of that from now on, children.

Bob Hutton and Cal grew quite

chummy at the various parties and
night spots. A nice fellow and certainly

a hit after “Janie.”

( Continued on page 12)

Also present: Mr. and Mrs.

James Craig step out for tea

and talk at the Ambassador

her experience in Baltimore. While
dining in state with her husband’s fam-
ily, a sailor popped over and informed
Dottie he’d seen her last four pictures

and he wanted his $1.60 back. Embar-
rassed, Dottie handed him two dollars

from her own purse, saying, “And I

want my forty-cents change.”
Of course it turned out to be a bet

and one the sailor won. Who but La-
mour would tell it on herself?

Here’s one on Cal. We’d gone over to

Third Avenue to get the morning papers
and suddenly stood rooted to the spot.

Coming up Third Avenue was, of all

people, Ray Milland, whom we’d left

behind in Hollywood. So we yelled

“Ray!”
Not only did Ray ignore the greeting

but a crew of men hidden behind a
camera in the rear of a truck started

making unpleasant comments—and
loud.

Gradually the light dawned. Cal,

who actually cut his teeth on movie
cameras, was interrupting a movie
scene, Ray being in New York to film

sequences for “Lost Weekend.” How
they kidded Cal in Hollywood when
the story got back.
We saw a bit of drama, too. Seated

in the Stork was lovely Myrna Loy
in a very pink bonnet—when who
came in and for one very dramatic mo-
ment, paused by her table—but her



What medal is he wearing?

Sharpshooter

Purple Heart

Congressional Medal

Between sets, do you preserve your

wave—D By combing only

By brushing and combing

By using a net

You can brush your wave and keep it,

too. Best hair care calls for brushing

and combing in direction hairdo will

follow. Then wave can be gently

coaxed into place. Fastidious grooming

promotes your confidence. So does

Kotex— the only napkin made to suit

your own special needs. Only Kotex

comes in 3 sizes, for different women,

different days. Choose Regular Kotex

in the blue box. Junior Kotex in the

green box or Super Kotex in the

brown box.

1 Every medal has a meaning you

should know! Maybe he’s been

wounded in action, or awarded

the highest military honor. Or,

he may be a crack marksman— as the

sharpshooter medal above tells you.

Being sure saves embarrassment. And

it saves needless dismay on "certain

days” to be sure of extra protection

—

with Kotex—the napkin with the 4-ply

.

safety center that keeps moisture away

from the edges, assuring safety plus.

More women choose KOTEX*

Than all other sanitary

napkins put together

•*
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Do you think her dancing position —
Is smooth and relaxed

Helps a tall girl look shorter

O Looks affected

Let your dancing be light but not fan-

tastic. Strangle-holds are tiring. Any

exaggerated pose looks affected. So

stand naturally, comfortably . . . for

comfort is the first step toward dancing

skill. That’s why, on trying days, most

prom-trotting girls choose cushion-

soft Kotex sanitary napkins. They

know there’s all the difference in the

world between Kotex and pads that

just "feel” soft at first touch . . . be-

cause Kotex stays soft while wearing.

with— Your snapshot album

A radio concert

A Valentine party

Hope you’d choose the Valentine party

!

To find partners, have your gang match

halves of broken hearts. Make blind-

folded couples hunt for candy mot-

tos (a prize for the most). Cover

your dartboard with a king-size

heart, let everyone sling for top score.

You can be a carefree hostess even on

problem days, with the help of Kotex

-—for Kotex has patented ends—
pressed flat ,

so they don’t cause out-

lines. Not like thick, stubby pads,

Kotex keeps your secret.
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Western antics: Van Johnson does

some clowning at Feldman party

Look twice: It’s Sonny Tufts with

his gorgeous Mrs. stopping to chat

( Continued from page 10)

Bing Crosby was trotting down Park
Avenue, disreputable hat on one side

of his head, when who should come
trotting up the other side but Frank
Sinatra. And the New York bobby-
sockers follow their idol about, linger-

ing outside cafes, exactly as they do in

Hollywood. Which reminds us of the

story they tell on Frankie. It seems
after the completion of “Anchors
Aweigh” Frankie gave his director a

watch on which was inscribed these

words, “I think you’ve made another

star.” Take that one with a grain of

salt. But here’s one Cal personally

guarantees: You could hear the swoon-
ers all the way to Central Park when
Frankie announced from the stage of

the Paramount Theater the fact that

they were expecting their third child.

Rumor was so strong in New York
that Ann Sheridan and Steve Hannagan
were married, that we began to won-
der. One look at their happy faces at

the Stork Club settled any doubts
for us.

And so to Hollywood for more re-

porting. And my, but these palm trees

look good!

This-May-Break-Your-Heart Department:

Van Johnson is doing his best to cap-
ture Lucille Ball’s undivided attention,

which is some capturing with Clark
Gable in the picture.

Speaking of Clark, Kay Williams
learned the hard way that the route
to Gable’s heart is through silence. It

was Kay’s habit of gossiping to column-
ists, writers and girl friends concerning
Clark’s gifts, devotion and attentions

that brought about the rift between
the two. Mr. Gable has never been one
to publicize romance so when too much
chit-chat appeared about them, Clark
decided, before the romance grew too

serious, they should part. In New York
’tis said ex-husband Macoco is waiting
for Kay at his favorite round table at

El Morocco. In Hollywood Gable is

beauing about the orange-haired Lucille

Ball who has been granted a divorce

from Desi Amaz. And so ends another
Hollywood romance.
John Hodiak is gradually breaking

down Anne Baxter’s I-won’t-marry-an-
actor defenses, which will put the

current heart-throb out of circulation.

Nora Eddington swore to a certain

actor and his wife in Hollywood that

one day she’d wed Errol Flynn or bust.

Frankly, we’d hate to see Nora bust.

And we wouldn’t relish the busted
hearts of Flynn’s fans if she did.

Bob Walker is breaking his own
heart which in turn may break yours.

No matter what you read or hear, Cal
tells you first hand the lad is still carry-
ing the torch for his wife Jennifer
Jones. And unless he extinguishes the
blaze very soon, it may burn him out
of a very promising career, that’s how
badly he’s taking it.

Tips To Our Service Lads: Quickly, be

first to ask for a picture and informa-jj

tion concerning Lauren Bacall, Hum-
phrey Bogart’s leading lady in “To
Have And Have Not.” Boys, when you
see those—er—curves and hear thal

sexy voice which Lauren has acquired I

by yelling like an Indian three hours
a day, you’ll swoon. Take our tip, this

ex-model from New York is the most
tantalizing dish to appear on the screen
since Jean Harlow.

If you’re the complex, sensitive type,

you’ll find your counterpart in the

Paramount actress Gail Russell, a

beauty with too many complexes. Mayl
be a letter from you might help.

Get hep to a Warner Brother darling

called Joyce Reynolds who plays the

title role in “Janie.” She’s just twenty,

left off attending U.C.L.A. to become
an actress, can talk on many subject
besides herself, and will prove an inter

esting listener. Besides she has th

merriest brown eyes in Hollywood.
If you write to Lana Turner, tali

about the latest records and approve
especially of Artie Shaw’s music
Lana’s ex-husband is her favorite mu-
sician. And a bond between you and

Diana Lynn could be a knowledge oi

good music. A pianist of note, Diana

is up on the best. So now go to it,

boys, and if you have any luck let youi
"'al know.

Hold-up: Paul Brooke sur-

renders to Indian maid Dor-

othy Maloney and cowgirl

Jeanne Crain—all in the fun

at the Tex Feldman party

12
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V'S'S Laura (20tli Century-Fox)

A reliable guide to recent pictures. One cheek means good; two checks, very good; three checks, outstanding

C OPHISTICATED, adult entertainment so

beautifully and smoothly executed and
so cleverly performed that it’s a joy to

behold

One feels like thrusting forth a restrain-

ing hand to hold it just a little while longer

in this world of corny, brashy movies, so,

like us, you’ll probably go to see it again

—

to marvel at the smoothly finished per-

formance of stage star Clifton Webb in his

first screen role; to enjoy the magnetic ap-

peal of Dana Andrews who emerges a sex-

appeal hero, the likes of which you’ve never

before seen; to appreciate the beauty and
quiet forceful underplaying of Gene Tier-

ney and the humanness of weak characters

Vincent Price and Judith Anderson.

It’s a murder mystery involving interest-

ing and alarming people and one with a

new and arresting (no puns) angle.

You’ll go home all glowy with its pearl-

handled charm and intrigued with its

finesse.

Your Reviewer Says: Orchids to Laura.
Mystery with a subtle touch: Gene Tier-
ney and Clifton Webb in “Laura”

THE SHADOW STAGE

^ A Song To Remember (Columbia)

T
HE influence of a shrewd woman on the
life and works of a genius is here splen-

didly portrayed by Cornel Wilde playing
Frederic Chopin and Merle Oberon as

George Sand, the woman who brings him
into the limelight of fame and little by
little enslaves his talents and dominates
his person. Even his old teacher, Paul
Muni, is kept from the great composer by
this designing woman who affects men’s
trousers as an expression of her dominat-
ing personality.

But at an exclusive concert of Chopin’s,
Muni goes as the guest of Franz Liszt and
there meets Chopin. Poland’s plight, kept
from the composer by Sand, is revealed

to Chopin and he agrees to give concerts
throughout Europe in order to raise funds
to buy the freedom of his old Polish com-
rades who have fought for Poland while
he languished in Paris.

It is the break then between Sand and
Chopin—one that lasts until his early death.

The music is the picture—exquisite, ex-
citing, soul-satisfying. All principals turn
in exceptional performances with Stephen
Bekassy as Liszt, Nina Foch as Constan-
ts and George Coulouris especially out-
standing.

Your Reviewer Says: The musical treat of

the year.

W Irish Eyes Are Smiling (20th Century-Fox)

IT’S young—as young as June Haver and
' Dick Haymes—and it’s tuneful and happy
and forthright too. In short, it’s a Twen-
tieth Century-Fox musical at its coziest,

hitting the highlights of the life of Ernest
R. Ball, a ballad writer of those Nineties,

reputed to be gay and presenting his songs
in a lusty manner.

June Haver is so lovely as the girl and
Dick Haymes who plays Ball, so manly
as the boy who can’t seem to speak those
few words that would clear up the mis-
understanding between them—you know
how it is with screen heroes.

Monty Woolley is priceless as a Broad-
way promoter and promotes some of the

best lines we’ve heard in ages. Or maybe,
come to think of it, it’s the way Monty
says them.

The songs—among them the title one
“When Irish Eyes Are Smiling,” as well
as “Mother Machree,” “Let The Rest Of
The World Go By,” “Love Me And The
World Is Mine,” and “Turn Back The
Universe”—are nostalgically lovely and
haunting.

The Technicolor is entrancing and the
support of Anthony Quinn, Veda Ann
Borg, Beverly Whitney and Clarence Kolb
most welcome.

Your Reviewer Says: A tuneful honey.

Chopin Concerto: Merle Oberon and
Cornel Wilde in “A Song To Remember”

Tender and tuneful: Dick Haymes and
June Haver in “Irish Eyes Are Smiling”.

(Continued on page 88)

For Best Pictures of the Month arid Best Performances See Page 90
For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 92
For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 18 7 Sawa
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The moment she enters, all

else stops; she wins eyes and hearts

effortlessly, without seeking them

. . . for she is varvacious! Varva’s

perfumes "Follow Me” and

"Nonchalant” are the subtle reasons

she’s so very very . . .

Vana extracts—$1 to SI

5

• Bath Powder, $

1

Face Powder, 6 guest puffs, SI * Bubble Foam, $1

Sachet., $1 and SI .75 • Talc, JAc

(plus tax)
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NONCHALANT
(Your Secret Weapon

)

The Devil-May-

Care Perfume

FOLLOW ME
(Suivez Mol)

The Perfume That
Leads and Lasts

VARVA
Empire State Building, New York 1, N. Y.

John Hodiak wins
feminine fancy and
a prize for Nona
Barbaric of \Y . Va.

SPEAK FOR YOURSELF

$10.00 PRIZE

Ring Back the Old

WHEN I find that magazine stories for

two or three months are devoted to

Frank Sinatra, Gene Kelly and Alan Ladd,
I become irked! I can’t understand the
present trend toward shortness and home-
liness among our leading men.
To me, John Hodiak is acceptable in

he-man roles.

Paul Henreid is suave and sophisticated.

Robert Young is an “old reliable” whom
any woman could like.

Albert Dekker is tall and manly, a fine

actor and believable lover.

Carl Esmond is lookable and would be
something to reckon with if given an
opportunity.
Michael O’Shea has a touch of Tracy, a

dash of Cagney and is wistful enough to

go straight to a woman’s heart.

Turhan Bey is just peculiar-looking.

How any woman over twenty-one could
get excited about Eddie Ryan, William
Eythe, Richard Jaeckel, Van Johnson,
Robert Walker or Frank Sinatra is beyond
me! They may be great guys but they
certainly aren’t anything to look at.

And why don’t we see and hear some-
thing of Nils Asther?

Will I be glad when we have Gable,
Taylor, Montgomery, Melvyn Douglas and
other favorites with us again!

Nona Barbaric,
Shinnston, West. Va.

$5.00 PRIZE

He’s my choice as the one person in

Hollywood who can portray the part of a

regular guy to perfection. Maybe that’s!

because he is a regular guy—I don’t know,
But I do know this. His is the warmest
personality that has hit the screen since

Spencer Tracy. He’s like the guy next
door and that’s saying a lot, because if

shows how downright human he is. 1

think in time he will prove to be unique
with Hollywood because no matter whai
character he will be called upon to por-
tray, his own will always show through

So, my hat’s off to a nice guy, a regulai

guy, a guy with a grin—Van Johnson.

Miss E. Boll,

Buffalo,' N. Y.

$1.00 PRIZE

Will Power

What’s a hunger pang or two,
To look the way the starlets do?
You should gladly leave the table

For the measurements of Grable.
He who hesitates is lost,

Pass up that cake at any cost!

Pie and pudding add no vim,
Just another double chin.

Leave the whipped cream off the jello

Or you’ll have curves like Lou Costello

It really isn’t hard, you’ll see,

Why can’t you be real brave like me?
I plan to start this coming Monday
But now—I crave a chocolate sundae!

Evelyn De Vries,

Eugene, Ore.

Guy with a Grin

N O, I’m not a bobby-socker—not a teen-
aged swooner. In fact, I’m at that age

when sensible folk say I should know
better, but I’m darned if I do, because
I’ve finally come to the realization that my
heart really controls my head. I’m a Van
Johnson fan and I’d like to say this: If

being sensible and letting my head have
the say means remaining oblivious to a

personality like Van Johnson’s, I say, “No,
thank you.”

$1.00 PRIZE

Something to Shout About

I WENT to the show feeling blue am
> came out feeling anything but thal

For the show was in a class by itself.

It was so delightfully different—a hone]

of a movie for young and old, all abou
an average teen-ager in an average city

with her family and high school problems
It’s the kind of picture everybody want
to see these days—one to lift any achini

1
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art. Of course everyone knows Janie,

e little girl who grew up in Daddy’s hair

id Mother’s arms. Yes, “Janie” is a must
r everyone and to Joyce Reynolds goes

y Oscar for making “Janie” something to

out about.
Leita Betancourt,

San Benito, Tex.
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$1.00 PRIZE

Solution in Rhyme

OME people are getting a little tired of

hearing about the Sinatra-Crosby

/airy so I’d like to submit a plan for put-

lg an end to it.

I was never especially bowled over by
ank’s voice and Bing has always been a

ecial favorite of mine, but still I have
ithing against Frank and would hate to

e him out of work. After the embraces

hich Frankie took part in in “Step

vely,” I believe I have come across the

;rfect solution:

“Here’s a plan that cannot miss,

Let Crosby sing and Frankie kiss.”

Mary Grove,
Dallas, Tex.

$1.00 PRIZE
Pleasant Surprise

HE closest I had ever come to meeting a

movie star was backstage and that is

hy my recent stay in Canada was such a

trill. It was there that I met a star—far

om the stage of any theater.

My friend and I arrived at Deer Lodge,
mada, and immediately got acquainted
Lth the crew of “Thunderbird, Son Of
assie.” Meeting the dog Lassie was a

trill in itself, but it was the young movie
:tor whom I shall always remember.
We were sitting and talking with the

ainer of the dog when a young man
itered the cabin. He was boyish and
>od looking, and above all, so-o-o aw-
illy nice. He was so sincere in his ad-
oration for Lassie; he fondled the dog
fectionately. We discovered that he was
eter Lawford.
I don’t know if he will remain as real

id unaffected as he was, but I shall al-

ays remember him that way. I was sur-
mised and delighted to find that movie
ars are as friendly and appreciating as
teir admiring public.

Iona Niehaus,
Chicago, 111.

$1.00 PRIZE
Time for Tolerance

J AVE you seen the “March Of Time”
production, “Americans All”? If you

aven’t, you should.
The “March Of Time” is to be com-
lended for its (Continued on page 71)

Tireless war worker—busy film maker— is dazzling Dorothy

Lamour, like many other Hollywood stars. Lucky for their

loveliness, they’ve discovered that Woodbury
Complete Beauty Cream does everything

for skin beauty . . . takes just seconds!

soon to be seen in “ROAD TO UTOPIA," a Paramount Picture

this satiny cream help your skin look

film-star lovely as it gives complete care: Cleanses. Softens,

smooths. Holds powder. Helps erase tiny dry-skin lines. And Stericin,

exclusive ingredient, works constantly right in the jar to purify the

cream, helping protect against blemish-causing germs.

PHOTOPLAY awards $10 first

prize, $5 second prize and $1 each
to every other letter published in
full. Your letters about stars or
movies in less than 200 words are
judged on the basis of clarity and
originality. Do not submit pre-
viously published material or ma-
terial that you are sending to other
publications. Plagiarism will be
punished to the full extent of the
law. Retain a copy of material sub-
mitted as we regret we are not able
to return unaccepted material. Ad-
dress your letter to “Speak For
Yourself,” PHOTOPLAY, 205
East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.

and every night take the

Beauty Night Cap of the Stars: First, cleanse

with Woodbury Complete Beauty

Cream— then, use as a night cream for extra

softening. Use for daytime clean-ups, too.

""V Jars 10^ to $1.25, plus tax.

USCif
^COMPLETE beauty cream

FORMERLY CALLED COLD CREAM. CLEANSES AS THOROUGHLY—DOES SO MUCH MORE BESIDES



p

M

M

See what they «

for your lips

DON JUAN Million Dollar l

Lipstick stays on!
1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when you

eat, drink, kiss, if used as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without fre-

quent retouching. Try today.

3. NOT DRYING OR SMEARY. Im-
parts appealing "glamour” look.

Creamy smooth— easily applied.

4. STYLE SHADES. Try Blackberry
Of Raspberry shade.
"Smart" say beauty
editors. Seven other

shades.
De luxe size $1. Refills

60c. Junior size 25c. Tax
extra. Matching powder,

rouge and cake make-
up. Trial sizes at lOo

stores. In Canada* too.

DSC333ESQS3

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-

dent school work—prepares for entrance to college. Standard H.S.
texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H.S. subjects already
oompletea. Single subjects if desired. Free Bulletin on request.

AmericanSchool. Dpt. H-192, Drexel at 58th. Chicaqo3?

GUARD YOUR NAILS
WITH SEAL-COTE

Busy hands deserve pro-
tection for beauty's sake.
More and more smart
women are finding SEAL-
COTE an amazing beauty
aid. SEAL-COTE pro-
tects the nails and the
polish — adds lustre!
Make your manicures last

longer—"SEAL-COTE
your nails today ilnd
every day.”

SEAL-COTE
2 Sc at CosmeticCounters

Hilariously back again, the sleuthing Charleses

,

Myrna
Loy, William Powell in “The Thin Man Goes Home”

BRIEF REVIEWS
kW INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED

INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

INDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

ABROAD WITH TWO YANKS—Edward Small-

U.A.: Bill Bendix and Dennis O’Keefe, Marines,
come into Australia for some fun after a battle in

the Pacific and both promptly fall for Helen Walker.
They then proceed to break every law known to mili-

tary regulations in their effort to outrival each other.

It’s corny but a lot of fun. With John Loder. (Oct.)

/AN AMERICAN ROMANCE—M-G-M: This is

a rare combination of romance and beautifully pre-

sented information about American industry. Brian
Donlevy plays superbly the immigrant who marries
schoolteacher Ann Richards, raises his family and
progresses to success. With John Qualen and Walter
Abel. A truly American epic. (Oct.)

y'y'AND NOW TOMORROW—Paramount: Alan
Ladd returns to the screen in this dramatic story as a

young .doctor from the wrong side of the tracks who
attempts to cure wealthy Loretta Young of the deaf-

ness she suffered as the result of meningitis just

before her marriage to Barry Sullivan. (Dec.)

l/yARSENIC AND OLD LACE—Warners: A
hilarious screenplay that will catapult you frem laugh-

ter to fright. Cary Grant is the nephew who makes
an awful discovery about his beloved old aunts on
the eve of his honeymoon with Priscilla Lane. Ray-
mond Massey is the criminal; Peter Lorre his doctor
friend and Jack Carson is the cop. You must see it.

(Nov.

)

may be sure the man who marries the heiress w
marry only for love. Alan Marshal is the man aA en Joslyn, Edgar Buchanan and Slim Summi
ville add a lot of fun and frolic. (Oct.)

\/CASANOVA BROWN—International: When pi

fessor Gary Cooper discovers he’s a father on f
eve of his wedding to Anita Louise, things beg
happening. When he discovers the baby’s moth
Teresa Wright wants to give it out for adoption,
finds a unique way to stop that! With Frank Ml
gan, Patricia Collinge and Mary Treen. (Oct.)

j

CLIMAX, THE—Universal: Most of this rather tit

film takes place in an old opera house with a m
doctor, Boris Karloff, of course, hypnotizing peo]

( Continued on page 81)

^fiadow f$cuj^e

Pictures Reviewed in This Issue

Alaska

1/ATLANTIC CITY—Republic: Belle Baker, A1
Shean, Gus Van and Joe Frisco all bring back fond
memories of old days at vaudeville’s peak, and it’s

packed with wonderful old tunes provided by Paul
Whiteman and Louis Armstrong. Constance Moore
does a swell job as the girl whom Brad Taylor
loves. It’s a pretty satisfying movie. (Nov.)

u/BABES ON SWING STREET— Universal : Peggy
Ryan is very peppy and active as the leader of a settle-

ment house who tries to raise money so the most
talented members can take advantage of a scholarship.

Ann Blyth suggests a night club, so the kids take over
a building and set to work on it. Leon Errol helps

out, Sydney Miller impersonates, and it’s all silly

but cute. (Dec.)

BARBARY COAST GENT—M-G-M: Wally Beery’s
an old buckaroo of the ’80’s who promises to go
straight for Binnie Barnes, the dance-hall gal. When
a scrape precipitates him out of town and into Nevada
he poses as Donald Meek, a railroad president, with all

the resultant complications. To'hn Carradine does a
nice job. Frances Rafferty and Bruce Kellogg are
the romantics. (Nov.)

^BRIDE BY MISTAKE—RKO: A cute little

movie, vwith Laraine Day as the heiress who (has

Marsha Hunt impersonate her in order that Laraine

Bluebeard
Bowery To Broadway
Brazil

Conspirators, The
Faces In The Fog
Farewell My Lovely

Girl Rush, The
I Accuse My Parents

Irish Eyes Are Smiling

Laura
Man In Half Moon Street, The
Mark Of The Whistler, The
Ministry Of Fear
One Body Too Many
Rainbow Island

Shadow of Suspicion

Song To Remember, A
To Have And Have Not
Very Thought Of You, The. . .

Woman In The Window, The.
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'
MOST EXCITING BO»WC

WITH

COBURN
Screen Play by Virginia Van Upp and F. Hugh Herbert

Produced by VIRGINIA VAN UPP • Directed by CHARLES VIDOR
19
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”

It's the story of guys

like Alan, Pinky and Irving..-,

of girls like Dorothy, Helen,

Ruth. ..of things like gallantry,

guts and glory! Filmed

from the Army Air Forces’

own smashing Broadway

and Hollywood stage hit!
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Cf)ri£tma*, 1944
An Invocation to Americans by Bing Crosby

Bing on his overseas trip—in London and in Paris at the Arc deTriomphe

I
T’S JUST another muddy day for those kids at the

front. But you can count on one thing—they’ll be
home for Christmas, if only in their dreams.
And as those of us here at home listen to “Adeste

Fidelis” . . . “Silent Night” . . . “White Christmas” . .

I’m sure that all of us are offering up prayers for the

gallant gang of American kids to whom anything that has
to do with peace still seems very far away.
Kids for whom there are no silent nights. . .

My own thoughts are a lot humbler than they were
last year. I have talked, lived and chowed with these

boys whose courage and laith is like nothing I’ve ever
before come up against.

You feel like a pretty small putt on a mighty big course
over there in those pastures in France. Champs ... all

of ’em. You feel like caddying for them the rest of their

lives when they come home.
I see grimy-faced kids in muddy dungarees, huddled up

together in wet forests, listening to “White Christmas”
with their homes and their hearts in their eyes.

A cold drizzly day in a little valley in France and boys
who’d walked, slipping and sliding all the way, for five

miles just to hear our little show. And the letter that

came later from one of them . . by name of Carl Lewis
from Indianapolis . . . telling how much the song means
to them:
“We think we’re pretty tough . . . and we are, 1 guess,”

he says. “But ‘White Christmas’ gets us. We’re not
ashamed of it either. It means home and my wife Betty
and people we know and things familiar. ‘White Christ-

mas’ means—peace.”
How else but humble can you feel before guys like

that?

How else but humble . . . before a bunch of courageous
joes who are doing the toughest fighting the world has
ever known. Kids like “Mac” ... a tall, slender boy
who went over on the troop ship with us. We met up with
him again five weeks later, dying in a hospital near the
front. “Hello,” he said weakly. “It didn’t take me long
to get mine, did it?” And he grinned a weak grin. “I’m

pretty quick . . . speedy . . . that’s me.”
The closer you come to those front fines the more you

realize that the courage and faith of the “Macs” in this
war is more than man-inspired. That there’s a bigger
Guy than any of us with his eye on the kids carrying
the ball for those noisy signals up at the front. A Guy
in whom they all have great faith.

That old one about there being no atheists in fox-
holes holds plenty true over there. In or out of foxholes,
there are no atheists in those overseas pastures. Bibles
and prayer books are standard G.I. equipment. As much
so as a muddy face, a bed roll and a mess kit.

And at this Christmas time which won’t be too happy
for a lot of folks, it should comfort you to know that
whatever their fate, their faith has been strong and
steadfast.

There are no silent nights but there are plenty of holy
nights at the front.

I’ve seen them worshiping at services, held by chap-
lains in ruins of French villages, in a piece of a church
with no roof and only the front or side wall still left.

I’ve seen tough tankers, rumbling through the villages,
stop their tanks before a crucifix that’s still standing in
towns that have been leveled to the ground.
This may sound funny coming from one who knows

there’ve been times when he’s gone slightly A.W.O.L.
from the ecclesiastical fold.

But seeing them kneeling in those muddy pastures
brought back to my mind the fines of an old familiar
prayer that I’d heard somewhere along the fine back
home “God grant unto us an early peace and victory
founded upon justice, and instill into the hearts and minds
of men everywhere a firm purpose to live forever in
peace and good will toward all.”

I was adding to it too another little one of my own . . .

for a happier Christmas for them . . when they wili f

hear bells again instead of shells, carols instead of in

cannon. ... w
When they’ll be home for Christmas—not just in their

dreams!
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THIS IS THE TRUTH

What about those Reagan break-up rumors?

This famous reporter went direct to Jane

Wyman — and here is her candid reply

Capt. Reagan: Jane says he has “an angelic disposition”

?

A1

At

S
OMETIMES a girl’s best friend is a hot rumor. On
more than one ocasion a bare whisper has set me off

on the trail of some of the biggest scoops of my career.
And so, of course, I like those rumors.
But there are others. Rumors about your best friends.

Rumors that nag and dog at you and which, in spite of
the fact that you hope you know better, make you wonder
about some of the happiest married people you know.
These rumors I hate.

I hated them particularly when they started to spring
up about two of my closest young friends in Hollywood

—

Jane Wyman and Ronald Reagan. I didn’t see how any-
thing could happen to these kids. Why, I was with them
(or they were with me) on the first personal appearance
act I made out of Hollywood.
Jane and Ronnie fell in love right under my nose. And

“fell” in love it was—a thud that started as they gazed
into each other’s eyes behind the footlights and continued
until they were standing before the pretty flowered
church altar after we returned to Hollywood. Later, my
Doctor and I gave them their wedding reception at our
home.
That was five years ago. Five years in which Ronnie

soared to the top in Warner pictures to the point where
he was racing Alan Ladd and Frank Sinatra for honors
with the subdebs. Then the war came along and he
went into the service.

They were five years of wonderful happiness for Jane
in her marriage. Maureen Elizabeth Reagan (that cute
towhead) came along to be adored by her doting par-
ents. True, Jane wasn’t satisfied with the way her own
career was going along. But she would say, “I have so
much of everything I won’t be unhappy because I’m not
getting the pictures I want.”
The Reagans were just Mr. and Mrs. Average Citizen

of any good-sized town. They weren’t particularly good
“copy.” Far from it. Nice married couples seldom make
the headlines. When people spoke of them, or scribes

batted out stories, they invariably said they were “that

nice young Reagan couple.”
And then, for no reason, out of the blue the rumors

started. They began with whispers, rustling like leaves
through the cocktail parties. The rustles sounded like

this, “Did you notice that Ronnie left the party an hour
ahead of Jane?” Or, “She seems to enjoy dancing with
other men as much as with her husband.” Or (and this

hit print in several spots), “The Ronald Reagans are
readying an unfortunate announcement any minute.”

I “pooh-poohed” them. I’d say, “You don’t know how
in love they are. Ronnie would never let anything come
between him and Jane.” And the whispering chorus
would argue, “Weren’t Jennifer Jones and Robert Walker
very much in love? And Joan Blondell and Dick Powell?”

It was a challenge I couldn’t let pass. I called Jane
and told her I wanted to see her. “Look here,” I said, “I

know you kids are happy. I want to write a story and
settle all this talk for once and all. But if you are hav-
ing trouble—for heaven’s sake tell me and don’t let me
get out on a limb writing a story how cooing you are.”

Jane hesitated a minute. Then she said in that level,

young-modern voice of hers, “You too, Louella.”

1
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I had the grace to blush slightly, I’m glad to say. “Then
how did all this talk, talk, talk start?” I asked.
Jane had picked me up to drive me to lunch at Ro-

manoff’s. She looked as though she had stepped off the
cover of a magazine. Her hair, once platinum blonde, is

back to its natural chestnut-brown shade. She was wear-
ing a smart chartreuse wool suit and carrying an umbrella-
shaped handbag to match. A beautiful ruby clip with
matching earrings Ronnie had given her completed one
of the smartest ensembles I had seen this fall.

But Jane’s usually pert, happy expression was missing.

She isn’t laughing this off. My girl friend is plenty hot
under the collar—and she’s hurt. I could tell that when
she started to talk.

“I swore I was not even going to deny this silly talk,”

she said, “but you’re different. I want you to know,
Louella, that Ronnie and I haven’t had even a good old-
fashioned family argument. We both thought that when
people kept on seeing us together that these lies would
die a natural death. But they keep on and on.

“I’ve thought to myself, ‘How in the world did this thing
start?’ We’ve never staged an argument in public—or
even in private.

“Of course, I have a hot temper. You know that. But
Ronnie, who has the disposition of an angel, just lets me
blow off steam until I get my mad out of my system. He
never fights back. And it takes two to make a quarrel.”

\A /E had arrived at the cafe, found our table and ordered
before Janie got back to the subject again.

“I believe rumors crop up when there is any kind of a
change in the status of married couples,” she said mus-
ingly, “and the war has made certain inevitable changes
in the routine of our lives.

“When Ronnie went into the service he was making
big money as a top star at Warners. I was just a sup-
porting player and didn’t earn anything to compare with
what he was making. Now I’m carrying the ball, finan-

cially. His captain’s salary isn’t enough for us to keep
on as we did before the war—-or even half as well. And
so it is now my salary that gives us the little extras. But
don’t think for a minute that Ronnie isn’t still the head
of his own house!
“Some people find that hard to believe. They get in

little sly digs, disguised as compliments. ‘Oh, Janie, dear,

you’re doing so well now. Is it true that when you went
to a restaurant the other night the waiter said, “What
does Captain Wyman want to eat?”

’ ”

I said, “I bet that tickled Ronnie,” because I agree with
Jane that he has the disposition of an angel and instead

of getting sore about it he’d be amused.
“Oh, that kind of talk never bothers him,” Jane agreed.

“But Ronnie has had to fight the terrible disappointment
of not getting overseas. His very bad eyesight has kept
him at home. He has been stationed near Hollywood ever
since the war broke out. But you see that puts him in the

restless position of being in the Army—and yet not at the
fighting front.”

I happen to know that Ronnie can’t see two feet in front

of him and had to have a special type of lense fitted over
his eyeball when he was making (Continued on page 88)
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Doting mother and doted-on daughter: Maureen Elizabeth

ABOUT JANE AND RONNIE
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NDENIABLY, there is a man in
the life of Bette Davis these days

and Hollywood is pleased, though
puzzled and more than a little be-
wildered. For the news came to

Hollywood—and to the world—in a
roundabout way that caught the na-
tion’s press off-guard.
When, some months ago, Bette

began gradually to drift back into

the Hollywood scene following the
death of her husband, everyone was
too glad to see her take up a normal
social life again to wonder about her
escorts. The important thing was
that Bette was out again, was be-
ginning to lose the tenseness that
had come from driving herself at

her work until she was nervously
exhausted.
When she came to a party here, a

gathering there, nobody paid undue
attention to the man whose am she
held. After all, as president of the
Hollywood Canteen, she was often
seen in the company of service men,
and her position in the film world
had given her many famous men
whose company she always had
enjoyed.
So Hollywood, the rumor capital

of the world, for once went calmly
about its business when Bette began
occasionally to dine at La Rue,
lunch at Chasen’s, visit a friend

—

with a personable corporal who also

seemed to appear frequently on the
set when Bette was making “Mr.
Skeffington.”

It remained for the South to prove
its greater astuteness in matters
romantic.
From the moment the report was

made that an unidentified corporal
from Ft. Benning had met Bette
Davis at the Columbus, Georgia, rail-

road station on a Sunday night this

fall and had taken her to the Still-

well home on the outskirts of nearby
Phenix City, Alabama—Hollywood
was in an uproar.
Who and what could have seemed

F important enough for Bette to travel
M down to the Georgia-Alabama line
m on her short vacation lay-off when

under almost any other circum-
stances she would have gone directly

to her New Hampshire farm house
which she cherishes and to which
she speeds whenever her schedule
allows her sufficient time to come to

the East Coast?

COON enough it was evident why.
There was indeed a corporal. He

was Corporal Lewis A. Riley, of the
168th Signal Photo Company, Second
Army, stationed at Ft. Benning. He
had indeed met Bette at the train

and escorted her to Phenix City.

By now the press from all parts
of the nation, as well as the excited
citizens of the nearby town, began
to bombard the Stillwell home with
queries and requests.

At this point Bette, who had kept
herself from any questioning on the
grounds that this was a holiday in

rustic peace intended as a rest for

her, emerged long enough from her
quiet and privacy to deny the rumor
that she had married, but also to

admit that she had come south for

a chance to see her good friend Cor-
poral Riley.

“After all,” Bette said, “I’m thirty-

six years old. It would be childish

to beat around the bush about any-
thing as serious as marriage plans.”

With that settled, Bette discon-
nected her telephone, padlocked the

gates of her country hideaway and
tried to recapture the delicious

anonymity of being no movie star

but just a tired working girl who
was spending her hard-earned vaca-
tion “away from it all.”

Though Bette had no more to say,

Hollywood now had enough to re-



Photoplay brings you the story Hollywood missed—a behind-

the-scene§ account of Bette Davis and Corporal Lewis Riley

BY PAULINE SWANSON

construct the friendship of Bette and
the Corporal and to draw its own
conclusion. Friends now recalled

Corporal Riley, remembered that he
was a New Yorker, remembered
Bette and Corporal Riley at a party
of Elsa Maxwell’s. Some even
thought it was here the two first

met, though Bette herself had said

that she had known him for years.
They remembered his dark attrac-

tiveness, his air of being well-to-do
in spite of his G.I. corporal’s uni-
form, his pleasantness and quiet,

amusing conversation.
While Hollywood was remember-

ing, conjecturing and putting two
and two together, the hunt was still

on in the South for more evidence.
Autograph seekers by the scores
came to camp at Bette’s gate once

the address of her vacation home
was pi’inted in the papers. Even the
padlock and the owner’s four dogs
roaming the premises failed to daunt
their enthusiasm. One enterprising
fan made friends with one of the
dogs—a collie—and sent a note to

Bette attached to its collar. Bette
has a sense of humor, and such en-
terprise deserves recognition, so
she sent the dog back to the gate
bearing the coveted autograph.

O TIS TAFF, a Columbus grocer,

bragged that Bette had ordered
supplies from his store. By night-
fall, everyone in town knew that
Miss Davis had ordered “twenty-
five dollars worth of groceries for
one day! Fancy groceries, too!”

Bette’s sister, Mrs. R. C. Pelgram,

tried valiantly to discourage the

reporters and photographers who
descended on the house—but Bette

at last had to make an appearance
and posed for photographs wearing
a red and white plaid shirt and navy
blue, knee-length shorts.

She looked like a little girl,

healthily tanned and honestly star-

tled at the blaze of curiosity her
visit had occasioned—and the re-

porters went back to write columns
of praise for the Academy Award
winner who was just as simple and
friendly and nice as any other Amer-

'

ican girl would be.

Corporal Riley, toying to wade
through phone calls and interviews
to go about his regular duties, was
in for as much notoriety as Bette

—

but like Bette he emerged unscarred.
Scuttlebutt flew thick and fast

around the Fort. G.I.’s who had
worked with Riley in the 168th were
plagued with questions about their

newly famous buddy, and their tes-

timony added up to make “Larry”
an extremely nice guy—good enough
for Bette, or any other movie star,

in the Army’s opinion.

“He’s quiet, sort of. . .
.”

“He has money, but he doesn’t

blow about it ... he even has a
car!” (This, for a corporal, is some-
thing!)

“He’s tall and dark—yes, sort of

handsome—he’s always smoking a

pipe. . .
.”

“Used to be a real-estate broker in

New York—is a cameraman in the
Army. . .

.”

“He’s lived all over—in Mexico
just before the war . . . he’s been
around, all right.”

“Not young . . . for the Army . . .

thirty-ish. . .

But is he married to Bette? This
was always the final question. And
here the amateur reporters were
stumped.

“Well,” they said, “he says no, but
he acts yes!”
Newspapermen, pressed by their

p

city desks to find out for sure, ran M

into the same maybes. Corporal M

Riley’s commanding officer didn’t

know, his (Continued on page 70)
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Once Elsa Maxwell made a prediction
for Lauren Bacall. Now it comes true



Will Van Johnson, mobbed wherever he goes, follow the star-path alone?

-famous

say what

do next

Here a world

woman dares to

the stars will

I PREDICT § • •

A
BOVE all when I think of 1945
lying only a handful of days

before us, I think of and pray for

peace, a peace which will be endur-
ing and fling the four freedoms

—

freedom from want, freedom from
fear, freedom of speech and freedom
to worship—over the length and
breadth of the earth.

For myself in 1945 I hope for a
continued association with Holly-
wood. Hollywood is so young and
stimulating and aware and so
crowded always with people doing
all manner of interesting things—
and doing them exceedingly well.

I love Hollywood because I have
found so many important and won-
derful things there, including friends.

For some of these friends I have
New Year predictions to make; sev-
eral of which will, I think, surprise
you. ...

I predict, first of all, that Cary
Grant will spend much of the next
year traveling; both here and abroad

—with his beautiful little Barbara.
However, I suspect he will make
one picture anyway. For he’ll need
money to pay his traveling bills.

Cary isn’t rich. I have his word on
this. “Cary, how much money have
you saved?” I asked him recently.

“Are you well off?” He shook his

head. “I have an income for life,

Elsa,” he said, “but it’s most modest.”
However, Cary wants to learn

about the world; what there is left

of it. At lunch the other day he
said, “I’m going to get around and
learn about the things and the places
that Barbara knows and loves. So
I’ll be a better companion to her
than I was in the past. Previously,
I know, I just didn’t have enough
first-hand knowledge of the world
to compete with the people and
places Barbara has known all her
adult life.”

Next I predict that Jeanne Crain,
who not long ago made her bow in

“HomeHn Indiana,” the Technicolor

picture that was such wonderful
propaganda for the corn belt, will

—

before H5 ends—be right up in the
front rank of top-notch stars. Jeanne
makes sense. She is a conscientious
worker. That’s half of it. Jeanne
also is charming to look at and pos-
sesses, to an nth degree, that inde-
finable chemical attraction which
keeps men trailing her and finds

girls understanding why. All of

w4iich, you’ll admit, is something!
I do not think Jeanne will replace

Jennifer Jones. No one will; no one
can. But I do think Jeanne will be
the star of the New Year with some
of the sudden surprising qualities

that made Jennifer a star with her
first picture “Bernadette.”

Incidentally, after Jennifer makes
“Love Letter” I look for 'her to

appear in her first comedy role t

and to be a sensation. She has m

a lovely lightness which no screen m
role has yet given her the least

opportunity to display. Further-



more, I shouldn’t be surprised if

Jennifer appears on the New York
stage before 1945 is over. Her heart
is set on it.

I do not think her heart is set on
anything or anyone now, only her
career. She married Robert Walker
after a school-chum friendship and,
although they are the best of friends,

love is as far from Jennifer’s heart
as I am from Mai’s. At parties I have
seen Bob constantly join her but not
in the romantic way. After all, they
have two small children and I don’t

think they wish them to be
brought up in the atmos-
phere of divorce where chil-

dren feel the lack of one
parent.

CPEAKING of the stars
^ who will spangle 1945
screens, there are, also,

Gloria De Haven and June
Allyson. These two “flitter

bugs” are now running neck
and neck in the eternal l’ace

for popularity. On the big

Metro lot where they woi'k
they are very definitely

rivals. Gloria soon may sur-
pass June. She’s “showier.”
But only for a time. In the
year’s run I am sure June
will come out ahead. June,
in appeai'ance and person-
ality, is more familiar to

most of us than Gloria. And
we always love best those
we understand best. Be-
sides, June—having come
through a youth which was
physically handicapped— is

more finely tempered.
“The Voice” will go right

on sweeping everything be-
fore him, as before. He’s no
flash in the pan, Frank Sin-
atra. He has terrific appeal
for others than bobby-socks.
At my party to celebrate the
liberation of France he
faced a brilliant and dis-

ci’iminating audience as he
stood before the mike on a
stage erected in my garden.
He was, if any man ever
was, on the spot. And he
knew it. Frank is not re-

motely stupid. To my amazement
the greatest stars, who I would have
thought would look upon Frank as a

phenomenon, were as “swooney” as
the bobby-socks ever were. Loretta
Young, her hand clasped in that of

her husband, Colonel Tom Lewis,
and father of their infant son Chris-
topher whom both she and Tom
adore, said to me: “Elsa, what
is there about that boy that makes
you feel he is singing to you—and
you alone?”

p Tom Lewis smiled, “I suppose I

M

M

should be jealous,” he said, holding
Loretta’s hand tighter, “but Loretta
has never been sweeter to me than
since she heal’d Frank sing.” Inci-
dentally, when Frank came to the
end of his program the applause was
thunderous.
No doubt about it, Frank Sinatra

is rich in that magnetic charm which,
in all phases of show business, is

the thing which makes great per-
formers. It has brought him along
and it will help him endure.
Dana Andrews, not long ago a

lesser light on the Warner lot earn-
ing $75 a week, a paltry sum in

Hollywood, unquestionably will be
one of the year’s outstanding heavies.

With his new technique, as seen in

“Laura”—which the girls like so

much—I believe Dana will leave

Humphrey Bogart and George Raft
and other screen bullies far behind
him.
For Van Johnson I predict inde-

scribable good fortune. Van doesn’t

have a pei’fect profile. He doesn’t

have any of the physical features

which usually promote gentlemen in

feminine good gi’aces, actually. How-
ever, the increasing jingle of our
money flowing into box offices pro-
claims he has something else, that
elusive charm which springs from
the inside. Metro’s hopes for

bright-haired Van, consequently, are
high. Even so, I say he will exceed
their fondest expectations.

I need no crystal ball, after all,

to make this prediction. During the
past year Van has come along amaz-
ingly, although he has appeared

only in comparatively few
pictures in addition to play-
ing the young student doctor
in Lionel Barrymore’s “Dr.
Gillespie” series. Next year
he’ll have his fine perform-
ance in “Thirty Seconds
Over Tokyo” to recom-
mend him further. And his

role of the bomber pilot in

“Weekend At The Waldorf.”
The fine and mature actor,

Walter Pidgeon, does credit

to the first male role in this

picture, but Van—especially

in his love scenes with Lana
Tui’ner—gives his audiences
something to remember him
by-

Will Van marry during this

coming year? I very much
doubt it. Always the past is

the best yardstick we have
to measure the future. And
while Van has always liked

feminine company he never
has been thrown off balance.

He seems to have the won-
derful faculty of taking ladies

or leaving them. Which makes
him irresistible, of course!
Besides, I think Van—don’t

forget his Swedish blood—is

a man to concentrate upon
one thing at a time. His career

now is uppexmost in his mind.
He will not, unless all pre-
vious signs fail, minimize his

Hollywood opportunities by
letting romance becloud them.
Miracles can happen, of

course. But usually they
don’t.

Speaking of “Weekend At
The Waldorf,” I predict this

will be the top picture of the com-
ing year. The all-star cast—Ginger
Rogers, Lana Turner, Bob Benchley,
Xavier Cugat, Walter Pidgeon, Van
Johnson and Constance Collier—ap-
pear as guests at this great hotel

and each contributes his or her own
story.

In the Year of Our Lord, 1945, I

doubt if you’ll see Orson Welles
sawing a woman in half or acting on
the screen. And, wonderfully as he
has done these things in the past, I’m
glad this is (Continued on page 84)
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MEDAL FROM HITLER

Here's How to Get One

By HUMPHREY BOGART

H OW’D you like to earn a dec-

oration from Hitler or Hiro-

hito? Here’s the way you work
it. You don’t have to join the

German Army or the Jap Army.
You don’t even have to blow up
an American war plant.

It’s easier than that. All you
have to do is follow the line the

Germans and their stooges are

handing out in this country. All

you have to do is swallow the race-bunk. That’s

what the Germans want us to do. They figure

that if enough of us talk this race-bunk, we’ll get

to fighting among ourselves. That’ll weaken us

so much that we’ll be easy pickings the next time

—even if we should win this time.

Listen, brother. In this man’s country you can

marry the girl you like. You can pal around with

the folks you like. You can pray in a church of

your own choosing. Okay. But that doesn’t mean
that one kind of church is better than another.

It doesn’t mean one kind of people is better than

another.
Let’s look at the record.

Here’s what science knows. It doesn’t 6ay

maybe. It knows.
There are no “superior races.” There are only

people who for a time happen to be luckier or

better situated than other people.

There are no “inferior races.” There are only

people who’ve had bad luck, or poor education,

or maybe live in a tough climate.

For example, there’s (Continued on page 87)
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Playtime with a pair

of good play-fellows

in a perfect setting.

Below: Evening -at-

home schedule in-

cludes his hobby

—

composing music

II III

. . . and an earful too. This is Bill, that carefree,

sure-minded bachelor who’s due for a change

of heart on a few things—including marriage

EYEFUL

OF

EYTHE

T
IME was when William John Jo-

seph Eythe was the loneliest six-

footer at the Twentieth Century-Fox
studio. Out of all that bustling city,

modestly known as the lot, there

were only three people he knew

—

and he didn’t know them very well.

That was two years ago and it

isn’t lonely on the lot any more for

Bill, who is no longer a newcomer
but is an established fact—one of the

facts that gives Fox stockholders

that smug expression. The two years

have been crowded with learning

things—not only about his job but

about life in general and Hollywood
in particular.

He has discovered, and certainly

to his own surprise, that he doesn’t

prefer actresses to other women.
This was something of a blow, he
doesn’t mind telling you. He had
expected to be crazy about actresses.

He has also discovered that he
doesn’t like night clubs or large

parties or parlor games and that he
is terrified of meeting motion-picture
executives socially. And—here’s

news—he thinks he knows what is

wrong with most Hollywood mar-
riages.

He has just rented himself a

house, high, high above the Sunset
Strip, where he can see the ocean,

Los Angeles City Hall and also get

a nice bird’s-eye view of his neigh-

bors who seem very interesting. It

has four rooms and a bath and he
says the furnishings and decorations

are purely of the “hodge-podge
school—no sense to any of it.” He is

pleased, however, with the bedroom
which is done in flamboyant red be-

cause if there is anything Bill likes

better than most other things it is

the color red applied almost any-
where. The owner of the apartment
he has just vacated was pretty ap-

palled to discover that Bill had
pasted red plaid wallpaper on every

available space.

The particular lure of this house
(aside from the advantages of gazing

at the City Hall and spying on neigh-

bors) is a large fireplace situated in

a room which is nearly all glass and
makes him feel as if he were living

in an aquarium. He can curtain the

glass (in red) he- thinks, install his

piano, his records, books and the

few really fine paintings he owns

—

and then he can sort of “wrap it

around him” and be lonely and cozy

and thoughtful. A cleaning woman
disturbs him only a little bit, coming
in twice a week. And he knows a

fine cook who will “do for him”
when he entertains an occasional

“large party” of six. He wouldn’t

dream of inviting more than six

people to his house at once. Too con-

fusing.

The cook is a patient soul who
endures, without very much com-

plaint, Bill’s invasion of the kitchen

just as the guests are arriving, to

stick his fingers in the stew and the

pudding, to lick, to frown and to re-

mark “Howzabout another bay leaf

in that one?” He thinks he is a

pretty good cook himself (beef

Stroganoff is his specialty), but he
never feels efficient enough to try to

get everything ready at once for

guests. So he employs a cook—and
kibitzes.

He says he was “conditioned” to

playing second fiddle early in life so

it doesn’t bother him now, even with

the cook. He was bom in Mars,

Pennsylvania, and if you haven’t

heard of Mars Bill thinks you should

be ashamed of yourself because it

was the home of the famous “Dutch”
Eythe—“you know—that guy who
won All-American football honors
when he played halfback for Carne-
gie Tech!” He was Bill’s brother.

Bill was different. When he was
about eight “Peter Rabbit” came into

his' life. It was a play and his school

class was giving it and his mother
probably didn’t know what she was
doing to her little boy when -she

browbeat him into acting in the

thing. Because he never got over it.

Not that he wanted to act, you un-
derstand. He wanted to be that man
who bossed everything and ordered

everyone around—the director.

From that (Continued on page 80)
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Typical—the pixy pose and the calls for dates

A glass of milk—and then to bed for a bright little girl

Record-breaker star collects records: Favorite listening post—the floor

T
HE idea of dancing came to June
Allyson during the years when she

sat in a wheel chair and didn’t know
whether she was ever going to walk
again. It took hold of her strongly;

it had a meaning far beyond just the
dancing itself.

Of course she was only a child

then—nine, ten, eleven. Those are
hard years not to be able to move
and run and play with the other
kids as June had played before the
accident. She was a tomboy, and
she rode a bike. There had been a
storm, and the air was fresh. June,
riding gaily along on her bike didn’t

realize that a low-hanging limb
ahead was going to crash down just

as she got there. But it did. And
there was no more play for her. So
June used to run and play and dance
in her imagination. She used to see
herself running and dancing, even
when the doctors weren’t very hope-
ful about her. Her grandmother,
who raised her, understood and kept

courage too.

All the time, inside her head, she
was making a pattern of herself—
moving.
“And I guess I thought I might as

well go the whole hog,” June told

me. “So long as I was imagining I

might as well do a good job. When
you can’t move yourself, movement
takes on new proportions, you see.

It isn’t something you just take for

granted. You come to know its

value, you think about palm trees

swaying in the wind and waterfalls

dancing over the rocks and—you
picture yourself as ‘leaping as the
hart’ the way it says in the Bible.

When I learned to walk again and
knew I was going to be well and like

other girls—I was so happy I just

literally danced for joy.”

They will tell you at the studio
that whenever June Allyson does a
dance in a picture, as she did in

“Two Girls And A Sailor,” she still

seems to dance for joy.

Part of her philosophy, which 1

don’t even think she knows she has,,

came out of that, too. She never
seems to take anything for granted.
Every day is a day made new for

Junie. I mean she’s actively pleased
by things that most of us just expect
to be there. You see, once upon a
time she didn’t expect any of them;
once upon a time she had, with the
enormous faith and courage of the
child heart, reconciled herself to do-
ing without all those things and so
they seem like special gifts from
heaven when she gets them. It

makes her very nice to have around,
makes you a little humble yourself,

makes you notice safety and cour-
tesy and kindliness and friendship
from others.

I DON’T know whether Fred As-
taire knows that he was the

strongest influence in June Allyson’s
life for a long time, the inspiration

for her (Continued on page 59)



Allyson in wonderland! The life story of a girl who met

the challenge of the past and has won a bright new present

BY ADEIA ROGERS ST. JOHNS



The fetching touch of fur for
a luscious lady—Jane Wyman

Lady in lace: Informal formality

for a gala eve: Rosalind Russell

White dream of a dress on a

dream of a girl—Alexis Smith

We
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Suavity in plum suede: Irene Manning Pert hat for a pert girl—Diana Lynn



The lure of a single rose for

an alluring lass—Ann Sothern

Blossoming-time for Kathryn
Grayson. The scarf hints of old-wc

Harmony highlight: Greer Garson in gold Glitter of silver for evening: Ann Sheridan
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The heart-breaking story of a girl who

did—and who found that war-time love

may wither when the honeymoon is over

BY CAROLE LANDIS

London war wedding: Carole Landis and Thomas Wallace of the Air Corps

N
O woman ever loved a man more
than I loved Tommy Wallace. And

Tommy loved me, too. All my life,

above all the rest, I want to remem-
ber that. I want to remember how
Tommy and I sat in little English

pubs just staring at each other, how
hours seemed minutes—time goes so

fast when you’re that happy—how
we walked across winter fields and
had tea at a little inn beside a

river.

Three weeks after we met, and in

the same moment loved each other,

Tommy and I were engaged. Less
than two months later we were mar-
ried. And somehow we felt safer

as we walked through London’s
blacked-out streets and heard Nazi
bombs screaming toward the earth

because we had a recognized claim

on each other as we held fast to each
other’s hands.

I was lucky to have such a roman-
tic adventure. If only I had accepted
it for what it was and not insisted

upon turning it into marriage before

I knew whether or not it belonged to

marriage. For now, not even two
years later, Tommy and I are going
to be divorced. We both know,
through a series of disillusioning ex-
periences, that we do not have what
it takes for marriage to each other.

We don’t have friendship. And mar-
riage without friendship is like a

house without a foundation. It can-
not endure.
However, while I am sorry I mar-

ried Tommy, I am not sorry I loved
him. I would be reluctant to have
missed those two months during
which Tommy and I met and loved.

I am a richer woman today because
we were together at Sunday service

in the rubble of St. Paul’s, because
we walked through blacked-out
streets singing the Air Corps song,

because we danced at the 400 Club
feeling as we did, because I lived

in a little room in a guest house near
Tommy’s base and when he was on
duty—since I never knew what his

duty would be—waited with trem-
bling heart until he telephoned or

came hurrying to me.
All of this is no less precious be-

cause it cost Tommy and me dearly
in bitter quarrels and disillusion-

ment and bruised egos almost from
the minute we turned it into the

marriage that it never was meant to

be.

It was a marriage which, I believe,

we would have discovered was not
meant to be had we disciplined our-
selves and waited.
As Tommy has said so often in the

last year as we tried to salvage our
marriage, “It’s no use. We’ll never
make a go of it. We’re different,

you and I. . .
.”

When we fell in love we thought,

of course, we were exactly the same
—identical! We were convinced, the

way you always are, that we had the

same attitude toward life, liked the

same things and would be forever

happy with the same people. Actu-
ally, nothing could have been further

from the truth.

Reality always is submerged dur-
ing a romance, I guess. At such de-
lirious times both a man and a
woman, almost unknowingly, act a
part. Both think and speak and act

in a way calculated to accentuate the

wonderful things they feel them-
selves to be in the other’s eyes. How-
ever, with sufficient time, some sug-
gestions of an individual’s faults will

usually manifest themselves. Conse-
quently, when a man and a woman
wait to marry they give themselves
some chance of discovering if there

is any true congeniality between
them, if they really respect each

other, if they really like each other
—in spite of their faults and some-
times even because of them.
Tommy and I—and the hundreds

and hundreds of boys and girls who
are flinging themselves into mar-
riage today—gave ourselves no op-
portunity to make any such dis-

coveries.

I thought I was being very practi-
cal and realistic when, before we
married, I warned Tommy how dif-

ficult it is to be the husband of a
screen star. We sat in an ABC shop
having tea. I made it very clear
that so long as I remained in pic-
tures I must wear attractive clothes,
live at the smartest places, see cer-
tain people. I suggested—when the
war was over and he no longer was
a romantic flyer in uniform but a
businessman in civvies—-that I

might, at times, appear to over-
shadow him. All the time I encour-
aged him to protest that such things
were and always would be insignifi-

cant beside his love for me. Had he
done anything else I would have
been (Continued on page 62)





Serious sidelight—more interested in

politics than in the Kelly career

up with Kelly An impish twinkle, an Irish grin—the

reason, his wife Betsy and baby Kerry

. . . who’s hard to catch up with—Gene

with the high I. Q.,- the flying feet

and a “play-fair” creed for the little man

G
ENE KELLY, Metro -Goldwyn-
Mayer’s hoofing heartbreaker is

one dancer who’ll never be in the
groove. That is, not any one groove.

For Gene is a hoofer who not only
has diamonds in his feet but many
carats in his head as well.

Before Uncle Sam tapped him on
the shoulder his complex activities

kept him busier than a one-handed
politician on election day. If you
could have shadowed Gene you’d
have seen another and far different

Kelly, a chamber-of-commerce type
of guy or, as he himself says, “just

another Brother Elk.”

Come six o’clock every evening,
Gene pulled off his dancing slippers,

parked them inside the studio lot,

rolled up his sleeves and took over
his duties as just another citizen. Im-
portant duties to him. Such as con-
ferring with different committees,
making short-wave broadcasts over-
seas for the boys, playing a benefit
to raise money for a recreation hall
to help combat juvenile delinquency,
or maybe boning up on some speech
he’d been called upon to deliver,

possibly at a political rally at the
comer of Third and Fairfax in West
Hollywood.
Gene is intensely interested in

politics and government, in the prin-

ciples of fair play and security for all,

more tolerance and better racial un-
derstanding.
Long before this year’s presiden-

tial election made it fashionable for

movie stars to shine on both sides of

the political marquees you could find

both this vigorous young American
and his vivacious red-haired Betsy
hard at work, slugging away to help
put across the bill, the proposition,

the man they believed in their hearts
to be right.

You’ll always find Gene, whether
it be politics or anything else, out
slugging for the underdog, the little

guy.
Recently he went all out bitterly

fighting a proposition he felt to be
definitely anti-labor and against the
little people. He addressed meetings
at night and Betsy addressed cir-

culars during the day. She also did
house-to-house canvassing in the
swank Beverly Hills sector at homes
whose residents didn’t dream that the
pretty girl in the sweater and skirt

—

“that nice little Mrs. Kelly”—was the
wife of a famous motion-picture
star.

Gene’s very proud of his intelligent

young partner, his only “beef” on
her political activities occurring one
evening when he came home hot and

tired from rehearsing a tricky rou-
tine with Fred Astaire and found
she’d forgotten to stock the icebox
with beer. Either real or root.

“No wonder men in the past cen-
turies didn’t want their wives to

vote!” he kidded. And ducked.
He’s very enthusiastic about the

part he believes motion pictures can
play in the promotion of peace. And
is very thrilled over a letter he re-
ceived recently from Fred Astaire
from overseas—in which Astaire said

he’d been to a German prison camp
in England and described how ex-
cited all the Jerries had gotten at

seeing a Hollywood star. “They
all wanted autographs!” Fred had
written.

Ambitious by nature and proud of

the strides he’s made in a picture
career in such a short time, he still

feels achievement is the important
thing. Being a motion-picture star in

itself has nothing to do with Gene’s
personal philosophy of happiness. As
he says, “I don’t care a thing about
champagne.
“You can’t buy the really impor-

tant things,” he explaSis. “You find
that out after a while. Funny, but
after you get more money than
you’ve ever had you find out you
really didn’t (Continued on page 96)
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Esther Williams, queen of the aqua-

maids, who dived into the Hollywood

whirlpool— and came up a star

!

Y
OUR first impression of

Esther William is that she
is the healthiest female you
have ever seen. You give a

gander and mental pictures of

sailboats, dungarees, flying

hair, cold mountain streams,
campfires and the like start

dancing before your eyes,

This impression, as you
may have heard, is not one
which you commonly receive
in Hollywood. Fake eyelashes, hair

which nature had nothing to do
with and shapes that have been
pounded and squeezed into rigid

contours are more the rule in the
picture business. All of which may
explain why M-G-M did nip-ups to

end all nip-ups until Esther was
safely under contract.

What does she look like to cause
all this furor? Well, she’s tall and so
lithe that you search in vain for an
extra ounce of—shall we call it

“avoirdupois”? She has a swimmer’s
broad shoulders, a minute waist,

legs that taper the way legs should
taper and a magnificent carriage.

Plus these details, she has a mop
of brown hair with gold lights in it,

a skin any cosmetic company would
like to claim as its product, brown
eyes that actually shine and a grin
which lights up all outdoors.
When she first came to Metro, she
ad not only that healthy look but

honest, sane poise about her
h made you catch your breath

utter, “What’s this?” She met

BY RATE HOLLIDAY

people easily. She talked well. She
was fun. She laughed at herself and
wasn’t too bowled over by the fact

that slie was about to be a star. And
—a refreshing thing—she liked peo-
ple not because they could do some-
thing for her but because she liked

them.
She is the same today, even with

“Bathing Beauty” chalked up as a
solid hit behind her and a glowing
career ahead of her.

Strange as it may seem, you can’t

tell the story of Esther’s career with-
out telling the story of her marriage,
for until recently the two have run
hand, in hand. A year and a half

before Esther ever entered the
M-G-M lot she married Leonard
Kovner, not yet through medical
school. He had then and still has a
brilliant medical future and a pas-
sionate adoration for his profession
towards which Esther remains hum-
ble. She had gone with him for a
year before she became a bride.

At the time, she was a star of the
Aquacade at the San Francisco Fair,

having reached that point by
winning more free-style races
than there are sticks to shake
at them. Only the war pre-
vented her going into the
Olympics. She was the sports-
writers’ dream: A gal who
could not only swim like a

feminine Weissmuller but
looked terrific while she was
doing it. Her picture had
been in papers all over the

country since she was fourteen, when
she had entered and won her first

serious competition.
She came from a modest, intelli-

gent family in Los Angeles. Her
mother was a power in the city’s

government. It had been she, in

fact, who put through the recom-
mendation that the kids of Esther’s
neighborhood should have a swim-
ming pool, and it was in this pool
that her daughter first learned to

do an eight-beat crawl. Esther
counted towels for the lifeguards;
they taught her how to swim—like

a man.
So, by the time she reached the

Aquacade (where she was starred
with the afore-mentioned Weiss-
muller) America was Williams-con-
scious. The crowds were enchanted
that, due to the fact that there would
be no Olympics, she had come to
entertain them. The press agents of
the show were also enchanted. She
was sensational copy.
When the Aquacade closed Esther

settled down (Continued on page 72)
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That’

I
GUESS I’m just a guy
who believes the movies,

for whenever I see William
Powell out with Diana Lewis
I believe that he is cheating
on Myrna Loy . . . There is

no doubt about it, the hottest

man in pictures these days
is Van Johnson. Why those
who don’t even swoon over
Sinatra do over Van ... It is

funny how style in movie
heroes changes; even the
movie heroes are aware of

it. Gene Kelly and Keenan
Wynn were strolling down
a street at Metro and Kelly

said, “When I started going to the movies I never believed
I’d be a screen lover. I’m no Gable or Montgomery.” ... If

I were asked quickly to name the most outspoken actress

in pictures, I would name Lucille Ball. She says what
she wants to and she knows the score . . . One of my
favorite actresses is Ginger Rogers and I always re-
member the night I met her at the out-of-town newsstand.
She wasn’t wearing any make-up, her hair wasn’t fixed

and she looked at her picture on the cover of a magazine
and exclaimed, “I wish I looked like that!”

+ * *

The actress who has suddenly started blossoming, so
far as I’m concerned, is Kathryn Grayson. I never used
to go for her, but she can have a date with me any time
she wants ... I would like to see a movie in which there
was “the boy from Brooklyn” who didn’t speak with a
“dese, dose and dem,” and didn’t dream about seeing “dem
bums play ball again.” I don’t know of any actor who
has less chee-chee about him than Humphrey Bogart.
It was Bogie who, while he was working in an action
picture with Raymond Massey, said, “I’ll bet you that
my double is braver than your double.”

* * *

I sometimes wonder if Sonja Henie sleeps with her ice

skates on, but I’m not going to find out . . . Bette Davis
and Ida Lupino are the big dramatic actresses at War-
ners and I sure would like to see them together in a
picture. They never speak to each other when they meet
in the Green Room at the studio . . . Sonny Tufts can’t

be that coy and cute off the screen and if he is it must
get very annoying for an entire evening . . . The best
performance of the season, for my money, was given by
Lana Turner and Turhan Bey at the Esquire Theatre.
They were in the audience watching “Mayerling” and
the love scenes between Charles Boyer and Danielle
Darrieux were not so torrid as Lana and Turhan. The
audience watched them instead of the picture . . . Merle
Oberon is a nice person to talk to, for while talking to you
she will take your hand and hold it in hers ... I like

Bob Hope’s remark that Frank Sinatra wants to play a
priest in a picture called, “I’m Going Your Way, Too.”

* * *

I know that the autograph-seeker is supposed to be
the avid movie-goer who must have his favorite celeb-

Evers Ginger would
like to look like

Ginger on the eover

s Hollywood

rity’s signature either in a book or on a photograph. Yet,
although you may not be aware of it, many of the celeb-
rities themselves are autograph fans. Many an actor or
actress has a wall at home covered with autographed
pictures and all the producers and directors have a couple
of autographed photos in their offices.

Mervyn LeRoy has a photo of Lana Turner, on which
she has written, “You made me what I am today. I hope
you’re satisfied.” Actors and actresses often trade auto-
graphed photographs. Dennis Morgan has a picture of

Jack Carson which says, “To the idol of millions. Don’t
tell me where you're going to hang this. I know.”

Don’t believe that the movie players are reluctant to
give their autographs. One day I saw a couple of people
stop Maxie Rosenbloom and ask him for his autograph.
Suddenly one of them spotted Walter Pidgeon across the
street and they started to rim toward him. “Hey, wait a

I

Do you mean to say Sonja
even wears ’em sleeping?

minute,” said Maxie, grabbing the book. “You asked for

my autograph and you’re going to get it!”
* * *

I know that Olivia de Havilland writes poetry, but she
won’t let anyone see it ... I never believed I’d see Judy
Garland walking with Wilson, but Judy’s favorite walking
companion is Alexander Knox and they go for strolls in

the hills ... I am puzzled by Helmut Dantine, for I can’t

fathom why he gets so many gals, but he does as big a

wolf business as any wolf in town . . . Paul Henried may
light cigarettes for movie heroines, but he’s always ask-
ing someone for a cigarette at a party.

* * *

When I stroll about Hollywood, I always manage to

drop into the Schwabadero. There the other evening Ij

saw Marguerite Chapman, in make-up, at the soda fo

tain finishing her dinner. Maggie resides in the nei<

borhood and she stopped on her way home to have di'

Maggie sits alone, eating and looking through a '
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Now it’s Judy Garland and guess
who, taking long walks in the hills

magazine which she will carefully place back on the

magazine stand when she finishes reading it. Then Mar-
guerite Chapman will pay her check and go home and
study her lines and go to bed so she can look well before

the camera tomorrow. Some young men throughout the

country, seeing her on the screen, will say to themselves,

“Gee, I wish I could take her out.” . . . But this is only one
act of the floor show.
Richard English, the writer who has used many of

the drugstore characters in his short stories, enters and
says to proprietor Schwab, “You owe me half a dollar!”

“What for?” English explains that he was in for dinner,

that there wasn’t a seat to be had at the counter and,
being hungry, he went elsewhere to eat and it cost him
fifty cents more than he would have paid for his dinner
at the Schwabadero.
Then there is the Evelyn Moriarity performance. Evelyn

is a chorine who stands out in Technicolor musicals.
Evelyn has had dinner but wanders in to have dessert
and also conversation with whoever happens to be present.
“I’ll have a dish of ice cream,” Evelyn says to the girl

behind the counter. “What flavor?” “Wait a minute,”
answers Evelyn, “until I see what I am wearing. I always
have ice cream the same color as the dress I’m wearing.
Then if I spill anything on it the stain won’t show. I think
strawberry would go well with this dress.”

+ * *

I am fond of considerate actresses and, regardless of
some of the yams you might have heard about Veronica
Lake, I have always found her a considerate and charm-
ing person ... I was present when someone told John
Carradine that he was a fool to pose for his own photo-
graphs ... I like the sign I saw on a bicycle over at RKO.
It read, “Property of file Police Department. Please Do
Not Steal.”

For honesty, I refer you to the menu at Warners, for
what used to be a ham sandwich is now listed as “An
Academy Award Special” . . . The most amusing thing
I ever saw on a set was when the day’s work ceased
on the filming of a musical at Metro. The chorines lined
up and a man from the property department paraded
by and, looking directly at their glamour, asked, “Yours
or Metro’s?” And if they were falsies they were placed
in the basket and returned to the property department.
But that’s Hollywood for you!

That man-in-the-know is here again—with

some knowing notes on olf-screen capers

Private conversation: The lady, Kathryn
Grayson; the admirer, Sidney Skolsky

Signs of the crimes -
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Star of "An American Romance
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I’M LIKE THIS



Kind of shy, kind of sure of what he wants, though.

A revealing self-study of a really grand guy

J
i

Most constant rave—baby daughter Judith Ann

I
’M a guy who loves to talk about
himself—to himself. It’s not an act

with me, a slathering on of modesty.
For the record, I never was a
shrinking violet. I just don’t hap-
pen to like to talk about me—except
to me.
Just let someone say the word

“interview” and I dry up—like a
friend of mine on the local ration

board when anyone sidles up to re-
mark how short he is of gas.

Faced with an interviewer, the
perspiration starts out on my fore-
head; I find my fingers getting into

fists; my leg muscles bunch—that’s

how uncomfortable I get.

And all my reactions are wrong.
I can’t think of a thing to say. I

hope desperately they’ll ask me
questions—and then squirm when .

they do. Then the thing comes out
in print and I’m mad at everybody
—including me.
The idea of writing about myself is

just as bad. But I just thought of a
trick on myself. I’m going to write
about Brian Donlevy, me, the actor,

as his best friend and severest critic.

You take a look at the Donlevy
phiz and you wonder how he ever
made a dime posing for collar ads.

Yet he did—the rest of the models
must have been on strike. He’s not
handsome. Rugged, yes, with fea-
tures that, at their best, are pleasant.
And a grin that seems to go down
well. At least it’s friendly.

Maybe that’s a -cue to the guy.
He’s friendly. A lot of people may
not completely agree with that eval-
uation. In fact, a lot of Hollywood
people think he’s stand-offish.

That’s because he’s antisocial as
far as parties are concerned. But
look at it from his angle. He stays

away from all parties on purpose.
He was scared by a teacup as a boy.
Imagine for yourself the boy Don-
levy, already sporting those shoul-
ders (the kindest thing that can be
said of them being “massive”), feel-

ing awkward and out of place in his

Sunday suit. He was asked to bal-
ance a teacup on one knee—and
a lace doily on the other. He knew
he looked foolish. He did. '

Parties are a strain and Donlevy
is too lazy to search out new strains

and stresses. He always thinks
things are expected of him from
other people at parties. He ought
to be amusing—and sparkle for the
nice guests and nice hostess. Well,
sparkling is not up his alley. So he
avoids parties and social functions
like a case of chicken pox.
Donlevy is a settled married man.

He’s proud of that state. But he
spent so many years wandering he
clings to the anchor of home life.

He revels in it’. He’s using it as a
sort of bulwark against the adven-
turing he did before he met Mrs.
Donlevy and settled down with her
to married bliss. He’s tired of think-
ing of those adventures. He thinks
enough has been said about that pe-
riod of his life and he’d just as soon
forget it these days.

So he’ll tell you about his house
in Brentwood at the drop of a make-
up box. He’ll bore you with details

about the size of the place, the way
it’s laid out for farming. He’ll tell

you about the Colonial architecture
of the house, the way the den is ar-
ranged for lolling—when he has time
to loll. He’ll boast about how clever
Mrs. Donlevy is at furnishing—how
she gathers up old pieces and ar-
ranges them. ( Continued on page 86)

At work in the workshop he built

And baby makes three

—

for the perfect triangle

Very married, very proud of Mrs. D.
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Anyone as lucky as I’ve been shouldn’t have the nerve to ask for anything for

Christmas. I’m lucky to be here for Christmas.

When I recovered from that auto accident fifteen months ago I told myself that

I’d had my share of good luck for a while—so, as far as I’m concerned, there’s nothing

I want for Christmas, for I have everything that matters—good health, a good job

and good friends.

Of course I haven’t, as yet, the one perfect girl—the wife who would make my
bachelor house a home—but girls like that don’t come on Christmas trees.

My Christmas wishes this year are for other people. For Dr. William Branch,

the great guy who saved my life when I was smashed up. I’d wish for that vaca-

tion he’s always talking about but never getting.

I’d like my dad to have a shiny new station wagon with white-wall tires and

lots of chrome. I know it’s impossible until the war ends.

While I’m wishing, I’ll wish that my pal Keenan Wynn will get his Christmas

wish—which is a chance to direct a motion picture.

And that’s all, brother.

My Christmas wish is one I know is echoed in the hearts of millions of other

women—it is that my husband who is far away fighting—fighting with those millions

of other longed-for men so that this world will not turn back into barbarism and

darkness—will be home with me again, safe and well.

I wish I could hope to have Richard home this Christmas, but as a naval lieu-

tenant aboard a U. S. destroyer in the Pacific, he will not be back, I know, until

the Japanese, as well as the Germans, have been beaten.

This Christmas I shall have to be content with a Christmas letter from “somewhere

in the Pacific,” but it will be better than any other gift I could ask for if he tells

me he loves me, aches to be home and is taking care of himself so that he can

come back unharmed, and soon.

&a/ v

If there weren’t a war on, with the hoys praying to get it over fast and come

home—and their families praying for their safe return—

And if the most important thing in the world weren.t that their prayers be

answered

—

If it weren’t necessary to plunk every possible dollar, and even the impossible

ones, into War Bonds— . , ,

Well, if then, we could permit ourselves to dream a little about less vital and

more foolish things, I believe the thing I’d like for Christmas is a new meeting

place for my Irish club.

I’d want it to be a big room, sound-proof and air-conditioned to whip out the

cigar smoke. I’d like it rock-bottom comfort, with old easy chairs and a raft of

tables everyone could put their feet on—and a good old gay-patterned rug that

wouldn’t show the cigar ashes. The ash trays, by the by, would have to be the two-

foot-diameter variety-and plenty of ’em. And what a loaf it would be to have

some push buttons handy for service—and a private phone just in case the meeting

lasted too long and someone had to phone the little woman.

But why all this foolishness when we’ve got V-Day to ring up first. Im putting

this old wish-pipe out and waiting for another Christmas.
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I was surprised when my brother Jack, who is in the Army Air Corps, and
my other brother George, who is in the Marine Air Corps, wrote that they didn’t

want anything—not things anyway—for Christmas. All they wanted was a promise
from me.

“Shirl,” they said, “it would be a good Christmas for us if we knew that

you planned to finish high school.” They said they knew how hard it is to stick

to one’s studies when . so many apparently more important things are going on.

They knew it was a temptation for teen-agers to quit school altogether and take

a job—a war job—to get it finished faster. They said that was one of the things

the boys were fighting for. They were fighting so that our lives would not have
to be disrupted. The grown-ups, they said, can handle the war.

I guess the thing that I would like most for Christmas is that laughter and fun
would come back for all of us. It seems to me that in wartime so many people are

worried about their sons and husbands and sweethearts, and that there isn’t the same
free feeling we used to have. And I guess there won’t be until we are at peace. It is

not that my friends and I don’t have lots of fun. We do. But we all have the
feeling that we have no right to enjoy ourselves thoroughly. I hope that when
my little nephew Stanley reaches his sixteenth Christmas, he will not be looking
forward to fighting another war.

Some candid tinsel talk by

six stars with standout ideas

If 1 were writing a letter to Santa Claus it would go something like this:

Dear Santa:
As one large man to another—surely you know what I mean when .1 say the

only thing I want out of your pack is a new kind of screen role. Okay, I am not
exactly a small guy. Neither are you. But do I have to be a mysterious and
sinister oversized guy, year after year?

I know. You’re typed, too. But nobody hates a jolly fat man, especially when
he’s so free and easy with the presents. But my kind! Little kids whimper when
they pass me in the streets.

You’ve probably forgotten, Santa, but I used to be a comedian. Then some-
body found out I had a pretty nasty leer in stock. I should have kept it a secret.

I’m trapped now. Nothing can save me but a miracle, or a word from you, dear
Santa, to the headman at my studio.

Put in a word for me, friend, and I won’t even ask you for those extra red ration

points I really need to keep up my strength.

I know exactly what I want, for Christmas, and I’m afraid it’s quite a lot. I
hope Santa Claus hasn’t put all his money into War Bonds, for I want a fur coat,
a pin with rubies and diamonds in it and a soft quilted satin robe with high-heeled
mules to match, and . . . and lots more.

I guess I shouldn’t be so greedy.
But, you see, it isn’t for myself I want all these expensive things. Christmas Eve

is my mother’s birthday and we always have a wonderful party around the tree.
First Mama opens her birthday presents and then I open my Christmas presents.
And we have a fire in the fireplace and most of the regular lights turned off so
the tree can sparkle and I get to stay up very late—almost till ten o’clock—and it

is so exciting!

My mother is so wonderful—I love her so much and I can’t buy very much
that’s good enough for her witfr my dollar a week allowance and, gee, if Santa
Claus would only arrange things so I could give her everything she wants, it

would be a really wonderful Christmas.
Of course in case there is anything left over for me I would love to have a

cuddly teddy bear, or a monkey, or maybe even a panda. I think pandas are cuter
than any old doll. But I can save up for a panda if only Santa will help me get
that fur coat.



My G. L Dates

Here’s the way Lon does it—on budgeted time

and pay. A very popular private speaks up

and reveals who’s who on his date list

BY PVT. LON McCALLISTER
(As told to Virginia Wood)

I-hope-I-hope moment: Lon checks

up on the all-important gas situation

S
INCE I’ve been back in town,
Jeanne Crain and I have had a

lot of fun reading about our “ro-
mance.” We’ve read that we’re about
to be married, then that we’re sep-
arating. It’s all very amusing. Jeanne
is one of the most wonderful girls

I’ve ever known, but frankly, we’re
not contemplating marriage, nor are
we engaged, nor are we even “hot
and heavy,” as one writer intimated.
The truth is—I’ve been out with

Jeanne very few times, excluding
luncheon dates. The premiere of

“Wilson” was the first planned date
we’ve ever had.
Jeanne has spent several week

ends at my home, but I’m sorry to

confess it wasn’t a romantic inter-

lude. She came down to swim and
eat and listen to records. She likes

Mom’s cooking! Another time we
went to dinner and a movie. The
studio was actually responsible for

our meeting when we made “Home
In Indiana.” Naturally, when we
were on location we had our box
lunches and dinners together, but
as far as any real “dates” were
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Sundae date on Saturday night: Lon with Jeanne train, about the most wonderful girl he knows

concerned, we just didn’t have any.

I had lunch with Jeanne the first

day I worked in “Winged Victory.”

We had a good laugh at all the

stories that have appeared in the

papers. One of these days, if I can
promote a couple of passes now and
then, we’re going to try and catch
up on some of these dates we’re
supposed to have had. Because, in-
triguing as the idea is, I’m in the
Army now and not exactly a free

agent. Besides, there’s the money
angle.

After the allotment check to my
mother and my insurance are de-
ducted, I have about $21 a month
left out of my salary. I have to live

on that. And it takes a bit of doing.
Because occasionally the best laid

budget plans go berserk. Even a
G.I. is human! Like the night Nancy
Walker and I had a date, right after

I got back to town. Mother had
thoughtfully invited Nancy down for
dinner. The cost of eating out these
days is awful! And anyway, Mother
is a wonderful cook. After dinner,
Nancy and I decided we’d like to

go down to Venice—the beach that

has all the concessions—which is my
favorite haunt.
We had a wonderful time. We

went on the roller coaster, took in

the fun house and ended the evening
by two goes on the bamboo slide.

You know what that is—the fellow
and girl sit on the same gunnysack
and slide down like mad. It’s sort

of silly, but really a lot of fun. We
couldn’t resist the second slide and
we were really happy when we left

the beach. But when I got home and
began to take a reading, it wasn’t
quite so funny. I’d spent about $8
out of my $21!

Actually, since I’ve been in the
Army, I’ve had little time for dates,

other than occasional post theater
excursions with a bunch of the fel-

lows, or a “night out for dinner” at

one of the service clubs.

When I was taking my basic
training at Camp Crowder, Mis-
souri, J was quite literally dateless.
I was out of the camp only twice
during that initial six-week period,
once to sell Bonds and again to

spend a lonely week end in Joplin,

Missouri.
After basic, I went immediately

into a WAC Recruiting Program
which toured the 7th Service Com-
mand. We played colleges and uni-
versities where girls could be told

the advantages of enlisting. And al-

though I was with beautiful girls

from the opening night until the first

of June, I had few dates. Not be-
cause I didn’t want to, but for the
rather dull reason that I had no
time. We played one-night stands
throughout Missouri, Kansas, Iowa,
Nebraska, Minnesota, Colorado and
Wyoming. When we weren’t on the
stage, we were moving scenery and
traveling by G.I. bus to the next stop.

THERE was one memorable expe-
rience, though, in Northfield, Min-

nesota. We stayed at a small hotel
on the bank of a river. After the
evening performance and a late sup-
per, I decided to go fishing. It must
have been about one in the morning.
Downstream, a few hundred feet, a
carnival had ( Continued on page 83)



Good loser: With award-winner Jennifer Jones

Social success: With the Cottens and George Cukor

Surgeon’s wife: Ingrid and her Dr. Lindstrom

Bike enthusiast: A daily ride for a girl who loves the outdoors

Bits and pieces to make the picture complete

Personal history

:

Motherless at two, fatherless at

twelve, Ingrid Bergman grew up with a family of

cousins in Stockholm, Sweden—to win first an act-
ing scholarship and then world-wide fame in the
motion pictures of Sweden, Germany and (five

years ago) America.

What fills her closet: Peasant clothes of all types
—full-skixted dresses in every rainbow color; and
bright embroidered blouses; and dozens of brilliant-

hued buckskin moccasins. These last are flat-soled,

handmade and trimmed with gay appliques in soft leathers. There
are also camels-hair coats (every shade and hue) and evening
gowns (ditto).

What she wouldn’t wear on a bet: Severe dresses, high -heeled
shoes, jewelry, hats and severely tailored suits—particularly the

latter! In the picture “Spellbound” her complete wardrobe was
one tailored suit—and her complete attitude toward it was sorrow!

The outfit she’s symphonic about: An evening gown with a bouf-
fant white georgette skirt and sleeves, a wine-red bodice—and
wine-red velvet appliques tossed hither and yon on the floating

skirt.

Favorite color: Red.

What she can cook the best: Anything Swedish. Swedish des-

serts, entrees, soups and salads appear like toothsome magic under
her hands on the days when she pushes her cook out of the kitchen

and goes to work herself.

Favorite flowers: Garden flowers—never hot-house blooms—worn

COVER
GIRL



BY ELEANOR HARRIS

—of cover girl Ingrid’s prides and prejudices

gaily by every room in her house, but never worn by herself.

Pet bet-ween-meal snack: Ice cream—on sticks, in cones, or loll-

ing on a saucer.

What she can do -without

:

Dishonest people, unreliable people,
artificial people and insincere people . . . and heavy classical

music.

Music she’s enthusiastic about: Folk music of all kinds—such as
Russian, Hungarian, Scandinavian, South American—and American
cowboy songs. In short, she loves any music that’s characteristic

of a country. She proves it by owning an enormous folk music
collection of records and by singing folk songs whenever she’s

around her house.

Favorite role: Out of Bergman’s ten American pictures, her pet
role was the one she played in “Dr. Jekyll And Mr. Hyde”—in
which, to her delight, she played a wicked woman instead of a
fine one.

Closest friends in the glitter group: Mr. and Mrs. David O. Selz-
nick, Mr. and Mrs. Gary Cooper.

Pet form of entertainment: Never restaurants, movie theaters or
night clubs—but parties composed of the friends she likes best, in

her own home or theirs.

Proudest achievement: The sucessful combination of a fine career
and a perfect home life.

What she wants to be doing when fifty: Exactly what she’s doing
today—acting in Hollywood films andf (Continued on page 85)

Spellbinder: Ingrid in “Spellbound”

Cheer-giver: Giving gifts to disabled service men



Charles, fond of a fast rhumba and naps

The Monocled Cupid

C
HARLES COBURN
is the distinguished

gent under the mono-
cle, the chins, the corpulence and
the balding mane who canters about
the Hollywood sound stages filching

pictures away from pin-up queens
and leading men with wavy hair.

Without a dimple in his chin he
makes as much as Cary Grant

—

something like $7500 every Thursday.
Without a trick nose or an elbow-
bender’s following, he gets more
laughs per square foot than W. C.

Fields and Jimmie Durante combined
and without a tonsil tremolo he has
almost as many bobby-soxed dar-
lings rooting for him as Sinatra.

How does he do it? It’s no secret

—especially to Coburn. He’s an act-

ing gem, he admits, and he says
there should be more like him.
Thus, he spends his off-time worry-
ing about the state of the cinema
when the old boys like him die off,

one by one. “Where will they get

actors to replace us?” he grieves.

“How will sweater girls be able to

carry their own pictures?”
Cobum’s sixty-six, a widower, a

cigar-smoker—and the No. 1 dream
man of the after-forties. His dream-

man status was deci-

sively established
when the picture, “The

More The Merrier” was exposed and
subsequently won him the Academy
Award for 1944. The star, Jean
Arthur (who’s plenty cute), and co-
star, Joel McCrea (who’s plenty
handsome), sat back and under-
stood when the phrase-makers key-
noted the film with “This is the
only picture with a ‘dingle’ in it.”

—

Dingle, of course, being Charles
Coburn.
He does it again in “The Impatient

Years,” climaxing a career in pic-
tures that began with “Of Human
Hearts,” continuing with “Vivacious
Lady,” “The Devil And Miss Jones,”
“The Constant Nymph,” “Heaven
Can Wait,” “Princess O’Rourke” and
“Wilson.” About twenty other hits

carry the in-between sag. He’s played
comedy, in the main, but he can do
heavier things, too, “like ‘King’s

Row’,” he offers, “in which I cut up a
lot of nice people in the name of the
medical profession. That’s ‘heavy,’

isn’t it?”

His versatility, which lets him
range from the humorous to the
homicidal, is again chalked up to

that acting virus lodged in his intes-

tines. “A great actor can play any-
thing,” he bellows, smugly. Then,
bowing to the Dingle tingle,- he
stage-whispers: “And great parts
make great actors.”

Coburn’s agent is a youngish chap
named Irving Salkow, who was once
a child extra in Cobum’s “Merchant
Of Venice” on Broadway. Irving,

hungry for blood even then, decided
to make his walk-on a stand-out
and when the extras were cued to

throw old shoes and bottles at Co-
bum (playing Shylock), Salkow
heaved his prop boot squarely at

Cobum’s reciting noggin. Shylock
reeled—but recovered in time to fire

Salkow before the evening show. So
Irving grew up to be Charley’s ever-
loving ten-percenter, collects close

to a thousand dollars a week for the
privilege—and the two of them go
to prize fights, horse races and night
clubs together. Strange chums—an
actor and his agent!
When Salkow first started to ped-

dle the Coburn talents to the picture
makers, most of them put their

fingers to their noses, swore “Shake-
spearean actors equal ham,” and let

the guy get (Continued on gage 66)

BY BARBARA BERCH

Mr. Dingle—-that clever old

codger with a sharp eye to-

ward romance—is at it again!
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Father Fitzgibbon it is: Sure

and it’s a nerve he has, stealin’

scenes and tossin’ the blarney

Barry, avid golfer and reader, at home

The Shanghaied Irishman

F
ATHER FITZGIBBON of St. Dom-
inic’s Church is one of the most

larcenous old codgers in the country
—he had the audacity to steal a

picture right from under Bing Cros-
by’s nose!

The Father Fitzgibbon we’re talk-

ing about is Barry Fitzgei'ald, the
Abbey Theatre veteran whose per-
formance of the wonderful old priest

in “Going My Way” is one of the
shining delights of the screen year,

an almost certain Academy Award
winner, and whose characterization
brightens the shadows of “None But
The Lonely Heart.”
Barry remains completely un-

moved by the shouts and the tumult.
“Argh!” he says—and you have to

use a brogue to pronounce that
“Argh!”—“I’m no actor. I should
never have given up me pension.”
And strange as it seems, he means

it. Here’s a man who was a favorite
in Dublin, London and New York
long before Hollywood discovered
him; who has now hit the jackpot
with one of the richest roles of the
year—and he regrets having given
up an Irish civil service job which
would have enabled him to retire,

when he reached the age of sixty,

on a pension of

about $3250 a year.

The Irish of it,

of course, is that money has nothing
to do with his state of mind. No,
what troubles Barry is his conviction
—hold on to your seats, now!—that

he isn’t much of an actor. Compli-
ment him on a performance and he
will look at you with the wary eye
of an OPA inspector being offered a

cigar by an applicant for a B-book.
How—he asks—can a man be a good
actor when he’s never taken a lesson
in his life?

It’s no use reminding him that half

the stars in Hollywood would give
their false fronts and toupees to be
able to say they were graduates of

the Abbey Theatre, that fabled insti-

tution where the play’s always the
thing and where a player may have
the lead one week and be a butler
the next. Barry’s not to be cajoled.

So far as he is concerned, he was
shanghaied onto the stage, became a
comedian by accident and has been
living another man’s life ever since!

It all goes back to a raw day in

Dublin, thirty years ago, when a
young clerk in the Board of Trade

—

William Joseph Shields by name

—

stepped into a bar and
ordered a “dhrop of

the craiture.” As he
waited for his drink, he glanced
around and recognized the man
standing next to him as Fred Har-
ford, an actor he had seen the night
before at the Abbey. Now, in Dub-
lin an actor is not regarded with the
awe in which he commonly is held
on this side of the Atlantic. His
autograph is solicited only when he
is signing a bar check and he never
is asked for his favorite recipes, or
whether he sleeps in pajamas, or
what constitutes an ideal wife.

Consequently, Mr. Harford was
gratified when the newcomer ad-
dressed him by name. He was de-
lighted when Mr. Shields mentioned
seeing his performance. He was
overcome when the clerk paid him
the extraordinary compliment of

saying, “Ye weren’t too bad, ye
know.” Nothing would do, after that,

but for Mr. Shields to be his guest
backstage for the performance that
night. And Mr. Shields agreed. What
the clerk hadn’t counted on—nor, in

all probability, had Harford—was
that the play called for a crowd
scene: The ( Continued on page 66)

BY FRANK S. NUGEN1



The truth about

HOLLYWOOD HOUSEKEEPERS

Ever have a yen to have dinner with Hedy?
Ask John Loder about the Lamarr menus

T
HE truth about Hollywood house-
keepers is that the two best in

town are not ladies, but gents. A
girl whom you probably never think
of in this regard is the most imagina-
tive. Equally the delicious doll you’d
fancy would shed glamour over
even a fried egg is a very low con-
tender in the table-setting stakes.
The broad truth is that when Holly-
wood housekeepers are good, they
are very, very good. When they are
bad, they are at least personally
beautiful, but by and large they are
simply indifferent.

By housekeepers Fearless does
not mean party -givers. These latter
are something else again, whipped
up in equal parts out of money,
caterers and the persistent urge for
a big splurge.
No, by housekeeping is meant the

daily living routine, that business of
planning dinner every night and not
too much chicken Sundays while
you catch up on red points. It’s that
stuff about seeing that the kids get
to school on time; of making sure
that after the laundry goes out, it

also comes back; that the window
sills are kept dusted, the cook kept
happy and that life is made delight-
ful for both family and friends.

Irene Dunne is a dream house-
keeper. Due to the servant short-
age, she no longer can have break-
fast in bed, the only housekeeping

You’re due for a surprise on

which stars make the best

—

and the worst— dust -and

-

dinner scores in their homes

luxury in which she used to indulge
herself. Now she eats at table, morn-
ing, noon and night, but at breakfast
her pad and pencil is ready beside
her. She consults the cook on menus.
They discuss the night there will be
guests, the evenings there will be
only “family.” Irene writes down
menus, shopping lists and orders.
She has days for everything; a day
for upstairs cleaning, one for down-
stairs, a morning for cleaning linen
closets, another for the windows.
No food goes to waste in her spot-
less kitchen. The night after the
Griffins eat roast, they have hash.
Being devout Catholics, on Fridays
there is always fish.

Everything for “Missy,” their
beautiful child, is planned down to
the final dot. Her vitamins, her
naps, her playtimes are all perfectly
balanced. Irene oversees all this, no
matter how crowded her studio
shooting schedule may be.
Decorated in a “French” mood

throughout, the Griffin house is for-
mal, and thus not very imaginative,
but note that it is the Griffin house,
not the Dunne residence. To guaran-
tee that Dr. Griffin does not feel en-
gulfed by an all-professional crowd,
Irene sees her acting friends at the
studio, Dr. Griffin’s friends at home.
It works out wonderfully.

Jeanette MacDonald and Gene
Raymond were certainly never
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Fred MacMurray might have a few points

to make on how Lillian keeps their house



equals in the box-office sense, but at

home, before Gene was in service,

there was always a feeling of com-
plete camaraderie and equabty.

That “MacRaymond” tag was more
than a play on words. It was, and

is, a fact. Jeanette goes into the

indifferent class of housekeepers and
doesn’t give a hoot. Their house is

big and casual. So, too, are the

meals and service. Their food is

very undistinguished, despite the

production that Gene makes of “cof-

fee diable” after dinner. Jeanette

wouldn’t be the least surprised if

you discovered dust on things. She
would take it as a joke. But it is

no joke fo her that home is something

to be lived in
;

at all times, in any
manner so long as it is comfortable.

The Alan Ladds have this kind of

casual housekeeping, too, allowing

for everything being fixed around
one personality. Susie lives for Alan.

Alana lives for Alan. The serv-

ants live for Alan. Make no
mistake on all that. Dinner may
come on the table too early or too

late, but nobody cares so long as

certain menu rigidities are observed.

Alan likes to eat red meat, so they

eat red meat. Alan doesn’t eat lamb,

so no lamb. Alan loves big, gooey
desserts, so in come big, gooey des-

serts and give no talk, if you are a

guest, that you are dieting and not

eating des- (Continued on page 67)

What’s all the whispering about—a military

secret, or what Jeanette MacDonald will serve ?

)

You might find Irene Dunne making hurried notes if you called in the morning

There’s onlv

f
one other set-up in town like that of Janet Gaynor and Adrian

f
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YOUR PROBLEMS
ANSWERED BY

CLAUDETTE COLBERT

D
ear miss colbert:
We write to you in hope that

you may solve this time-old triangle

problem for us. We are two young
men, twenty-four and twenty-seven,
in the service of the U. S. Marines
stationed in the South Pacific. We
were unknown to one another until

we arrived here and found we were
receiving mail from the same girl in

San Diego.
When we found this out we talked

over the situation and found that we
were both very much in love with
this girl, and from her letters which
we shared, she professed to be very
much in love with us.

She does not know that we are
acquainted with one another. Our
liberties in San Diego were so stag-
gered that she was able to date both
of us. We both love her very much
and would still go back to her if

she would choose between us.

Can you tell us what to do? Should
we write to her or should we try to
forget she ever existed? Out here
where we frantically hold on to

memories of the past this problem
is very serious.

Orien B.

Angus McL.

Dear Mr. B and Mr. McL:
This is only my opinion, of course,

and Pm a little reluctant to “Tell It To
The Marines,” hut 1 would strongly sus-
pect that if this girl has written so dili-

GBUDSM mm
I have been receiving many

letters from Photoplay readers
treating of problems that I am
most anxious to answer. But I

have not been able to incorpor-
ate them in this column, since
they do not carry the writers'
full names and addresses. I

should like to remind readers
that in order for a letter to be

eligible for an answer here it

must carry a name and address

—

but that all names of writers
are changed if the letter is

published. I hope that you are
finding this column helpful and
that you will continue talking
things out with me. Just ad-
dress me in care of Photoplay,
8949 Sunset Boulevard,
Los Angeles 46, California.

gently to both of you boys, declaring

her love, it is entirely possible that

she has also been wafting her heart

by mail to the Army, the Navy and
even the Coast Guard. She is probably
trying to do her patriotic duty by writ-

ing to every man in service whom she
meets.

Aren't you lucky, since you both
say you love her, that both of you
didn't marry her before you went over-

seas? If I remember my daily paper
correctly, such things have happened.

/ think it would be a waste of time
to tell her to choose between you

;

why don’t you just enjoy her letters

and let it go at that?

AlsOj why don’t you look around
amid some of your other letters and
write to a home-town girl?

Claudette Colbert.

Dear Miss Colbert:

I am a girl sixteen years of age.

I live with my grandmother and my
sister.

When I was two years old and
my sister was two months old, our
mother died and our father practi-

cally deserted us. He told our grand-
mother that if she would take care

of us he would pay her $30.00 a

month. ( Continued on page 63)
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Texture! Cling! Fragrance! You expect all these things in fine face

powder. And rightly so. The new Revlon Face Powder,

of course, gives you all three . . . and more!

For really, it’s color that changes your complexion from wan ivory

to shell pink . . . from a despondent tan to a glowing tan . . .

from sallowness to radiance. Yes, it’s color that makes the difference.

And who knows more about color than Revlon? It’s been said,

"When Revlon brings out a new shade in nail enamel and

lipstick the whole nation’s fingertips and lips change color,”

Now it’s "Pink Lightning,” Revlon’s new face powder
color, that’s changing the complexion of the nation.

So why don’t you try this singing new face powder color today . .

.

one of 9 custom-made Revlon blends and

see the instant improvement in your looks!
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COMMAND

PERFORMANCE
Paging the stars for the Service ! The boys

and girls in uniform requested these spe-

cially posed pictures. Photographer Hymie

Fink took them. Here are the results! S. C. 1/C Clifford B. McAlister, stationed at a Naval hos-

pital in New River, North Carolina, says, “I have been in

the Navy two and a half years and Joan Blondell has always

been my favorite ‘pin-up’ girl. I’m sending my picture

and I hope you can reproduce it with Joan in the speed-

boat with me. There is nothing I’d like better for a

‘pin-up’ picture.” Here she is, Clifford, all set to take

a fast spin around your favorite lake in that speedboat

Cpl. L. C. Hamner
Army Mail Clerk.

Cpl. Leonard C. Hamner, who is located in a

rather isolated part of England, writes: “Will

you please send me a picture of Bonita Granville

just being her pleasant, smiling, young, vivacious

self—or Bonita laughing at a snapshot of me.
My home town is Rochester, New York, where

all the good film comes from. It’s also famous
for its lilacs.” Request granted. Corporal!

Sgt. Crich-
ton, RCAF

From a Canadian pilot, Sgt. A. R. Crichton, comes
a request for “Turhan Bey with a cherry coke in
his hand, because my girl and I were both drinking
cherry cokes when we met. It’s Turhan Bey’s fa-

vorite drink, too.” Sgt. Crichton’s girl is Mary
Lou Coons and they both come from Hamilton, On-
tario. Turhan was happy to oblige, Sergeant (he
really does like them), for you and your girl
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Girl of tbe Moment
(Continued from page 32) change of plans,

practically the motivating force that sent

her into the theater in search of a job, so

that she could save enough money to study
medicine.
When she was well enough to be back

in high school, up in Lucerne, Westches-
ter County, New York, where she was
born and raised, somebody took her to see

Fred Astaire in “The Gay Divorcee.”
That did it. Somebody could dance like

that. Somebody could move and leap and
make music and movement one, somebody
exhibited all the grace that she had thought
existed only in her lonely, hungry little

imagination. It wasn’t just a dream. It

was real—Fred Astaire’s dancing feet

made it come true.

Of course she couldn’t afford to go to see
him every night the way she wanted to.

Much too expensive. Even when she
saved her pennies and sat in the gallery

she couldn’t go as often as she wanted
to. But again in the quiet lonely years,

her mind had learned to grasp impres-
sions, to hold onto them and to live them
not just the one time they happened but
over and over.
“When my school friends came to see

me,” June said, “it was such a wonderful
occasion and I enjoyed it so much. Then
when they had to go away and I was
alone—why, I’d live it all over again and
again. I guess children always do that
but I did it more than most.”
So she was able to make a sort of mem-

ory film of Astaire’s dancing, and she got
the phonograph records and from that
memory film started in to learn to dance
all by herself. Her short life had taught
her that what you want you have to work
for, her short life with its tragic years
after the accident had toughened her up,
in a way. Even being on her feet, she’d
done the hard way.
And so she combined the two—her de-

sire to repay her gift to others, the gift

the miracle of medicine and surgery had
performed for her, by being a doctor—and
her dancing was a means to that end.

“I’M going to apply for a job in a New
York show, in the chorus,” she told her

chums in high school and when they
laughed at her, her stubborn little jaw
came out and she glared at them.
Down she went and applied for a job

in the chorus of a musical show which
didn’t last very long, as it happened,
though June swears it wasn’t her fault.

Standing in the wings with about a
hundred other girls, she tried to conceal
her nervousness, tried to pretend she
wasn’t a sophomore in high school. When
the director called her, she went out onto
the stage, trying to pretend she knew all

about it.

“Do you sing?” the director said.
“Oh yes,” said June Allyson.
“Well, tell your piano player to go

ahead then,” he said.

That was the first time June had ever
heard of a piano player. She didn’t know
that girls applying for jobs in the chorus
always brought some music of their own,
some songs they’d learned and somebody
to play their accompaniments.

“I like singing without music,” said lit-

tle Miss Allyson, “you can hear me better.”
Halfway through the director stopped

her. He said, “Do you dance?”
“Yes,"' said Junie.
“Do that without music, too?” the di-

rector said.

“Of course,” said June.
“Well, get on with it,” the director said.
Nor had she known that girls work out

special routines, not just the ordinary
steps, but full of, if possible, unusual rou-

YOU: If I could only have such alluring-soft hands!

maria montez: And why not— if you’ll use Jergens Lotion.

YOU: Really, now—do you use Jergens, Miss Montez?

maria montez: Of course! I always use Jergens.

Hollywood Stars use Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1.

JERGENS LOTION

Here's why: For sure protection against rough hands.
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to use! No stickiness. So—
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tines. So she began to dance. This time
he didn’t stop her. Most of the other girls

he had stopped after a few steps, but June
danced on and on and on until finally she
thought she was going to fall on her face.

“Got a finish for that?” the director

said, and June got her breath enough to

say, “Yes, sir.” “Well, get on with it,” he
said, and she did.

By that time he knew that she’d never
been in a show and that she didn’t have
the faintest idea what she was doing. But
he must have seen something in her be-
cause she was one of eight girls picked
for the show.

“It’s a good thing it didn’t run very
long,” June says with a chuckle, “because
I had to go back to high school.”

M EXT time she went after a job it was
* ^ “Very Warm For May.” And there
her comedy talents were unexpectedly
discovered. She isn’t very tall now—
about as big as a pint of milk—but then
she was two inches shorter, and she was
“on the end” of the chorus line. The cos-
tume in the first number had a big hat
on top of it and June was so little and
the hat was so big that she got mixed
up with it—and the audience laughed.
So they kept that bit in the show and
gave her the other comedy bits and—from
there she went on to “Panama Hattie.”

“You’d never think measles would give

you your break in life, would you?” June
says wistfully. “Not mine. Betty Hutton’s.

If Betty Hutton hadn’t had measles—of

course they’re not very serious—I didn’t

want her really to be sick, not bad, but
when you’re an understudy—well, you
know how it is.”

That was in “Panama Hattie.”

Being in the chorus, June Allyson had
decided, wouldn’t ever get you where you
wanted to go. Wouldn’t ever earn money
enough to put away in the bank. You had
to get a chance to show what you could
do. From the night the show opened, even
during rehearsals, June had watched
Betty Hutton.

“I thought it was so wonderful to make
people laugh like that,” she said to me.
"I thought it was the greatest thing I’d

ever seen. I used to watch her every
night all the time from the wings, and I’d

see people out there looking tired and
depressed, you know how faces look

sometimes, and then Betty would come
on and they’d perk up and pretty soon
they’d be laughing and happy and forget-
ting their troubles. So one day I got up
my courage and went to Mr. De Sylva—he
wrote and produced the show and some-
how you weren’t ever afraid of him—and
asked him if I could understudy Betty
Hutton.
He didn’t think much of the idea.

They had another understudy, but he said
if I wanted to learn the numbers to go
away and do it and when I thought I could
do them to come to him and he’d give me
an audition.

“So,” said June Allyson with a grin, “I

went over in the corner for five minutes
and then came back and he said some-
thing like what-the-hell, do you think you
know them already and I said yes Mr.
De Sylva, and so he laughed and said go
ahead and then he let me understudy
Betty Hutton.”

THINGS broke for June Allyson then.
Because Betty Hutton got the measles

“nothing very bad,” as June put it, and
June went on in her place and out in

front that very night were Arthur Freed,
one of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer’s top pro-
ducers, and the Broadway playwright and
producer George Abbott.
Both of them saw June Allyson. They

saw she had something, they saw she was
little and cute and she could dance and
sing, but they also saw right then that she
was a lot of rare combinations—she was
pretty and funny, which doesn’t usually
go together. And she was funny and
somehow kind of heartbreaking all at

once.
When the curtain went down, both of

them were at the stage door asking for

June Allyson—and they all got together
and agreed June should do Mr. Abbott’s
“Best Foot Forward” on Broadway first,

and then go to Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer for

pictures.

They agreed.
But it was, though they didn’t know it,

quite a while before June Allyson agreed.
Because though they didn’t know it—

nobody knew it except June—she wasn’t
dancing and singing and being funny in

order to have a stage career or become
a movie star. She wasn’t learning all the
time and working long extra hours prac-

ticing Betty Hutton’s numbers a thousai
times or more, wasn’t planning and usii

her wits to get the breaks so that son
day her name would be up in electi
lights.

Not for one moment had she waver<
in her determination, not once had si

lost sight of her goal. If she got
break, she got more money. If she w;
featured, if she had a little song of hi

own, a dance number of her own, it meai
more pennies in her pay envelope an
that meant more dollars eventually in hi

bank account and that meant that pretl

soon she’d have enough to give up th

stage and go to medical school.
That ambition was still with her whe

she came to Hollywood and, as far as
know, June Allyson is one of the very fe'

girls who ever hit this motion pictur
world with no definite determination t

be a movie star. Few others ever intende
to use Hollywood as a stepping stone t

another profession.
I don’t know, beause I don’t think sh

does, when June Allyson changed he
mind. But somewhere in the two year
since she has been on a studio lot thi

change took place.

|

WOULD hesitate a long time to tell yor
* this part of the story if I weren’t sure i

was true, if all the evidence didn’t beai

me out, because it is so unlike any othei

Hollywood story of success I ve ever en-

countered.
Her success on the lot was remarkable

They gave her small parts—ordinary little

routines to do. And then producers oi

directors saw the rushes—and rewrote the

stories—and little by little June had more
to do than anybody intended. For in-

stance, she wasn’t supposed to co-stai
with Van Johnson and Gloria De Haven
in “Two Girls And A Sailor.” She wasn’t
supposed to have half as much to do in

“Music For Millions”—her first straight
dramatic part—as the final picture showed.
Her simplicity, her directness, and that

inner thing she has to offer just came out.

Perhaps because she was so relaxed, per-
haps because she wasn’t burning with am-
bition. Little by little, everybody was
talking about June Allyson. You heard
her name all over the lot. Important peo-
ple would say, “There’s a girl who really
has something.” Plans for her future were
made, stories bought for her, and—sud-
denly June Allyson woke up to the fact.

The glamour didn’t go to her head,
Hollywood didn’t fascinate her. Today she
lives in the same attractive little apart-
ment out in Westwood that she took when
she first came here. If you see her shop-
ping in Beverly Hills she will be driving
a little convertible and wearing a peasant
skirt and a frilly white blouse and a blue
kerchief tied over her blonde hair. The
same housekeeper takes care of her and
her little home and the time she buys
clothes is when she’s done a radio show
and has an extra check.

“I—I guess I haven’t quite gotten over
saving to go through medical school,”

June says. “I made it a habit so many,
many years—I didn’t let myself do things
because I wanted to get on with the main
business of going to school—and so I just

go on living the same way.”
Nobody knows what it cost June to give

up the ambition that had been the guiding
star of her life, the very mainspring of her
existence, almost her religion.

But somewhere it came to her that she
couldn’t have been so successful in her
work as an actress and an entertainer
just for money. That sort of flabbergasted
her, even though at first she tried to

explain it by the fact that the money had
been to achieve her dream. That didn’t

answer it either.Camera catch: Dick Powell and June Allyson take in the “Winged Victory” premiere



Then one night she was thinking about

it, and she remembered the way peo-

ple’s faces lighted up when they watched
Betty Hutton. For a week she went
around to movie theaters all by herself.

She didn’t look at the pictures, she watched
how the audiences were lifted out of them-
selves and saw how they were influenced.

June doesn’t put it into words, except in

a vague way here and there. But the

truth is that she came to think that

people’s minds and hearts and maybe even
their souls needed doctors as much as their

bodies. She faced the fact that apparently

she had a gift for the profession of acting

and entertaining and—“Maybe I wouldn’t

have been a good doctor at all,” she says

wistfully. “Anyway, I don’t think I would
have been so lucky in this business if I’d

been meant to be something else.”

Maybe if she hadn’t had that ideal of

service, maybe if she hadn’t had that

working philosophy of gratitude for life,

that joy at being able to dance, that won-
derful inside happiness that makes her

love to sing—she wouldn’t have been so

“lucky” in the motion-picture business.

And I’m quite sure if she hadn’t had that

tragic struggle as a kid she wouldn’t have
had the look in her eyes that made me
pick her as a great star of the future.

She was ten and in the hospital then, and
there was a little boy who was ten and
whose name was Tommy. On sunny days
they used to to be wheeled up on the roof

and so they began to talk to each other

and at last they fell in love.

Tommy had a big piggy bank and when-
ever his relatives came, they’d drop in

pennies, dimes or even “folding money.”
Being in love, Tommy wanted to do

something for the little blonde girl whom
they had told him would never walk again.

So he let her hold the piggy and take it

down to her room at night.

But—Tommy got well first and went
home and—June hid the piggy bank.

“It’s haunted me ever since,” June Ally-
son said. “There was $16.75 in it. Wasn’t
it an awful thing to do? I loved Tommy
and I wanted to keep the piggy bank be-
cause he gave it to me. But then after-

wards—there I was with all his money and
I didn’t know his last name and I don’t

now—but I wish I could find him because
I’ve still got the piggy bank. I wouldn’t
give him that—it’s my treasure—but I

would like to pay back the $16.75.”

So if Tommy reads this story maybe he
will recognize the little girl in the wheel
chair as the star of motion pictures—and
if so he can come and collect his $16.75,

but not his piggy bank.
Nowadays she goes out occasionally with

Van Johnson and they have fun together
at parties for, as her partner in “Two Girls

And A Sailor,” he is part of her success
story. She was once thought to have a
budding interest in John Hodiak because,
as she said, “he is so unactorish.”

It may be this very “unactorish” quality
which first attracted her to Dick Powell.
They, too, were in a picture together,
“Meet The People.” But it wasn’t the pic-
ture that did the trick; it was their mutual
enthusiasm for boats and swimming and a
love of simple things. I do not believe
theirs is a burning romance, if indeed it

is a romance at all. But it is a wonderfully
heartening friendship to both; the man
who has suffered a deep shock in his own
life, the girl who has known great dis-
couragement in hers.

Surely the discouragement is over for
her now as she dances on the doorstep
of good fortune. For she has earned that
fortune richly.
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(Continued from page 37) disappointed and
surprised. I must be honest. Otherwise
there is no point in my writing this at all.

Earlier it had been agreed, you see, that

I could not give up my career until Tommy
was out of service and established in busi-

ness, since it was reasonable to suppose
this transition would take time and involve

a period of little or no income.
Tommy and I had two days together

after our wedding. Then I left, with Kay
Francis, Mitzi Mayfair and Martha Raye,

for Africa. I was on a USO tour, you
know. Three weeks later I returned to

England and Tommy and I had another

week and a half. Both interludes were as

exciting and sweet as honeymoons always
are when you’re young and madly in love.

More than ever Tommy and I were con-

vinced we had been made for each other.

When I came back to California I wrote
Tommy every day, often two and three

times a day. I learned how to market and
how to cook. I shopped for underwear,
shirts and robes for him. I went out with

no one but his friends. And all the time I

dreamed of the future Tommy and I would
build together.

Then Tommy, having completed his

overseas duty, cabled me he would be

in New York in July. I threw over jobs

right and left. Nothing must interfere

with my marriage. It didn’t matter that

his home-coming was postponed and I

waited from July to September for him.

I was a wife before I was anything else

—

and that was exactly how I wanted it.

During our few weeks in New York
Tommy and I had, for the most part, a

glorious time. However, when he was sent

to a restricted island off Texas and I en-

trained for California I found myself de-
pressed and insecure remembering two or

three quarrels. Among other things

Tommy hadn’t liked my friends and I

hadn’t liked his criticism. Such quarrels,

before we were married, would have been
nothing. We would have short-circuited

the first anger they generated with pro-

testations of greater devotion. But when
you are married it is different. It seems
sometimes as if a marriage license is also

a license to hurt a husband’s or wife’s

feelings. Curious, isn’t it? Because before

you marry you have far less to protect. But
that is the way it is—let’s face it.

In November Tommy was detailed at

Mitchel Field. I planned a visit so perfect

that the misunderstandings we had had
would be forever forgotten.

A first Christmas together is something
all the people in love cherish. I made up
my mind to have a tree and holly in our
hotel windows. I had dozens of little pack-
ages for Tommy, among them a beautiful

money clip with his favorite picture of me
enameled on it.

Just before I left for the train I had
a wire from Tommy telling me not to come,
as he wouldn’t be in New York for the

holidays. He may have thought he would
have so little free time that I would be
lonely. I never quite found out. How-
ever, thinking possibly his plans might
change, I thought I might as well go on. I

had my studio make reservations at the
hotel I usually stop at in New York.

I had a miserable time and I’m afraid

Tommy did too. We spent Christmas and
New Year’s Eve and New Year’s Day,
which also is my birthday, apart. We had
quarreled. I stayed with a girl friend in

her apartment and checked my hotel regu-
t larly to see if Tommy had called. But

Tommy, also lonely, had gone with a friend
to the country.

I sent my money clip to him by a mes-
senger on Christmas Eve and forgot the
silly presents. By return messenger I

Don't Marry a Stranger

received his present, a beautiful topaz ring.

O UR quarrels began the day I arrived
when Tommy, in New York to my sur-

prise, telephoned and came for lunch with
me. He wanted me to pack and stay with
him at his hotel downtown. He protested
he couldn’t afford the hotel where I was
stopping, although that is where we had
stayed before—without argument.

“It’s part of my job, as you know, to

maintain certain appearances,” I protested.
“This is one of the things I warned you
about—remember? Besides, up here we
can come and go as we please. No one will

pay any attention to us.”

I am sure there was hurt in my voice.

Before we had married Tommy had been
able to manage a suite at the Savoy in

London, more than once. And surely he
knew that as far as I personally was con-
cerned it didn’t matter where I lived if

we could be together. I had loved the
little room we had shared in the English
countryside, laughed at his apologies for it.

“I’ve had enough of being the guy Carole
Landis married,” he told me.

I didn’t believe that in these times a
motion-picture actress could overshadow
a young man who had fought as a pilot

“Of course, I’m spend-

ing Christmas at

home!”

She'll have a grand
holiday season too! It

will be like Christ-
mases before, except

that her sweetheart
won't be there. She
feels it's wrong to

travel with thousands

of lonely service men
and women having
short holiday furloughs

and thousands more of

our wounded being shipped to hos-

pital bases.

Follow her example. Do your

traveling in dreams of a post-war

world which will be better because

you stayed home today and gave

Uncle Sam your trip!

overseas and attained a majority in the
Air Corps. I said so.

Tommy maintained his room in the mid-
town hotel and I maintained my reserva-
tions uptown. However, I did stay at his

hotel; but the personnel there, the switch-
board operators, elevator men, waiters and
the crowds in the lobby gave us no peace
and Tommy agreed it was impossible for

us to stay and have any privacy. So he
visited at my hotel for a few days. With
this wrong basis between us we quarreled
more frequently and more bitterly than
ever before. Nothing either of us could
do was right. We were learning, too late,

that we bolh had faults and personal char-
acteristics which were intolerable to the
other. The time to discover such things,

of course, is before marriage.
When I returned to California I felt as

though my world was falling away. For
a year and more I had thought of life only

in terms of Tommy and myself loving each
other. Any doubt on this score made me
feel rootless and insecure.

However, in spite of the destructive
effect we had upon each other, I held to my
halcyon picture of Tommy and myself in

love. I reminded myself how difficult it

is for a man to be married to a girl in pic-
tures. I assured myself Tommy wouldn’t
take certain aspects of my profession so
seriously later on. I relived, over and
over, the sweet moments we had known
together.

I think Tommy went through pretty
much the same process. His letters, like

mine, were self-accusing, apologetic for

angry words and filled with promises that
we would love each other always. Where-
upon, we both began to look forward to the
next time we could be together.

It came in March when Tommy spent a

week’s furlough with me in California. We
had a beautiful time and not one angry
word passed between us. So there would
be no opportunity for criticism of my
friends, Tommy and I spent this time alone.
Trying to be a perfect wife—and loving it

—I cooked dinner every night, except the
night we went dancing, alone, at Mocam-
bo. I set myself to be what I thought
Tommy wanted me to be.

Only after he left did we realize we had
been acting a part the entire time we were
together. And in the same moment, with
a sickening sense of shock, I knew it might
be all right for us to do this for the dura-
tion of a furlough but that we couldn’t
possibly do it for an entire lifetime.

HERHAPS because of this reaction we
both were too individual the next time
we met. Things didn’t go well. Our let-

ters were not the love letters of old. In-
stead they asserted what we both felt to

be our individual rights. We lived through
the old pattern of quarrels and reconcilia-
tions. In our letters and telephone con-
versations we would agree it was hopeless
to continue and then agree to try again.
When I left on a USO tour to the South

Pacific, Tommy, again at home with me in

California, sent me beautiful flowers and a

note I always will cherish, for in it he
recaptured something of the fine generosity
we knew for each other when we first met
and fell insanely—there’s no other Word
for it—in love. Our last quarrel occurred
when I came home. When it was over
there was no going back, no trying again.
Tommy left our apartment and went to

his quarters on the field. And when he
called on the phone neither of us had
the heart to pretend that we had a fight-

ing chance. There was only one thing to

to do—call it quits before we hated each
other and no longer remembered how
beautiful it once had been.

It hasn’t been easy to put this on paper.
I often have needed to take courage from
the fact that, by being honest about my
impulsive war tnarriage, I might save
other girls from making the same mistake.

Life today is not normal. Always un-
certain of tomorrow we reach out greedily '

.

for the hour in which we live. Especially
if a man is in the armed services. “Hurry!
Hurry! Claim every emotion. Take your
love where you find it. Tomorrow we may
die!” If we don’t think this consciously,
we think it subconsciously.
However, most of the time tomorrow

comes. And unless we discipline ourselves
to stand clear of war emotionalism we
doom those tomorrows to being poorer,
lonelier and more bitter days than they
otherwise might be.

Above all, in these times, take care not
to marry a stranger!

The End
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What Should I Do?

(Continued from page 56) From that day
to this he has never sent her one dime.
Recently he wrote to Grandmother say-

ing that now that we are old enough to

work we should come to live with him
and his second wife. We think that, as

our grandmother has taken care of us all

these years, it is our duty to stay here with
her, as she is getting quite old.

Can he make us leave her?
Elsie Anne T.

Dear Elsie Anne:
You are quite right in wishing to re-

main with your grandmother.
Recently we had much the same sort

of case arise here in Hollywood in con-
nection with Edith Fellows. She had been
reared by her grandmother, loved and
cared for in every way. When another
relative sought to take her, the case was
taken to court and the judge awarded
custody to Miss Fellows’ grandmother.

If this problem should become serious,

simply consult your local district attorney.
You have nothing to fear.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am nineteen and a very unhappy girl.

My mother and father were divorced when
I was very young and mother never re-
married. She has few friends and wants
me to remain with her constantly.

I am a graduate of high school. My job
in a defense plant is monotonous work.
Being dissatisfied with my job, having to

listen to constant nagging from my mother
and trying to recover from the shock of

losing my fiance—he was killed in action
in March—I think I’ll go crazy.

I sit and cry for hours at a time. My
mother says it is better to have lost Roy
than to have married him and been dis-
illusioned, but that isn’t much comfort.

Frezia W.

Dear Miss W

:

First, may I extend to you my sincerest
sympathy? There are many girls like you
all over the world today. You, like the
others, will have to stop crying as soon
as possible, put back your shoulders and
try to go courageously forward. You are
only nineteen, and your entire life lies

before you, to be made into something
fine and worthwhile.

As you are unhappy in your present
work, why not apply for a transfer? Don’t
give up your defense work. It is more
important than ever before. You are do-
ing, in your.way, as much as a man driv-
ing a jeep through a jungle. Make it

clear to your mother that you must have
companionship in your own age group.

Perhaps you can improve your home-
life by helping your mother to ignore
her own unhappiness. Telephone her
from the factory some noon and ask her
if she will meet you for dinner, then go
to a movie. This need not be an expen-
sive outing. Try to think up little sur-
prises for her on payday. Nothing ex-
pensive, but some small thing to assure
her of your love and thoughtfulness. And,
as mothers are noted for their response
to attention, she will undoubtedly adopt
a more cheerful attitude and help you
through your own reconstruction period.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
When I was born the right side of my

face was paralyzed, and as I have grown
up it is very noticeable. The kids in my
class in school sometimes call me names,

'Complete the victory
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such as a freak, and draw pictures of me,
which hurts me very much.
When I went home crying my mother

took me to a doctor but he said that it

would be too dangerous to operate, as I

might lose my eyesight. You see, I cannot
close my right eye at all and this shows
very much, especially when I laugh.
Miss Colbert, is there anything that I

can do to help my face or to make me
less different from other girls?

Alberta G.

Dear Miss G:
It seems to me that it would be a shame

for you to give up without consulting
other doctors; why don't you get the
opinion of at least three? If all are
agreed that the operation is too dan-
gerous, then you should probably abide
by their decision and build your life, no
matter how difficult it may seem, upon
acceptance of your problem and a calm
decision to forget it as much as is pos-
sible, to refrain from all self-pity and
to plan a career for yourself.
Remember that you are now going

through the most difficult period of your
life. It is shameful that your school-
mates call you names and lampoon you,
but remember that in a few years these
people will look back with burning faces
upon their cruelty.
A gifted British actor has suffered

from exactly your trouble. Far from
proving a handicap, it has aided him in
his career.

You must concentrate on developing
every asset you have: Keep your hair in
beautiful condition, keep your hands
lovely, dress smartly and train your voice.

And, because you have suffered, you
have had a far superior opportunity to
develop your heart and your character
than those classmates who have tormented
you. You will find, as months go by, that
you have gained poise and philosophy.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
My mother died when I was just a tiny

baby. My father had a housekeeper until
the war broke out, then every house-
keeper we got would leave after a few
months and go to work in a defense plant.
My sister, who is four years older than I

am, got to running around with a wild
crowd. I knew it, but I didn’t want to
worry Daddy who was working very hard.

Well, my sister got into the worst trouble
that can happen to a girl, and the man in
the case got killed in an accident, so it

was an awful mess. Daddy sent her to
live with our aunt in the south, so that left

Daddy and me alone. We live in the best
part of town in a lovely home. I make
good grades and next year I am to be sent
to a nice private school because Daddy is

proud of me.
But I have a great longing for friends

and someone to love. I love Daddy, but
he is so busy and so unhappy that we
don’t talk very much. You see, the girls’

mothers in this town won’t let their daugh-
ters go with me because of what happened
to my sister. Therefore I go with no girls,

because if I can’t go with the best, I

shan’t go with any. Could you help me?
Yelaina J.

Dear Miss J:
First of all, I think the most important

statement to consider is that line in your
letter reading, “... I go with no girls,

because if I can't go with the jest, I shan’t
p go with any.”
M Whom do you mean when you say “the
M best”? The girls who live in the largest

homes, or have the prettiest clothes? If
you do, you are being as snobbish as those
of whose attitude you complain. The
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“best” girls to knotv are those who be-
lieve in you and who will stand by you
in an emergency, who share the same
interests, and who have the same under-
standing of right and justice.

If you will be friendly I’m sure you will
find unexpected allies. If you are as
sweet as your letter sounds and if you
will allow others to know of that sweet-
ness, I’m sure your troubles will be over.

I think you should confide in your
father. Perhaps, when you knew your
sister was making a mistake, her trouble
could have been avoided if you had voiced
your fears to your father. Many boys
and girls write to me, saying that they
are afraid to burden their parents with
this or that grief. I think that attitude
is wrong; most parents are eager and
proud to be the confidantes of their
children.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
When I was sixteen I became engaged

to a boy who was nineteen. Although he
wasn’t from the best of families and my

Two-in-love—and no question about it.

Gail Patrick holds hands with her Navy
husband. Lieutenant Arnold Dean White

parents didn’t entirely approve of him,
they didn’t mind when he gave me an
engagement ring—just suggested that we
wait a few years to marry.
However, we ran away to another state

and got married soon after I was seven-
teen. My folks were terribly put out
about it, but said it was my life and
helped us find and furnish an apartment.
The next thing I knew, Paul had changed.
He began to spend his time in a beer
parlor; he squandered his pay check and
was mean to me. I thought that a baby
might improve him and he seemed happy
when he knew there was going to be one.
Five months before the baby came, he was
drafted and I moved back with my family.
My baby was born in late May of 1943

and I nearly died. They sent for Paul and,
instead of standing by me, he went to the
neighboring town and was gone for several
days. That killed my love for him.
At the same time Paul went into the

Army another friend of ours, George, was
inducted. When he came home on furlough
in the fall of 1943, I told him that Paul and
I were on the verge of a permanent break.
A few months later George was given a

medical discharge. We began to see a lot
of one another and he assured me that he

(

loved me. He said he didn’t think we should
;

do anything until the war was over, as it

would be unfair to Paul, but I don’t like
to sneak, so I wrote Paul and asked for
a divorce.

So now Paul is getting the divorce, but
last week I discovered that George was
just stringing me along. He has been dat- !

ing another girl and says he doesn’t know
whether he loves me or not. How does a
girl recover from a thing like this?

Mrs. Evanda G.

Dear Mrs. G;
Although I normally dislike having to

say that I think a person is quite worth-
less, I’m sincerely afraid that such is

the case with Paul. I think you are well
rid of him. So much for that; charge it

off as a lesson in life and you will be
able to profit by it in years to come.

As for George, I strongly suspect that
you fell in love with him on the rebound.
He has served two useful purposes: He
cured you of Paul and he taught you not
to take a man too seriously until he
places an engagement ring on your finger.
Have no fear, there will be another man in
your life before long. However, choose
more carefully—and more slowly—the
next time.

I might add that you would do well to
consult your family on the merits of any
man with whom you become friendly.
You would appear to be blessed with one
of the nicest pair of parents in the world.
You should be very grateful to them.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I have the bad and embarrassing habit

of talking too much. For instance, when
anybody says that someone else talks
too much, there is always someone in the
group to pipe up and say, “That’s Molly,
all right,” and when anyone else says that
someone should keep her big mouth shut,
someone has to give out with “That would
be a hard thing for Molly to do.”

I also have the problem of not being
popular. I try to have personality by being
gay and carefree and I try to take an in-
terest in the other fellow, but when I direct
conversation their way, they say, “Don’t
be so nosy.”
Sometimes, and I hope you don’t think

I’m “jerquey,” I cry about these things at
night, but only a dope cries without; try-
ing to do something to change things.

Malory J.

Dear Miss J:
Frankly, I don’t think you are “jer-

quey” at all—I think you are probably
too eager to please, a shade too friendly
and several shades too sensitive.

It is likely that at least a part of the
criticism directed at you is mere kidding.
You probably show that you are bothered
by it, which only stimulates your tor-
mentors to further teasing.

However, there is a chance that you
do talk too much—most human beings
do, and certainly most ivomen do. There
are two remedies for this: The “What
do you think?” rule and the “twenty
minutes” rule. They work like this:
When you are in a group of chatting
schoolmates and you feel some comment
arising from the depths of your need to
express yoursel f, don’t say a ivord. Just
look around to see where the least talka-
tive person in the group is, and say to
that person, “What do you think about
that?” Instead of expressing your own
opinion, ask for that of someone else.

The twenty minute rule is to be used
when, upon feeling compelled to talk,

you can’t possibly ask for the opinion of



someone else. Glance at your watch. Say

what you have to say, then check the time.

Under no circumstances—unless you have

to scream for the police—utter another
i word for twenty minutes. Some very

funny things will happen, but in after

years, when you are a calm, soft-spoken,

mature woman, you will be able to amuse
your listeners with these episodes.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

First of all I want to say that in most
respects my parents are wonderful, but

in some ways they are narrow-minded and
old-fashioned. For instance, if I have a

date and am not allowed to go out because

it is a school night, at 10:30 my father

will call downstairs and say, “It is time for

that young man to go.” During the eve-
ning, someone is always calling in to say,

“Turn the radio off,” or “Can’t you find

symphony music instead of that jive?”

Another thing, my family is very preju-
diced. I am not allowed to go with a
certain boy simply because he and I do

i not attend the same church.
Elita R.

Dear Miss R:
Don’t you think that, if you had a

sincere, quiet talk with your parents, you
could come to some mutually satisfactory
agreement about the hours you are to

keep? Suppose that you agree that you
will encourage your callers to leave by
eleven o’clock without an upstairs call.

As for the objection of your parents
to a boy of your acquaintance because of
his religious beliefs, I agree with you that
it is too bad for intelligent adults to cling
to such old-fashioned and bigoted ideas.

After all, any organized religion teaches
kindness, humility and clean living—the
cardinal virtues. If, in a non-aggressive
way, you mentioned these things to your
parents I’m sure they would agree that
there is good in every religion.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I used to go with a gang of girls I had

known since grade-school days and I con-
sidered every one a close friend. Last fall

I was elected Yell Queen at our school,
which made me think I had many real
friends.

Shortly after that they began to slip

away. They were still sweet to my face,
but were saying cutting things to my back
and there have been several big parties
lately to which I wasn’t invited. Some-
one told me that these girls were jealous,
but it seems silly to be jealous of a little

thing like being a Yell Queen.
This may seem small, but friends are

worth millions to me and I would like
to know a way to win them back.

Edith M.

Dear Miss M:
The first thing to do, / think, would

be to review your conduct just after you
were elected. Perhaps, more or less un-
consciously, you gave the impression
that you were pretty satisfied with your-
self. You may have been a trifle com-
placent.

However, there is a distressing fact
about human beings that you might take
into consideration. For some reason
it is great fun to criticize the successful.
You may think that being elected Yell
Queen is a small thing as great honors go,
but you must remember that it is an im-
portant post in your school.

Just go your sunny way, Edith, being
nice to everyone and ignoring slights and
rudeness. You’ll develop true and loyal
friends; the rest won’t matter.

Claudette Colbert
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(Continued from page 52) out with his top
teeth still intact. And since Coburn was
going great on Broadway with his own
repertory company nobody cared whether
or not the fine old fellow ever saw the
inside of the Vine Strebt Derby.
Nobody, that is—but Salkow. He, poor

thing, cared enough to make a couple of

trips back to New York to work up in-

terest from Coburn, then back to Holly-
wood to do the same thing with the pro-
ducers. Finally, Metro bogged down under
the Salkow pounding and said, all right,

maybe the -old fox might be good as Judge
Hardy in a new .series they were starting.

Wonderful, marvelous—but now Coburn
didn’t want to play! “No long-term con-
tracts,” he insisted, holding up the paling
Salkow at the same time. “I’ll come out
for one picture—but just one at a time.”
The Coburn-Judge Hardy test was

eventually run off when the casting of

“Of Human Hearts” began. A few hours
later Charley had won the Dr. Shingle part
right out from under Lewis Stone’s father-
ly expression—and Stone was resentenced
to life among the Hardys. Coburn, mean-
time, has surged forward—chins, monocle
and all—to lure our attention away from
legs and bathing suits over to age and
heft. Not too easy a job, especially with
the army-camp trade.

COBURN’S not English— surprise— he’s

southern-fried, from Savannah,
Georgia. Comes from a family of musicians
and college professors and soon as he was
old enough to grow top hair he decided
he’d be an actor. He began at thirteen as a

Coburn—The Monocled Cupid

program boy at the Savannah Theater,
worked his way up to manager—at" eigh-
teen. During his reign, all the great
theatrical stars played Savannah—among
them, Modjeska, Ellen Terry, Joe Jefferson
and Henry Irving.
A personal—but very pleasant—brush

with the great Irving himself made Charles
determine to launch his acting career. So
he announced to his family that he was
going to New York. He had some lean days.
He did a little bit of everything—riding
bicycles in marathons and wrapping parcels
in Altman’s basement. Finally though he
got a chance to sing baritone with a Wis-
consin light opera company. It was small
but it was a beginning. He talked (and
sang) his way into the New York big time,
into road shows, Shakespearean revivals.

In Nashville, he and a girl named Ivah
Wills played Orlando and Rosalind to

each other and decided the rumblings they
felt in the big wreath-planting scene must
be love. Before the company pulled out
of Nashville, Ivah and Charley became Mr.
and Mrs., kept it that way for thirty-three
years, managed, produced and acted in

their own companies, and came out with
hits like “The Bronx Express,” “The Better
’Ole,” “Doll’s House” and most of Mr.
Shakespeare’s sadder sallies.

Summers the Coburns took over the
Mohawk Drama Festival at Union College,
taught kids how to be woodland nymphs
and Romeos and proceeded to wallow in

the stuff—until Mrs. Coburn died. This
was in 1937. Now, Salkow decided, would
be the time for Coburn to come to Holly-
wood and stay a while. Work, lots of it,

was the antidote for his severe loss. An<
this time when Coburn came to Holly-

wood he decided to stay long enough t(

make the beautiful boys sorry they weren’
sixty-six (the draft notwithstanding).

CHARLEY’S home is still Gramercy Park
New York, but in Hollywood it’s a five-

room arrangement in an apartment house
next door to Ciro’s. To lick that “on tour’

feeling he’s got his Confederate fla§

around, his pictures of Ivah and Henrj
Irving and a shot of himself on a bicycle
showing his eighteen-year-old legs. “]

don’t exercise now,” he says, shrugging
over the bike pose. “I did all that before
I was forty so I wouldn’t have to bothei
now.”
But he hasn’t given up night clubs 01

pretty girls. He still swings a wicked
rhumba with Anne Shirley or Jean Arthur
and hugs Olivia de Havilland in the middle
of the Mocambo dance floor.

When there’s a letup in the gal excite-
ment, Coburn sleeps. On the set, at the
Friday-night prize fights, at dinner parties

—anywhere. His delight is sleeping during
lulls in the conversation, or between short
breaks in production.
But he’s not asleep when there’s a cupid

job to do—and that’s exactly what he’s

doing with his role as Jonathan Crandall.
Sr. in “Together Again”—playing cupid
for Irene Dunne and Charles Boyer. And
doing a great job of it too!

That’s one thing you can bet on—Charles
Coburn will always do a great job of

everything—even sleeping!
The End

Fitzgerald—The Shanghaied Irishman

(Continued from page 53) bigger the bet-
ter. So, with the rise of the curtain on
Act Two, the bewildered little clerk was
clapped into an old coat and hat and sent,

with a dozen others, out onto the stage.

“I hadn’t the energy to refuse,” says
Barry, “but I was shanghaied nonetheless.
Ah well, Harford, poor soul, paid for it

later. He ran afoul the law for something
or other and he went to jail.”

Barry didn’t mind the experience. It

was a novelty and he came back for more.
They gave him a line, then more lines; and
for the next fifteen years he was clerk

Shields by day and actor Fitzgerald by
night.

“I had a soft spot,” he says, “with a
nice steady income. Evenings and Satur-
days I went around to the theater when
there was a spot for me. It was pleasant,

ye know/', Almost like a club. But it

wasn’t anything a man could take seriously.

Besides, I was looking forward to me
pension.”

I

N 1929, he took the plunge and resigned
his clerkship to lead the Abbey Players

on three long tours of the United States
and become one of the most beloved actors
of our day and age and . . .

“Argh!” he says. “I should never have
given up me pension. What good is

money, anyhow, but to buy leisure? To
work yourself to death getting money is

to defeat its whole purpose.
“Beyond that, there’s nothing harder than

a job which occupies half your mind all

the time. I’ve often thought that the
happiest men are those with the dullest
jobs. Actors, painters, writers and the
like ought to make their living swinging
a pick or shovel. That way their money
problems would be solved without the
exercise of a brain cell and their minds
would be free for creative work. At my
age, having to act for a living is a tiring

—a very tiring—business.”
At his age, which is a wiry fifty-six,

Barry rides a motorcycle, is a better-than-
average swimmer, frequently plays thirty

-

six holes of golf in an afternoon, gets along
on five hours sleep a night and will put
on the gloves with any man his weight.
The Fitzgerald surface is small but cor-

rugated—like a topographical map of Ire-

land. He’s a wee man, only five feet-three,

with a shock of faded red hair, blue eyes
and a leprechaun’s trick of looking what-
ever age suits his convenience.
A bachelor, he lives in a modest but

comfortable rented house in the Holly-
wood hills. No swimming pool, no servants
except a cleaning woman who comes in

twice a week, and no one to fend for him
but Gus Tallion, his stand-in. Gus is three-
quarters Iroquois, a fact which at first dis-

concerted Barry, as he had read that the
Iroquois were a blood-thirsty tribe “given
to all forms and kinds of torture.” Gus
proved harmless, however, and now is in-

stalled in one of the spare rooms. In ex-
change, he does the shopping and fixes

breakfast.
“I suppose if I wanted to put on the dog

for company I could ask him to wear a
white jacket and he’d probably be good
enough to do it,” Barry says. “But I’ll not
be the one to torture an Iroquois. We’re
friends as it stands.”

The notion of Barry putting on the dog
for anyone is unthinkable. He never is

seen in the fashionable night spots. Al-
though he has been playing golf for thirty-

five years, he has never joined a club. Half
the people he knows and likes in Holly-
wood are the guys-named-Joe he has met
playing the public courses.

Barry’s interest in the game, by the way,
amounts almost to a fixation. When asked
his opinion of Bing Crosby, meaning—of

course—as an actor, he said, “He’s amaz-
ing. It’s a pleasure to watch him. His

coordination is wonderful. What a swing!
What a stance! Argh! And me with me
nineties after all these years!”

FITZGERALD will study a role for weeks
’ —not attempting to learn lines, but char-
acter. It is only after he has mastered the
spirit, the soul of the character he is to
play that he starts on the dialogue.
Barry’s Father Fitzgibbon was a com-

posite of two priests he knew in Dublin

—

good, simple men, not too bright, a bit set
in their ways and fearful of innovations,
but as staunch as the crags of Killarney.
Barry, although that rarity, a Dublin
Protestant, went around with so many
Catholics he tended to confuse their re-
ligion with his own and he still feels
twinges of guilt if he eats meat on Fridays.
Yet he’s pleased as punch and chuckles in-
wardly when priests stop him on the street,

as many have, and say, “It takes one of

our own to show us as we really are.” He
never sets them straight.

“It wouldn’t do,” he says, “to let them
know I was born an Orangeman!” Right
now, Father Fitzgibbon is map-shopping
for a place that will remind him of Ireland.
“How about the coast of Maine?” he

asked us. “I’ve heard it’s fine and foggy
there and apt to be raw and cold so a man
can enjoy pulling up to his fireplace and
smoking his pipe.”

We told him Maine, at the proper season,
was very much like that. Barry rubbed
his hands together.

“I’ll have to look into it,” he said. “But,
argh! I should never have given up me
pension.”
We glanced along his mantelpiece. There

were books in an unbroken row: The
plays of O’Neill and O’Casey, of Shaw and
Synge, Ibsen and Shakespeare. They and
Barry Fitzgerald looked well together. We
think he knows that, too.

The End
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(Continued from page 55) serts. You will.

Alan will see to that.

Recently the Ladds redid their house.
Alan wanted to move but they couldn’t

find a place for sale and there is no rent-

ing in Los Angeles with the present hous-
ing shortage. So Alan, who was restless

about Sue’s living against the background
of former marriages, had to content him-
self with having all the colors, the hang-
ings and the furniture changed.
They hired themselves an elegant deco-

rator, so the results were elegant too:

Effects like green velvet couches and ster-

ling silver living-room lamps decorated
with green trailing vines. Alan came home
the night the living room was unveiled,

took one happy look, then stretched him-
self down on one of those green velvet

couches and put his studio-dusty feet

smack down in the center of same. You
know what Sue did? Her feet went
down, right in the middle of the other
couch. The Ladds beamed comfortably at

one another.

Alan demands relaxed friends. He
doesn’t like to go to other people’s houses,
but he loves to have them come to him.
So they do, and if you are lucky enough
to have a Ladd friendship, you could drop
hot peanut butter all over their expensive
rugs and Alan and Sue would take it be-
cause you were a friend.

S
EE Claudette Colbert on the screen and
you see true chic—clothes, jewels, hair,

make-up. So you think, what with her
being French, she is a perfect housekeeper.
Are you wrong! She’s a terrible house-
keeper. The whole subject bores her. She
really likes only one thing to eat: Chicken.
When she can’t put chicken on a menu she
is stumped. Even when she can she says
to the cook, “Dinner at seven. We’ll have
chicken and you plan the rest.”

She invites the guests for seven, too,

and if you don’t know better, you appear
at that hour. Likely as not, Claudette is

not yet home from the studio, or if she is,

she hasn’t yet finished dressing. Before
he was in the Navy, Dr. Pressman probably
hadn’t got home from his office, either.

But about seven-thirty, Claudette, look-
ing divine, runs downstairs—so showers
you with charm you feel it was a privilege
to have waited—and asks, very wide-eyed,
“Will you have a drink?” It is an eternal
surprise to her that guests will. She, her-
self doesn’t drink and she can’t see why
anyone else does. She argues that liquor
is hard on any woman’s face or figure, and
with French logic, says, “So why take
any?” It is perfectly vain to point out
that some women find the indulgence
socially pleasant. Face and figure before
pleasure is her motto.

Still, she has a small bar in her play-
room, but usually it is out of something:
The olives for the Martinis or the soda for
the highballs, or whatever. But finally the
drinks get evolved and Claudette remem-
bers that hors d’oeuvres go with them.
So she rings for some. She hasn’t told
cook to make any, so cook hasn’t. The
kitchen goes into a spin, however, and just
as the drinks get finished, hors d’oeuvres
appear. Claudette now realizes that you
can’t eat them without a drink, so the
bartending flutter is gone into again and
by the time the second round is poured,
the hors d’oeuvres that should be hot are
chilly and the chilled ones are warm.
Dinner may appear at eight, and it may

appear at ten, and either way it will never
be knockout, and Claudette, who worries
about everything, will worry as to why
it wasn’t better. One of the things she

DROWSY zephyrs,” did you say, Sir

Poet? Wake up!— Mr. Riley — this

is January. And a brutally workaday
world. Don’t you think there should be

a footnote to your lovely lyric to lovely

hands? Something like . . .''If you want

’em, use Pacquins— quick!”

Because work and weather chap.

roughen, redden, ruin a woman’s hands

. . . often make them look older than

her actual years. And Pacquins Hand
Cream says "pooh” to work and weather
— hands keep smooth, white, youthful-

looking. Snowy-white, non-greasy. As
delightful to use as the results are to

see. Get Pacquins now!

I r®«w Hand
j
|cream A

Pacquins

Hand Cream

tors and nurses,
tQ 40

washings and
scrubbings

AT ANY DRUG, DEPARTMENT, OR TEN-CENT STORE
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“The Army At War Art Exhibition” sponsored by the Army and publicized by Charles

P. Skouras, features this painting by Reginald Marsh of two service men playing

checkers. The purpose of the exhibition is to make America more war-conscious

most admires in her closest friend, Mrs.
William Goetz, is the manner in which the

latter runs her home. Claudette loves her
own home, aspires for perfection, but
wishes she didn’t have to be bothered with
domesticity. The truth is that she is an
artist, with an artist’s temperament, and
any detail that doesn’t pertain to her work,
annoys her.

E
VEN less naturally domestic is Barbara
Stanwyck. Bob Taylor is a domestic

husband, but since whatever Stanny wants
is what he wants most, eventually it works
out okay. For example, Bob loved their

estate out in the Valley, but Stanny didn’t

go for the space, quiet and horses. So they
moved into town. Bob had just got settled

down into liking the new place when Bar-
bara again craved change. They then
bought a compromise place in Coldwater
Canyon, half city, half country. They got

in a decorator who went wild with color

and the result was stunning. Bob loved
it all. But nervous Barbara, the moment
he went into the Navy, up and sold.

Besides their great love for one another,
the Taylors have two other enthusiasms
very much in common: Steaks and coffee.

They’ve heard tell that there are other
things to eat and drink, but don’t bother
them. Steak and coffee is their stuff.

Stanny considers twenty cups daily par
and then wonders why she suffers with
insomnia. She drinks nothing else ever.

The Taylors do not give dinner parties

and their house, wherever it is, is run
by remote, pretty good servant control.

When they entertain, they go out, usually
with Jack and Mary Benny, to some night
club where they have steak and coffee.

Recently a climbing Hollywood hostess
was very set up about corralling this four-
some for a dinner at her home. She had
her chef, who is really superb, work up
his most de luxe, delicate specialties.

Out came the meal, down went the
guest-of-honor faces. The portions they
took were infinitesimal. Finally they con-
fessed, practically in a chorus, “We never
eat anything but rare beef.” The hostess
didn’t cut her throat; neither did the chef,

but a good time was had by nobody.

Here are three ladies who do their house-
keeping with real flourish. Mai Milland
does it must luxuriously, Lillian MacMur-
ray does it most devotedly and Ann
Sothern Sterling does it most deceitfully,
but the result in all three cases is as nearly
perfect as wartime living will permit.
On screen, Ray Milland is a comedian,

but at home his English hankering for
formality is manifest, and Mai, his beauti-
ful wife, sees to it that it gets full ex-
pression. There is never a flick of dust
anywhere in her exquisite rooms. Her
meals are served perfectly and punc-
tually. Her handsome son Danny is per-
fectly brought up, has glossy manners and
usually is dressed in the same grays she
personally affects. Superficially, Mai Mil-
land seems hail-fellow-well-met. Actually,
she reserves to herself the right to know
only the most correct people.

Lillian MacMurray’s household and
housekeeping is run, like Sue Carol Ladd’s,
for the gentleman in the house. But it

is not casual. Rather it has all the orderly
refinement of a minuet. Fortunately Lily
and Fred share tastes in common. They
both like what can only be described
as formalized informality, comfortable but
very valuable American antiques, not
fancy but perfect food, a garden pro-
ductive of super vegetables and super
flowers, and no weeds or snails tolerated.

Every piece of china, every pane of glass,

every chair, table and whatnot in the
MacMurray house shines. They go in for

small parties, but when they have an
occasional large one, that is done with
correctness and gusto, in a circus tent put
up over the entire garden. Little Susie
MacMurray lives according to a very
proper, healthy schedule. Lily makes most
of her tiny dresses herself. Even the
chickens which Fred raises live in a spot-

less henhouse, safely off the ground, each
hen in a separately marked cubicle bear-
ing her own name, with her own feed, her
own water in her own cup; while they
are hidden at the end of the garden, they
get a nice view of the swimming pool.

Admiring Mai and Lily so much, Annie
Sothern tries to live up to them, but can’t

quite. Like Colbert, that’s the actress in

her, that and being so busy. Ann’s homes,
while small, have always bdfen exquisitely
decorated and maintained. Her meals are
gorgeous, even if she herself can’t boil

an -egg. When she entertains, which is

frequently, she passes up her own delicious
victuals, explaining that she is dieting.

Since her friends are all old friends, and
devoted, they never crack a smile. They
all know, however, that Annie has been
smuggling herself candy all day long.

P
ROBABLY income taxes primarily and
now the war have forced the trend

toward simpler Hollywood living, but there
are only two stellar houses in today’s

Hollywood that can be called opulent. The
younger set, Garland, Turner, Johnson,
Jones, Walker, De Haven, Allyson, tend
toward apartments and night clubs. But
there are two present-day star households
where the word opulence still applies

(plus those two perfect male housekeepers
who have opulent homes also)

.

Greer Garson lives opulently amid twin
grand pianos in a green-velvet-couched,
brocade-hung living room, complete with
modernistic art, cabinets featuring corals

and pink sea shells and a broad gray stair-

case where the lights are so arranged that

Greer always has dreamy backlighting on
her red hair as she descends upon her
waiting guests. And they do wait. Time
means nothing to her.

There is a Garson butler. There is a
Garson parlor maid. There is Mother.
There is a secretary. When on Navy leave,

there is Richard Ney, a charming, hand-
some husband. The food is very British,

which means not too good but served with
great drama. The wine is also British,

which means not very heavy nor very ex-
pensive sherry. Miss Garson—and one
thinks of her that way, were she married
ten times—entertains practically none, but
when she does it, it is distinctly she who
is entertaming, not Mother, not Richard.
The other opulent home? Joan Bennett

Wanger’s. She is the perfect housekeeper,
the girl who combines daily living into

something so alluring, so imaginative, so

subtle that the most hardened bar-fly
would want to settle right down by her
fireside.

You know how Joan always looks:

Very pretty, very chic, very gay, very wise.

She runs her home like that. Everything
in Joan’s house is dusted, shining arid or-
derly, but you have no sense of fear about
moving chairs, putting your feet, if you
must, on the coffee tables or dropping ashes
on the rugs. The Bennett-Wanger meals
are masterpieces since the lady knows not
only vitamins and calories, but sauces and
wines. Her meals are served punctually
but so well planned that if guests are late

or linger overlong over cocktails, they are
still not spoiled.

She has three daughters by three hus-
bands, all at very varying ages, all beauti-
ful, clever and gems of deportment. Joan
not only plans all their meals with posi-
tively medical regularity, but she oversees
their gland shots, if such are needed, their

tooth braces, their diction lessons, their

clothes fittings, their hair-sets and their

French and dancing. This may sound like

exaggeration or as if the kids had no fun.

It is no exaggeration. It isn’t possible to

exaggerate what a good mother Joan is,

and as for the kids, they live in a con-
tinual, if very polite, world of laughter.

If you want an example as to how Joan’s
imagination as a housekeeper functions,
consider this: One night some unexpected
guests came in and there was nothing
in the house for dessert save watermelon.
That seemed dull to Joan until she
thought of pouring champagne over it.

Another time, she decided on an all-green

color scheme for her dining-room table.

It was winter and there were no green



flowers. So she got calla lilies and green

make-up powder, patted the lilies into an

entrancing green, scattered some gold dust

on them and enchanted her guests.

CAN two mere men top that, you ask?

Yes, Adrian, the dress designer, married

to Janet Gaynor, and Arthur Hornblow,

the producer and ex-husband of Myrna
Loy. Adrian, who is as superlative a dec-

orator as he is dress designer, can drama-

tize a simple dinner into an event that must

make Nero whirl in his grave. Before the

war, when nonsense was permissible to

those who could afford it, Adrian used to

do things like having real pearls served

on the exquisite half-shells he used for

finger bowls. Janet leaves all details to

him and their house is run flawlessly.

Arthur Hornblow’s dinners are

famous and bids to them eagerly sought.

He makes as much ceremony out of

opening exactly the right bottle of wine

as most cities make out of unveiling a

public monument. An example of how de-

lightfully he does things is the story about

the time he was trying to re-woo Myrna
who had jUst left him. They had rented

the house in which they had been so happy

together, but Hornblow sent for the deco-

rator who had done it and had him whip

up—for one evening, mind you an exact

duplicate of the room Myrna had most

loved, a duplicate perfect down to the

smallest ash tray. Then he served a dinner

composed only of her favorite foods. There

was a brief Hornblow-Loy reconciliation,

remember? Guess when it happened.

And finally, the booby prize! It goes to

that beautiful, gay, delightful creature—

Miss Hedy Lamarr!
Does she know what she’s eating? No.

Does she know what time any meal is

served? No. Does she see that things are

picked up, the water changed on the

flowers and the master’s slippers waiting

before the fire? No.

What does she consider a dandy dish?

Bologna. That or pressed ham. In sand-

wich form, made of thick, usually lop-

sided bread. No lettuce. Not much but-

ter, some mustard and—here it comes, kids

—with the rind or casing or whatever you
call that non-chewable stuff that coats

bologna, still on it. The chances are very

good that this is what you’ll get when
you eat with Hedy.
And does it matter when you look as

Hedy does? No.

But at least you know the truth, now,

about Hollywood housekeepers.

The End
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And something special!

Be sure to get your

1945 calendar in the

February Photoplay

which carries a star

picture for each month

!

See Louise Allbritton in “SAN DIEGO, I LOVE YOU,” a Universal picture
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COLA

best by taste-test

“Of all the colas

One tastes best-

Royal Crown Cola

Won my test!”

says

LOUISE

ALLBRITTON

“I'm not guessing when 1 say

RoyalCrown Cola tastes best,”

says Louise. “I took the famous

cola taste-test recently when

I sampled leading colas in

paper cups. Royal Crown
Cola was my choice.

That’s why it’s my fa-

vorite ‘quick-up’

every season during

the year!”

BUY
MORE
WAR BONDS
TODAY!
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CHEST COLD MISERY

RELIEVED BY

MOIST HEAT OF

SIMPLE

CHEST COLD
SORE THROAT
BRONCHIAL

The moist heat of an
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice relieves cough,

idditatiom ^shtness of chest mus-
IRRITATION cje soreness due to chest

SIMPLE cold, bronchial irritation

and simple sore throat.

Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE
SPRAIN, BRUISE
SORE MUSCLES
CHARLEY HORSE poultice just hot enough
to be comfortable—then feel the moist
heat go right to work on that cough,
tightness of chest muscle soreness.
Does good, feels good for several hours.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice also relieves pain . . . reduces swelling,
limbers up stiff aching muscles due to a simple
sprain, bruise, charley horse, similar injury or
condition.

Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) in
tube or can at any drug store NOW.

BEAUTIFUL
FINGERNAILS
Don't be embarrassed by
short, broken, thin nails. It's

so easy to coverunsightly nails
with nu-nails. Applied in
a jiffy, they bring you long,
lovely nails that everyone ad-
mires. Can be worn any length
andpolished any shade. Set of
10only20c at all 5c-10c stores.

NU-NAILS
artificial fingernails

SSI W. Harrison St, Dept IS-*, Chicate
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If You Can Read English
You can learn to play your favorite instrument

Yes, if you follow our clear home study instructions
for only a half hour each day, you should soon be play-
ing simple melodies. Easy as A-B-C! No tedious
scales. You learn to play real tunes by note right from
the start! Study any instrument you like for less than
7c a day! If interested, send for Free Booklet and
Print and Picture r-ample. See how easy it is to learn
music at home without a teacher.
Mention your favorite instrument.
U. S. School of Music, 3061 Brunswick
Bldg., N. Y. 10, N. Y.

U. S. School of Music. 3061 Brunswick Bldg., N.Y. lO, N.Y.
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture Sample.
I would like to play (Name Instrument).

Have you
Instrument Instrument?

Name....

Address
(Please Print)

Across the border from Georgia—and Corporal Lewis Riley—this rambling house at
Phenix City, Alabama, where Bette spent a month. Curious crowds stormed the gates

The Lady and the Corporal

( Continued, from page 25) buddies didn’t

know—and as for the Corporal himself,
he just wasn’t around—except for working
hours when he was not allowed to discuss
personal business.

“Riley?” his barracks-mates would reply
when pressed for word of the Corporal’s
whereabouts. “Why he heads for town at

the first sound of the quitting whistle
every night.”

“And,” they would add enviously, “do
you blame him?”
By this time demands from the boys

that Bette visit camp were reaching a
well-modulated roar. Corporal Riley was
in a spot and Bette knew it. She isn’t the
kind to leave people she likes in spots.

Her promise to come to camp was gra-
cious and prompt.
And did the boys love that visit! They

cheered to the skies when Bette was in-
troduced by their pal, Corporal Riley, and
the sincere and friendly little speech she
made won over even the most Doubting
Thomas.
One soldier put all their feelings into

words when he said, “I’ve been in the
Army long enough to appreciate class

when I see it. And that was class!”

What really sent the G.I.’s was that
Bette was not too proud to live in Phenix
City. Ordinarily scorned by the troops,

Phenix City took on unaccustomed glam-
our when Bette and her household settled

there for a month. “Bette Davis isn’t

scared of Phenix City,” the word flew
around the camp.

Bette took to life in Phenix City like

a native. She carried wood from the back-
yard for the fireplace and the wood-burn-
ing cook-stove. She learned to make bis-

cuits on the old iron stove without burning
them, and mastered a wood-smoked steak.

She bought hip boots and overalls and
joined her farmer neighbors in fishing ex-
peditions and coon and ’possum hunts.

All of this surprised Phenix City but
it was exactly what Bette’s friends would
expect. After all she has never lived the
silken life of a glamour girl. She has
never chosen to be either idle or elegant.

Her beloved “Butternut” in Vermont is

charming but simple in the New England
tradition. Her California home is a com-
paratively small house, which she did over
with fresh paint and gay chintzes, in a

comparatively unfashionable section of

town.
Bette frequently bathes her own dogs,

shampoos her own hair and works as chief

cook and bottle washer at the Hollywood

Canteen. There’s no question about it that
she would take to Georgia’s good Ameri-
can pattern instantly and instinctively.
And no doubt, by the same token, that
Georgia would take to her the very same
way.
She saw Corporal Riley when she could

—but a Technician, Fifth Grade, on active
duty, isn’t wallowing in leisure time.
Once the clamor and the shouting died

down, she relaxed and had the time of her
life.

There was a brief interim in her holi-
day during which she responded to a re-
quest to come to Washington where she
saw the President.
But the call of Georgia was strong. No

sooner had she finished her official busi-
ness than she hurried back to the Ft.

Benning area for the precious remaining
days of her vacation, this time to occupy
the Williams estate some eighteen miles
distant.

Once more the marriage rumors filled

the air like a Georgia snowstorm and
once more Bette had to make her state-
ment to the press. “No, I’m not trying to
be coy,” she said. “I’m simply not going
to marry him.”
This had to satisfy the South. But it

was no great help when reports spread to
New York that at this psychological mo-
ment Corporal Riley was due to spend a
brief furlough with his parents who live

on Park Avenue in Manhattan.
Coupled with this report was the stimu-

lating information that Bette was expected
to arrive in New York at about the
same time. Could it be that the Corporal
was presenting his lady to the Riley fam-
ily?

Bette is back in Hollywood now, hard
at work on “Stolen Life,” her first picture
in the exciting capacity of co-producer,
and the furor which attended her visit to

Phenix City and New York has subsided
for the moment.

It wasn’t a honeymoon—if Bette says it

wasn’t. And we take her word for it if

Bette says she isn’t going to marry Lewis
Riley—at least not now.
But Hollywood doesn’t think Bette Davis

chose her vacation spot from a travel cata-
logue.
And the next time Corporal Riley shows

up in Hollywood—and everyone is sure he
will—curious eyes and ears will be turned
in his direction.

Hollywood isn’t going to be caught nap-
ping—twice! !

The End
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Speak for Yourself

(Continued from page 17) intelligent and
appealing film placing before us all this

gigantic problem. Racial and religious dis-

crimination must indeed be abolished if

we are ever to have a lasting peace.

Since there is no super or superior race,

I sincerely hope that as citizens of the

world we shall learn to share our rights

and privileges with all peace-loving and
deserving people, be they Catholic, Protes-

tant or Jew and regardless of color.

May the motion-picture industry con-
tinue in its efforts to point the way.

Marcella Woeckener,
Rock Island, 111.

HONORABLE MENTION

I’M deeply grateful for the article “If My
* Daughter Were Seventeen” by Frank
Sinatra. I’m sixteen and was always try-

ing to look older. Frank showed me that

youth is the best part of your life.

Elsie Ellovich,

West Hartford, Conn.

HERE I am—swooning, but definitely!

I have to go all out over a guy I

seldom see on the screen—Johnnie John-
son. Why doesn’t someone get hep and
give him a break? Um-m-m-m, that man!

M. Campbell,
Oak Ridge, Tenn.

I’M writing this with the hope of opening
* some sleepy Hollywood eyes. James
Craig has all the requirements to make
a great star. If the studios would take a
second glance at Craig’s broad shoulders,
deep chest and mighty body, it wouldn’t be
long before many of the so-called “beauti-
ful hunk of men” in Hollywood would be
scurrying for their vitamin tablets!

An ardent movie fan,

Herkimer, N. Y.

|F THERE is an actor in Hollywood who
1 has more charm and acting ability than
Claude Rains, I’ve yet to see him. And if

there’s an actor in Hollywood who gets as
little attention, I’ve yet to see him, too.

Suzette Ryan,
Plattsburg, N. Y.

ANY star that goes out of her way to
answer notes sent backstage should be

complimented. I am speaking of Lena
Horne, the lady with a grand voice and
friendliness to her public. Lena, after her
recent appearance here, has many friends
in Detroit. We hope she’ll be back soon.

Betty J. Wyatt,
Detroit, Mich.

TWO MUSTS TO REMEMBER:

It’s time to pay your income tax!

Pay it willingly and on time and

help your government out of a

tight spot.

It’s never time for inflation!

Remember this when you start to

buy something! Do you really

need it?
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The Essence of EstherA07V£P#7y

W^hen you're home curled up

with a book it doesn't matter if

your hair slips its moorings . . But

when the party's in full bloom and

the music to your taste, you want

a hair-do built for speed and en-

durance.

So anchor it, for keeps, with

DeCong Bob Pins . . . They have the

strength of true love and the grip

of a habit . .They'll hold your curls

securely, keep your hair-net snugly

in place and help make you the

glamour-puss of the party.

StrongerGrip
'Won't Slip Out

Quality ‘Manufacturers for Over 50 Years

BOB PINS HAIR PINS SAFETY PINS

SNAP FASTENERS STRAIGHT PINS

HOOKS & EYES HOOK & EYE TAPES
SANITARY BELTS

(Continued from page 41) to being a
doctor’s wife. She acquired two spaniels,
one named “Angina Pectoris” and the
other tagged something even less pro-
nounceable. She dashed about to linen
sales, bought second-hand furniture and
repainted it, and got most of the paint on
her nose. She purchased cook books and
discovered that she was rather sharp in

the pot-and-pan department. She cleaned
and washed and romped with the dogs and
chummed with her young husband when
he came home at night. And she listened

to what he told her about the hospital. She
even began to talk like a doctor’s frau. She
laughed him out of the blues when an
incurably ill patient died. And she gloried
with him when he made someone well.

Then came a phone call. It was from a
representative of the M-G-M Studios.

Could she come and see Mr. Mayer, a
voice said. She had been noticed in the
Aquacade and they thought she definitely

had something for pictures.

Without hesitation, Esther said, “No.”
Then began a series of phone calls which

should go down in Hollywood history.

Once a month the bell would ring.

“Mr. Mayer would still like to see you,”
the voice would say.

“Thank Mr. Mayer,” Esther would reply,

“but I don’t want to go into pictures.”

“I’m sorry,” the voice would answer. “I’ll

call you next month.”
It did. It called for over six months.

Esther and Leonard discussed whether or

not she should meet Mr. Mayer. The day
came when Esther began to realize that a
contract might be a blessing.

“You see I never wished to be a drag
on Leonard,” she said. “My hope was that

he would feel free to continue his study.

He would be different from most young
doctors who hurry out of their training in

order to support a wife and miss the chance
of being really great. I didn’t want him
to be worried about me—and I didn’t

want to just sit in a house and only be a

wife. That makes women dull.”

Well, they talked it over and decided that

Esther should see Mr. Mayer.
He asked her what she would like in

the way of a contract. She was young but
she was smart. So much money, she an-
swered. So much training in acting. Little

parts first, to get used to the business. No
big splash and then failure, please.

Mr. Mayer yelled, “Done!” and whipped
out a contract. That was that.

Since then, Esther has become a star.

And once again stardom has exacted its

price: The cost of a broken marriage. But
this time the reason is a little different.

N ATURALLY, for the past year, with
Leonard doing post-graduate work and

Esther knocking herself out for M-G-M,
schedules were pretty difficult. It got so

they even had to make dates with each
other. They lived in a little place half-

way between the hospital and M-G-M, so

that both got a break on gas. Esther got

up every morning and made Leonard’s
breakfast. She washed the dishes and
dashed to work. She ordered food over the

phone from the studio and picked it up on
the way home. Then, if her husband wasn’t
needed at the hospital, she picked him up
and drove home. He sat in a big chair
reading the baseball scores while she
cooked dinner. Because of her enthusiasm
for his work, Esther often added to her
already overcrowded day by helping him
at the hospital, even, on several occasions,
working with him in the delivery room.
Meantime the studio discovered from the

daily rushes that it had a potential star on
its hands in the long, lithe girl who swam
like a champ and took direction like a
trouper. Esther’s part in the picture was
built up. Even the title was changed from
“Mr. Co-Ed” to “Bathing Beauty.” Esther
was now working desperately hard—week
in, week out, even Sundays.
And Leonard was working long hours at

the hospital. Both came home completely
worn out. There was a night when Leon-
ard brought some friends home, and
Esther, good sport that she was, stayed
up, entertained the guests and went to the
studio for an eight o’clock call without
any sleep. No one, no matter how healthy,

can stand up under such a schedule.
Both of them were nervous and over-

tired. They decided that a divorce was
the only answer. It wasn’t an easy deci-

sion. They’d had four years—for the most
part happy. They respected each other.

“It’s a case of two people who didn’t get

along,” Esther said. “We both tried—hard.”

N OW Esther is living with her mother.
Her family has always meant a great

deal to her. Besides her parents, she has
three sisters and a brother in Los Angeles.
Esther has them out to the studio to visit

her, always includes them in every party
she gives. When the clan gathers for

Thanksgiving or Christmas, only signs and
a couple of microphones are needed to

make it look like a convention.
Leonard is in residence in the hospital.

Despite their separation, he is eager for

her to make a success of her career. At
first he didn’t know whether or not she
wanted that sort of life enough to keep
at it. Neither did she. And neither of

them honestly knew if she would be good
enough on the screen ever to become a

really big star. But all that was settled

at the preview of “Bathing Beauty”

—

before the divorce was announced.
“We sat ’way up in the balcony, all

scrunched down in our seats so no one
would know we were there,” Esther said.

“I was terrified, of course. I thought I’d

go out and jump into the nearest river if

I was really bad. But when the picture

was over and the audience began to ap-
plaud. Leonard said, ‘O.K. I’m convinced
now. You can be a success.’ From him,
that was my own Academy Award.”
Esther is going on. She has chosen the

road to stardom. Metro has rewarded her
choice by starring her in “Thrill Of A
Romance” with Van Johnson, its most
potent box-office personality.

And she’ll go on from there winning
a real Academy Award if she isn’t careful!

The End

Jfot Dir
It’s Van Johnson, of course! Watch for his real life

story as told by himself in your February Photoplay!

!
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ana Lynn

vivacious star of Paramount’s

lur Hearts Were Young And Gay,” chooses

:ri-color dinner dress of mirror-shining

pper satin by Martini. With high neck and

uare shoulders that hint at being sleeves, it’s

re to lend high-voltage excitement to any

! evening. Fuchsia bodice, emerald

een sash, jet skirt. Marshall Field, Chicago;

iman-Marcus, Dallas;

rgdorf Goodman, New York





Please wait, Mr. Jennings, I’m crying again!”

1L thought 1 had all that out

of my system, but I guess these darn gray vel-

vet drapes Mr. Jennings uses set me off again.

You’re with me everywhere I go, Joe, dar-

ling...we scattered so many memories around

in our few short weeks together. You climb

the old mill stairs with me when we picnic on

Strawberry Hill. You tease poor Miss Burrows

at the post office so unmercifully about read-

ing the mail she blushes at the very sight of

you. You share my sodas at the corner drug

store, my laughter at the movies, my dreams at

night. And here where we had our wedding pic-

ture taken, I can almost feel your hand in mine.

Oh, Joe, Joe—you’ve loved me, cared forme,

spoiled me outrageously. Certainly I said (when

you asked me) that I’d never had a fur coat, but

I’ve never had the sun, moon and stars either!

And when your sister brought IT over on Christ-

mas Day with your dear letter ... all I could

think was a lifetime isn’t long enough ... to be

with someone like you!

"I’M READY NOW. Mr. Jennings. Please make

it vour best picture— it’s for my husband over-

seas. The Hollander Mink-Blended Muskrat

is a gift from him . . . and I want him to see . .

.

how very much I love it!’’

. . . next to WAR BONDS, the

best loved gift . . . FURS

piM A A D JE IV
LONGER

* YOl'R FAVORITE FIR RETAILER HAS THEM
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It's a wonderful world . . . and a wonderful whirl in the holiday season.

And who can tell just exactly when something perfect is going to hap-

pen? Maybe today at high noon or tomorrow at midnight. Whenever it

happens, you want to be dressed for it . . . want to look your loveliest.

And Photoplay shows you bow

to look like the darling you

are every minute of the live-

long day and night

BEWITCHINGHOURS

For the magical moment when

twelve strikes the old year out

and the New Year in. (Left)

Off-tlie-shoulder dream dress

with sheath-tight bodice and

rayon velvet necklace . bouffant

net skirt that alternates pink

and black panels. Sparked with

jet bowknots for fly-by-night

flare. A Perlberg original. 9 to

17. About $25.00 at John Shil-

lito Co.. Cincinnati ; B. Altman.

New York; Miller & Rhoads.

Richmond, l a.

i Right ) Full-skirted Junior For-

mal in whispering rayon taffeta

with a pussy-cat bow at the

shoulder. Black and fuchsia

plaid. 7 to 15. About $20.00 at

Arnold Constable, New \ ork

:

]. A. Broun Co.. Oklahoma

City; Best Apparel. Seattle
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llloliday-happy. exciting, as a surprise package, this pair

of pastel paragons. {Left) Doris Dodson sculpture dress

with echoing scrolls at neck and waist, tiny upsuept

sleeves. Pearly buttons down the back. Butcher rayon and

wool in pink. blue. gold. 9 to lb. About $13.1)0 at .1 . H

Robinson. Los Angeles; Oppenheim Collins. New York

I Right I Line-lovely Universiteen frock of woolpaca. a

rayon, wool and mohair blend, with self necklace and

bow. Lime, pink, gray, shrimp, maize, winter white, gold.

7 to 15. About $9.00 at Jordan Marsh. Boston; Famous

Barr. St. Louis

Bring out your beauty, stand out

in a room in this Peggy Paige

polka-dotty dress. Rayon butcher

linen weave in melon, gray, kelly,

blue or luggage dotted with white.

9 to 15. About $6.00 at The Hub.

Baltimore: May Co.. Los Angeles:

Bloomingdale s. New \ork.



1

Dress-up rayon taffeta costume

blouse, styled by Lacher. Spark-

ling jewel-like buttons and

saucy bustle back. Green and

gold or red and gold plaid.

Sizes 32-38. About $6.50 at

Hutzler Brothers, Baltimore;

Abraham & Strauss. Brooklyn

Something w arm to sink cold

toes into . . . these plushy.

Jungle scuffs by Joyce.

Cotton-backed pile fabric

with toe-cuddling, nap flan-

nel lining. Red, green, beige,

white. About $4.00 at Mar-

shall Field. Chicago; Lord &
Taylor. New York

FOR

CHRISTMAS

GIVING

This Junior Deb trench
coat, tailored like an offi-

cer’s, will brighten 1945’s
dreariest days. Give it or
get it for yourself with
your extra Xmas gift

money. Cravanetted gab-
ardinein American Beauty.
Royal blue. Hunter green,

melon, gray or natural.

10-18. About $20.00 at

Davison, Paxon, Atlanta;
Saks Fifth Avenue. New
A ork

More Stores from Coast-to-Coast

where you can buy these

YOUNG AND GAY FASHIONS

Bewitching Hour Evening Dresses

Off-the-shoulder bouffant net

Chicago, III Carson, Pirie Scott & Co.

Denver, Colo Daniels & Fisher Stores Co.

Indianapolis, Ind Wm. H. Block Co.

Kansas City, Mo Adler's

San Diego, Calif Marston Co.

Junior Formal rayon taffeta

Birmingham, Ala ! Burger-Phillips Co.

Chicago, III. Mandel Bros., Inc.

Dallas, Tex A. Harris & Co.

Memphis, Tenn J. Goldsmith & Sons

Salt Lake City, Utah Auerbach Co.

Christmas Bright Lights

Doris Dodson Sculpture Dress

Houston, Tex Foley Bros. D. G. Co.

Memphis, Tenn John Gerber Co.

New Orleans, La Maison Blanche Co.

Pittsburgh, Pa. Kaufmann Dept. Stores, Inc.

St. Louis, Mo Stix, Baer & Fuller Co.

Universiteen frock of pastel

woolpaca
Atlanta, Ga Rich's, Inc.

Knoxville, Tenn...Anderson, Dulin, Varnell Co.

New York, N. Y R. H. Macy & Co.

Washington, D. C Frank R. Jelleff, Inc.

Peggy Paige Polka Dot

Birmingham Ala Loveman, Joseph & Loeb

Cleveland, Ohio Higbee Co.

Newark, N. J L. Bamberger & Co.

St. Paul, Minn The Golden Rule

YOUNG AND GAY FASHIONS
for Christmas Giving

Junior Deb Trench Coat

Chicago, III ..Marshall Field & Co.

Denver, Colo The Denver Dry Goods Co.

Philadelphia, Pa Strawbridge & Clothier

Richmond, Va Thalhimer Bros.

Dress-up Rayon Taffeta Blouse

Chicago, III Spaulding's

Indianapolis, Ind D. W. Gates

Newark, N. J Kresge Dept. Store

Joyce Jungle Scuffs

Cleveland, Ohio Halle Bros.

Hollywood, Cal. ..The Broadway—Hollywood
Miami and Miami Beach, Fla Burdine’s, Inc.

NEW READER SERVICE

Photoplay has arranged with its

fashion advertisers to answer your

inquiries by return mail—advise you

promptly of the store in your commu-
nity where you can buy the fashions

advertised in Photoplay's First Run

Fashion section. Write them today!



Hoot, mam! Fun shoes on a Scotchman’s budget! Ropeez new bang-up

bag pipers are the dashing-est shoes afoot . . . rugged as they are riotous,

thanks to Ropeez new improved stitched rope soles. In wool felt slashed with

plaid -bright cable stitching. Look for the name in the lining, Ropeez,

America’s No. 1 rope sole shoe. About $5 at leading stores or write to

ROPEEZ, INC., 47 West 34th Street, New York City.

RATION-FREE BY ROPEEZ

CABLE

STITCHED

ON

WOOL FELT

ESP
*DRllLi

Red, American Beauty, Royal Blue, Green, Purple. Yellow, Black,

Brown. Regular and half sizes in narrow and medium widths.

til



(Continued from page 30) time on he wore
his cap backward, carried a box with a
funnel stuck in the front of it and com-
mandeered every kid in the neighborhood
to “act” in front of his “camera.” One
day he ran out of Tarzans and was forced
to essay the role himself. He fell out of

a tree and was laid up for seven months
with two fractured legs. It gave him time
to think, he says now.

All this thought turned to an abandoned
barn he knew about. As soon as he could
hobble he turned it into a theater where
he produced “Eythe Productions.” He
wrote, produced and directed his plays
with no profit to himself or his company
whatever. “It probably wasn’t even fun for
anyone but me,” he admits cheerfully.

In 1937 he entered Carnegie Tech, scene
of his brother’s athletic triumphs, and con-
founded everyone by turning his entire at-

tention to the drama school. His chief in-
terest was, as always, in sets and costumes,
but they always seemed to be running
short of actors and he was always absent-
mindedly consenting to add a performance
to his other duties. When he graduated he
was mildly astonished to find that he had
acted in more than eighty productions. In
the meantime, by way of paying his ex-
penses through college, he had lectured on
astronomy at a planetarium (he memorized
the lecture and if anyone had asked him
an intelligent question about the stars he
would have died on the spot) . He had also
produced musical fashion shows at a de-
partment store by way of selling ladies’

clothes. (He says these were terrible.)

After that he settled down to acting and
his story is pretty routine—summer stock,

bits on Broadway, fair parts away from
Broadway and so on until he got the role

of the neurotic young officer in Steinbeck’s
“The Moon Is Down.” He gave a good per-
formance but he took a terrible beating.

A “superior officer” was required to cuff

him, to bring him out of his hysteria. He
did it so thoroughly that when the play
was tried out in Baltimore, Eythe’s left ear-
drum was punctured. Later on, at a per-
formance in New York, his right eardrum
suffered the same shattering. He was al-

most completely deaf for months.
And after that he came to Hollywood.

He hitchhiked a ride with a friend whose
wife had had to stay home until their dog
had pups. “Good old pups!” Bill remi-
nisces. After that—well there was that
contract and that loneliness. There were
the roles in “The Ox-Bow Incident,” “The
Song Of Bernadette,” “The Eve Of St.

Mark,” “Wilson,” “Wing And A Prayer,”
and now, suddenly, as he goes into “The
Royal Scandal” with Tallulah Bankhead,
he’s famous. He’s bewildered. He’s trying
to make up his mind about things. He has
already made it up about several things!

Marriage, for instance: “Trouble is, they
try to do it with props! Hollywood is the
loneliest place in the world and when two
people can’t bear it any longer, they de-
cide to get married. They think that if they
get a house and maybe a woolly dog to

lie on the hearthrug, all they have to

do is marry and move in there and every-
thing will be fine. They forget that they
are individuals, with separate tastes and
ambitions, with vanity and sensitive feel-

ings and selfishness and with no time to

themselves to try to smooth out any dif-

ficulties. All the chintz curtains and log
fires in the world won’t help them.”

Actresses: “They have to spend so much
time trying to seem to be something that
they are not they don’t have enough time
to be what they are.” He paused, after this

ambitious statement, and struggled, “I

mean—if a woman has to spend that much
time on her appearance and on being seen

Eyeful of Eythe

in the right places and making the right
effect—well, then she sometimes doesn’t
develop mentally and emotionally. The
girls here are devastatingly beautiful, but
some of them are shells—sort of. They
don’t have that inner quality of—heart.”
He likes one Hollywood girl though, he

admits. Her name is Carol Andrews and
she is a stock player at Twentieth. He takes
her out and sees her whenever it’s possible.
“She hasn’t got that way yet,” he explains
and that’s all he will say about it.

He wishes he could be “sophisticated”
and explains hastily that by that he doesn’t
mean witty, flip and overwise. He means
he’d like to be at ease in any situation
(which he is not), would like to be able to
adjust himself to people and circumstances
without having to struggle. He guesses
that he “just isn’t social.” Large parties
terrify him, chiefly because he is afraid
he’ll encounter “an executive.” “Execu-

Bill digs for a fistful of tobacco for his

pipe—prelude to a bachelor evening

tives are always sizing you up and judging
you,” he says. He dislikes night clubs be-
cause nothing of any consequence ever
happens in them—“No one even finishes a
sentence.”
He detests Hollywood gossip and he is

impatient with what he calls “prattle”

—

brittle chatter about nothing. He wishes
that people would talk “objectively” but
admits that he finds it difficult to do him-
self. He likes actors if they are interested

in acting as a fine profession and not
merely trying to exploit an easy way to

fame and fortune. He loves to argue. He
won’t hold it against you if you make him
mad in an argument either. He gets over
it immediately. Sometimes he makes other
people mad—and they don’t get over it.

He regrets this.

He composes music. Some of it is pretty
good—very interesting, modern in mood.
He is extravagant—mostly about clothes,

books and food. California delights him
because a man can wear all kinds of

vividly colored sports clothes, summer and
winter, and no one will take the slightest

notice of him. He’s a pushover for gay

sports shirts, jackets, sweaters and plaid
socks. Can’t pass a shop window containing
any such thing without going inside to

buy. He thinks, ruefully, that maybe these
extravagances of his will prevent his mar-
rying—although he hopes not. Maybe he
couldn’t support a wife in the style to

which she was accustomed and also sup-
port his wardrobe in the style to which he
is rapidly becoming accustomed.
He doesn't own any evening clothes and

the only time he really had to wear them
(he had to take Anne Baxter to a
premiere), he rented them and he says he
looked very funny in them.
He played in stock with Ruth Chatterton.

She encouraged and advised him about his
future. He remembers that with gratitude.
He is grateful, too, to Mary Morris, a
teacher at Carnegie Tech, who did a lot for
him. Henry King, who directed “Berna-
dette” and “Wilson,” really needled him
into making a needed effort, he thinks. He
yearns to meet the author Marcia Daven-
port, who wrote two of his favorite books,
“Of Lena Geyer” and “Valley Of Decision.”

If the milkman, bus driver or gateman
at the studio is rude to him, it upsets him
for hours. “What have I done? What sort
of heel am I?” he wails. He broods until
something happens to take his mind off this

deplorable occurrence. A kind word and
he bounces up like a friendly puppy.
He is impatient with possessions (except

books) and the two he treasures are a
tiny brass elephant with an upturned trunk,
which he thinks has brought him luck, and
one of the socks he wore in his first play.
His Irish grandmother taught him to put
out. milk for the leprechauns when he was
a tot and sometimes he has a notion to fill

a saucer at night now. But—he’d feel silly

—so he doesn’t. Still . . .

He’s a bit proud of the tuft of chin
whiskers he has grown for “The Royal
Scandal.” They’re not exactly lush, but
they’re there and they are his very own.
He wishes women wouldn’t wear short

evening frocks
—

“they look so unfinished.”
And he likes them to have that well-
scrubbed look. But he’s afraid that women
don’t care a bit what he wishes in these
matters.

He loves his parents as much qs the
next man and he wouldn’t live with them
for anything. “Too many American par-
ents forget to wean their children,” he
opines. “Ours had the good sense to help
us to be on our own, when we were of
age. Oh! Did I tell you about the time
my mother ‘ran interference’ for my
brother Dutch on the football field? It was
a high-school game, of course. She got so
excited that she ran right along the edge
of the field, when he was carrying the
ball, yelling, ‘Do it for your mother,
Dutch! Do it for your mother!’ That was
funny and everyone was amused. But a
lot of parents try to ‘run interference’ foi

their kids after they’re grown up.”
At the moment, finding himself sur-

prisingly in the money, he is torn between
two ambitions. When the war is over he
wants to travel, go everywhere and see
everything. He has a sneaking hunch that
the girl of his dreams lives in England and
that if he can just get over there he’ll find
her. But he also has plans for a “cultural
center” in Beverly Hills—and those plans
aren’t too ephemeral. Already there is

interest and a promise of financial backing.
“A theater, an art galley, a library,” he
says, dreamily, “right in the center of

everything, where everyone can enjoy it.

It would be a monument!”
Other young men have had to choose

between monuments and wanderlust.
Wonder how young Eythe will decide!

The End



Brief Reviews

(Continued from page 18)

and hoarding corpses in spare rooms. Susanna Foster

l
sings beautifully, Turhan Bey doesn’t have his usual

sex appeal but Gale Sondergaard is swell. (Nov.)

U'DARK MOUNTAIN— Paramount: When Ellen

Drew discovers her husband Regis Toomey is a

racketeer crook, she turns to Robert Lowery, her for-

mer suitor, for help, and he gives her refuge in a

lonely mountain-top cabin. A lot of thought, good
acting and a measure of suspense have gone into this

B effort. The result is quite worth while. Eddie
Quillan is in it too. (Dec.)

DEAD MAN’S EYES—Universal: A gruesome lit-

tle number, with Acquanetta deliberately blinding Lon
Chaney, the painter she loves, in order to prevent his

marriage to Jean Parker. When it’s discovered his

eyesight can be saved by grafted cornea, Edward Field-

ing wills his eyes at death to Chaney and almost im-

mediately finds himself dead. And let that be

a lesson to everybody. (Dec.)

DIXIE JAMBOREE—PRC: When Lyle Talbot and
Frank Jenks try to escape the police, they take refuge
upon Guy Kibbee’s showboat. Eddie Quillan is the

trombone player who’s in love with songstress Frances
Langford and Charles Butterworth is Kibbee’s co-

hort in selling patent medicine on the side. Frances
sings divinely. (Oct.)

\/DOUGHGIRLS
,
THE— Warners: This doesn't

quite hit the jackpot, but it’s got attractive names,
comical situations and snappy dialogue. Jane Wyman,
Ann Sheridan and Alexis Smith are the three

almost-wives who crowd into Ann’s Washington hotel

room along with the almost-grooms, Jack Carson,
Craig Stevens and John Ridgely. Eve Arden is a

wow as the Russian sergeant. (Dec.)

\/\^DRAGON SEED—M-G-M: A magnificent pic-

ture, dealing with Jap-occupied China and its peas-

ants who grow from simple kindly people to a united
people of strength and purpose. Walter Huston,
Aline MacMahon, Turhan Bey, Katharine Hepburn
and Akim TamirofJ are all outstanding. (Oct.)

ENEMY OF WOMEN—Frank-Monogram : Goebbels’
life from the time he was a private tutor to the time
he became propaganda head for Hitler, but it doesn’t
paint him black enough. Paul Andor turns in a weak-
kneed version of Goebbels, Claudia Drake is the girl

and Donald Woods her husband. (Nov.)

FALCON IN MEXICO, THE—RKO: Tom Conway,
the Falcon, goes to Mexico to solve a mystery and
people get killed all over the place. Nestor Paiva
is clever as the Mexican detective; Martha MacVicar
is cute; Mona Maris is very good and Conway is

the same old smoothie as the Falcon. (Oct.)

\/FRENCHMAN’S CREEK—Paramount: A lusty
tale of adventure told in Technicolor and starring
Joan Fontaine as the wife who leaves her family
to ioin pirate Arturo de Cordova on his expeditions.
Ralph Forbes is Joan’s weak and blustering husband,
Basil Rathbone is his friend and Cecil Kellaway is

Arturo’s servant who helps Joan. Despite its ad-
venturous theme, the picture lacks punch in spots.
( Dec )

!llllllllllllll!llll!llll!llll!llll!llll!lllllllll!!llllllli

TUNE IN

Every Monday Through Friday

Not a serial but a complete
new and different story every
day taken straight from the
lives of the men and women
who lived it. Reveals their

troubles, triumphs, loves, ad-
ventures. If you like the

stories in True Story maga-
zine you’ll enjoy these dra-

matic broadcasts. Join the
great army of listeners today.

ON ALL BLUE NETWORK STATIONS

10:00 A.M. 9:00 A.M. 11:30 A.M. 10:30 A.M.
E.W.T C.W.T. M.W.T. P.W.T.

See your newspaper for

exact time and station

l!llll!llll!lllllljlilllll!lll!lllllll!l^^

FRED MaeMURRAY speaking:

Soon to be seen in “PRACTICALLY YOURS/* a Paramount picture

is plenty

important

in Hollywood.

CAIL0X

A dentist’s dentifrice

—

Calox was created by a dentist for people who

want utmost brilliance consistent with utmost

gentleness. Calox offers you:—

1. SCRUPULOUS CLEANING. Calox is a multiple-action

powder. It contains five cleansing and polish-

ing ingredients.

2. LUSTROUS POLISHING. Calox helps bring out all the

high natural luster of teeth.

3. CALOX IS GENTLE. Double-sifted through 100 mesh

silk.

4. NO MOUTH PUCKERING MEDICINE TASTE. Children like

the cool, clean flavor.

5. MADE DY A FAMOUS LABORATORY. McKesson &
Robbins, Bridgeport, Conn.



G01N' TO TOWN—Votion RKO: This fails to

catch the homey spirit of Lum and Abner and it’s

packed to the ears with corn. The story has to do
with a city slicker who pretends to locate oil beneath
the old fellow's store in Pine Ridge, Arkansas. Ches-
ter Lauck and Norris Goff play Lum and Abner as
usual, and Florence Lake, Dick Elliott and Grady
Sutton are in it too. (Dec.)

yGREENWICH VILLAGE — 20th Cenury-Fox:
Bill Bendix operates a Greenwich Village cafe in

which Vivian Blaine sings, and into which wanders
composer Don Ameche. Talented people including
Carmen Miranda, Felix Bressart, Tony and Sally De
Marco entertain you and it’s all very gay. (Nov.)

GYPSY WILDCAT— Universal: Maria Montez and
Jon Hall romp around again in Technicolor, this time
in a story of a gypsy girl who turns out to be a
missing heiress. Nigel Bruce, Leo Carrillo and Gale
Sondergaard go around in it too. (Nov.)

yyiMPATIENT YEARS, THE—Columbia: This
comedy, built around a vital problem, emerges vital-
izing entertainment. Sgt. Lee Bowman returns home
on furlough to find his wife Jean Arthur, whom he
has known only four days, embroiled in household
duties and child care. When they fly to the divorce
courts, Jean’s father, Charles Coburn, and the judge
order them to relive their courtship. (Nov.)

yIN SOCIETY— Universal: Abbott and Costello
are a pair of plumbers summoned to a wealthy ma-
tron’s home to fix a faucet. After practically destroy-
ing the home, the matron sends them a note of com-
plaint, but by mistake they receive an invitation to a
week end party and the riot goes on from there. (Nov.)

IN THE MEANTIME, DARLING—20th Century-
Fox: Jeanne Crain, used to luxury, undergoes a hasty
and unpleasant wedding ceremony to young officer

Frank Latimore and then tries to adjust herself to

their single shabby room. Gale Robbins, Eugene
Pallette and Mary Nash are a few of the many peo-
ple in this timely little story. (Dec.)

I/yJANIE—Warners: Young, gay, heart-warming
and so funny: You'll love this picture. Sixteen-year-
old Janie, played delightfully by Joyce Reynolds,
keeps her family in a constant uproar due to her beaus
and her sister Claire Foley’s tattling and when a
company of soldiers moves into town it becomes a
furor. Robert Hutton is Janie’s boy friend. (Oct.)

JUNGLE WOMAN— Universal: Acquanetta is an
ape girl who is transformed into a beautiful girl by
means of a magic drug. But when she escapes and
returns to her kindly doctor as a beautiful girl she
falls in love with ihe boy friend of the doctor’s daugh-
ter and the fur flies in all directions. (Oct.)

yyKISMET—M G-M: A fanciful fairy tale, beau-
tifully mounted, with Ronald Colman as the king of
the beggars who’s determined that only a prince may
wed his lovely daugnter, Joy Ann Rage. Edward
Arnold is the grand Vizier who wants to overthrow
the Caliph, Janies Craig, who has fallen in love with

Joy Ann, and Marlene Dietrich is the tempestuous
beauty in Arnold’s harem whom Colman loves. (Nov.)

LOST IN A HAREM: Abbott and Costello and
Marilyn Maxwell are a vaudeville troupe stranded
in the Orient, and John Conte is a deposed prince
who promises to get them back to America if they’ll

help him regain his kingdom. Jimmy Dorsey’s music
helps out, but it’s a none too funny picture. (Nov.)

yMADEMOISELLE FIFI—RKO: This is a story

of the Franco-Prussian war in 1870 and a mighty
good little story it is, too. Simone Simon proves her-

self a fine little actress as the French peasant who
suffers humiliation and scorn from the Prussian offi-

cers and Kurt Krueger is really one of the most
loathsome villains you'll ever meet. (Oct.)

yMAISIE GOES TO RENO—M-G-M: Maisie’s

ordered to take a rest, so she joins a band which
opens in Reno for a fortnight, but before she leaves

she undertakes a mission for soldier Tom Drake.
Once in Reno, trouble develops, so Maisie, played as

usual by Ann Sothern, enlists the aid of card-dealer

John Hodiak to get to the bottom of the affair. (Nov.)

yyMARRIAGE IS A PRIVATE AFFAIR—
M-G M: Lana Turner lifts this treatment of mar-
riage among our young moderns into entrancing en-

tertainment by the sincerity of her performance.

John Hodiak is miscast as her Boston blue-blood hus-

band and James Craig is solid as Lana’s suitor who
almost wrecks her marriage. (Nov.)

yyMASTER RACE, THE—RKO: A gripping and
grimly realistic picture showing, through the rebirth

of a village freed from German occupation, how the

Nazis plan to sow the seeds for World War III.

George Coulouris is the Nazi colonel who pretends

to be an Allied sympathizer. Carl Esmond, Nancy
Gates, Osa Massen and Stanley Ridges do excel-

lent work. (Dec.)

yMERRY MONAHANS, THE— Universal: Don-

ald O’Connor and Peggy Ryan cavort against a back-

stage setting and it’s mighty entertaining over half-

way through the picture. Then the old corn moves
in. Jack Oakie plays the kids’ father, Ann Blyth

is" Donald’s sweetheart, John Miljan is the passe

actor, and Isabel Jewell the meanie. (Oct.)

MOONLIGHT AND CACTUS— Universal: Chief

Officer Leo Carrillo takes the crew of a merchant
marine ship out to his ranch and finds that it’s been
taken over by women. Elyse Knox is the foreman, the

Andrews Sisters sing like mad. (Nov.)

yyMR. WINKLE GOES TO WAR—Columbia:
An appealing movie, with timid, hen-pecked Eddie
Robinson going off to war. In the Army he heckles
his sergeant until he gets into the combat mechanic
unit and finally sees action. Ruth Warrick, Bob Hay-
mes, Richard Lane and Robert Armstrong contribute
to this whimsically different story. (Oct.)

yyMRS. PARRINGTON—M-G-M : Those who
have read Louis Bromfield’s novel will find no fault
with its^ translation to the screen, for it’s superbly
done. Greer Garson as the young Western girl who
marries the wealthy Major Parkinqton and matures
graciously into a magnificent old woman. Pidgeon
as the dynamic major does his best work to date.
With Edward Arnold, Frances Rafferty, Agnes
Moorehead and Gladys Cooper. (Dec.)

yMUSIC IN MANHATTAN—RKO: A cute, snap-
py little yarn. Anne Shirley is a fine comedienne,
Phillip Terry is so good and Dennis Day is a riot as
Annie’s suitor. (Oct.)

MY PAL WOLF—RKO: Sharyn Moffett is a little

girl whose parents leave her in the care of peculiar
servants, and her only interest is the police dog
she finds and tries to shield from her governess, Jill

Esmond. The story’s weakly constructed, but in spite
of this, it isn’t at all a bad picture. (Dec.)

yNATIONAL BARN DANCE—Paramount: If you
like the corny but lively radio show of the National
Barn Dancers you’ll like their movie even better.
Bob Benchley plays the radio agent to whom Charles

B
uigley attempts to sell his idea of a National Barn
ance show. Pat Buttrom is funny and Jean Heather

is the girl Quigley romances. (Dec.)

Your hearts will he

young and gay with

DIANA LYNN
who plays Emily

Kimbrough on the

screen. Now Emily

Kimbrough gives you

an exclusive story on

Diana—next month.

yNONE BUT THE LONELY HEART—RKO:
The attempts of a cockney to reach out to a better

life, laid against the dreadful atmosphere of London’s
slums, make up this tale of Richard Llewellyn’s.

Cary Grant gives a truly understanding performance
as the cockney and Ethel Barrymore does beautiful

work as his mother, June Duprez and Jane Wyatt
are the girls in his life. (Dec.)

OH. WHAT A NIGHT—Monogram: Edmund Lowe
is a jewel thief out to snatch the jewels of burlesque-
queen Marjorie Rambeau, but Ivan Lebedeff, George
Lewis and Claire DeBrey are after the same thing.

Jean Parker is very cute as the girl. (Nov.)

yyOUR HEARTS WERE YOUNG AND GAY—
Paramount: Diana Lynn and Gail Russell are per-

fect choices for the roles of the two innocent young
girls who practically throw Europe into an uproar.

James Brown and Bill Edwards couldn’t be better

and Charlie Ruggles and Dorothy Gish as Gail’s

parents fit ihe story beautifully. (Oct.)

yyPRINCESS AND THE PIRATE, THE—
Goldwyn: It could have been funnier, but Bob Hope
as a friendly coward back in pirate days will give you
laughs. Vic McLaglen is the leader of the pirates,

Walter Brennan the nitwit u rate and Virginia Mayo
is the beautiful princess. (Nov.)

yySAN DIEGO, I LOVE YOU—Universal: A
refreshing, zany story packed with chuckles and
laughter, this has professor Edward Everett Horton
and” his mad family traveling to San Diego to be

near the testing plant of Horton’s invention, a col-

lapsible life raft. Louise Allbritton as the daughter

turns in a fine performance, and Jon Hall is so good

as the wealthy railroad owner. (Dec.)

SAN FERNANDO VALLEY— Republic: Roy Rog-
ers and Ed Gargan try to get jobs on Dale Evans’

ranch in order to find some thugs. The cow hands

are girls because Dale is trying to thwart her sister

Jean Porter’s romantic tendencies. The story is too

frail for Rogers, but the music is first-rate. (Nov.)

SEVEN DOORS TO DEATH—PRC: A mystery
chiller, with cute June Clyde inheriting a shopping
center with a stray corpse or two thrown in. With
Chic Chandler, George Meeker and Casey Mac-
Gregor. (Nov.)

yySEVENTH CROSS—M-G-M: Seven men at-

tempt to escape from a German concentration camp
in a film that’s tops in adult entertainment. Spencer
is wonderful as the harassed, tortured escapee who
is helped by Hume Cronyn, whose performance is

brilliant Signe Hasso Felix Brestart. Agnes Moore-
head and Jessica Tandy are all good. (Oct.)

yyySINCE YOU WENT AWAY—Selzmck:
Overly long and repetitious in spots, this story of the
experiences rf one family in the year the husband
anil father is at war is an emotionally moving one.
Claudette Colbert, Jennifer Jones and Shirley Tem-
ple her daughters, Monty Woolley, their lodger Joe |
Cotton, Robert Walker, Agnes Moorehead as the busy-
body, and Hattie McDaniel are all standouts. (Oct.)

STARS ON PARADE—Columbia: Stand-ins Larry
Parks and Lynn Merrick decide to organize a show
to prove they’re as good as the stars for whom they
stand-in. Jeff Donnell is a cutie but has too little to
do; the musical numbers are none too good. (Oct.)

STORM OVER LISBON—Republic: Vera Hruba
]Ralston is a beautiful spy who poses as a dancer in

Eric yon Stroheim's cafe, and Richard Arlen is the
American secret agent. Otto Kruger, Eduardo Cian-
nelli and Mona Barrie add intrigue. (Nov.)

ySWEET AND LOW-DOWN—20th Century-Fox:
Benny Goodman promotes young trombonist James
Cardwell whom Linda Darnell loves until he gets a
swelled head, and with some persuasion by singer I

Lynn Bari and agent Allyn Joslyn, steals Benny’s boys
and starts his own band. Jack Oakie is funny, but
it’s the music that makes the picture. (Nov.)

j

yyTAKE IT OR LEAVE IT—20th Century-Fox: I

Taken from the radio show, the bulk of this picture
is made up of scenes from old Fox films to which
contestant Eddie Ryan, whose wife is going to have
a baby, must guess the right answers. Phil Baker
plays himself and you’ll enjoy seeing Alice Faye,
Betty Grable, Shirley Temple and others in various L

former films. (Oct.) •

yyTALL IN THE SADDLE—RKO: A Western
mystery drama with action and romance, and John
Wayne as the new ranch foreman who arrives in

town to find the man who hired him has been mar-
|

dered. Ella Raines becomes his boss instead, and
Wayne is romantically caught between Ella and the '

|

Eastern Audrey Long. The fight sequence between
Wayne and Ward Bond is one of the best screen
fights you’ve seen. (Dec.)

THAT’S MY BABY—Republic: Richard Arlen is

the best thing about this picture, which could have
been funnier. The screen’s crowded with actors,
specialists and all kinds of music. Ellen Drew is

mixed up in it, as are Leonid Kinskey and Minor
Watson, and you can hardly find the poor little

plot. (Dec.)

yTHREE LITTLE SISTERS—Republic: A cute
little picture. Mary Lee, Ruth Terry and Cheryl
Walker are the sisters who pretend to be what they
aren't for the sake of a visiting soldier, though you’d
think they could have found something less stren-
uous than laundry work. Their boy friends are
Bill Terry, Jackie Moran and Frank Jenks. (Oct.)

yTILL WE MEET AGAIN—Paramount: Suspense
and tender appeal are woven into the time-worn tale

about an American aviator, Ray Milland, who’s
forced down in France and eventually reaches the
coast through the help of Barbara Britton, a novice
in a convent, but the story should have been better
constructed. Constantin Shayne is the German
major. (Nov.)

WAVE, A WAC, AND A MARINE, A—Monogram:
This is about two Broadway stars and their under-
studies who are signed by rival Hollywood agents.
Elyse Knox, Anne Gillis, Sally Eilers, Marjorie
Woodworth and Ramsay Ames do their best. (Oct.)

WHEN STRANGERS MARRY—Monogram: A
whodunit that sends Kim Hunter off with the husband
she’s met only a few times on a chase from the police.

Seems as how husband Dean Jagger is suspected of
murder. Neil Hamilton is excellent. (Nov.)

WHEN THE LIGHTS GO ON AGAIN—PRC: A
post-war story of pre-war vintage, with Jimmy Lydon
as a Marine back from the South Pacific who suffers

amnesia in a traffic accident. Regis Toomey is good.
Grant Mitchell and Dorothy Peterson are the par-

ents. (Dec.)

yyyWILSON—20th Century-Fox: One of the
outstanding pictures of the year. Alexander Knox
plays Wilson with complete conviction and the story

of this great Democrat, his term as president and his

fight for the League of Nations is truthfully and
brilliantly told. Charles Coburn, Gertrude Fitzgerald

and Thomas Mitchell are just a few of the impressive
cast of this impressive picture. (Oct.)

yyWING AND A PRAYER—20th Century-Fox:
At ,ast a war story, devoid of Hollywood bunkeroo,
becomes an almost factual sincere document. It tells

the story of a carrier and its cargo of planes. Dana
Andrews as the squadron commander, Don Ameche,
Bill Eythe, Richard Jaeckel and Kevin O’Shea all

turn up with fine performances. (Oct.)
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mtinued from page 49 ) been set up and
lights reflected wonderfully in the water.

5 sound of the calliope drifted through
! night and it was as romantic a setting

anyone could want. But I was alone,

suddenly, almost out of nowhere, a girl

seared. She was slight, had whitish-

>nde hair and a very soft Bergman-ish
:ent. She sat beside me and we talked,

d fished together. Mostly we talked

the war—and of her fiance in Italy,

id of the importance of being true to

s person. We talked of all the girls

iting. And of all the soldiers waiting,

liscovered what idealism there can be
a girl who has been waiting two years!

n Kansas City my roommates, Cor-
ral Nat Lund and Sergeant Bill Law-
3 and I dated one Madeline McCallister,
7 mother. We dined at the Hotel Con-
ental and danced to the music of “I’ll

Seeing You” and “Easy To Love”—my
rorites. Afterwards we walked from
e city limit of Kansas City to the other,

uratively speaking, and midnight-
pped at a side-street beanery. It was
very reminiscent of one of my last

'hts in Hollywood, when I walked from
llywood and Vine to Santa Monica and
irfax, ending at Barney’s Beanery, one
the old gang’s hangouts.
At Fort Des Moines, we entertained
/eral thousand WACs. Among them
ound an old friend, Pfc. Jo Rainey who,
fore the war, was Jane Withers’ private
;retary. I really splurged that night. Jo
d I met after the show and dined a la

illywood—eight courses, candlelight and
the trimmings—at a nearby roadhouse,
mew I couldn’t afford it, but I was so
id to see Jo I felt we had to do some-
ing special. And, too, I knew she had
sn going through a pretty intensive

My G.l. Dates

training course and hadn’t had much time
for fun. And it was worth it! We talked
about the old days and planned the new.
And then we parted. We have a date to

meet in Hollywood as soon as we’re both
discharged.

M Y last night with the WAC Recruiting
gang was spent at the Red Cross Can-

teen at the Omaha Airport. Our com-
manding officer, Major Bruce McCul-
lough, the six WACs with the show and
all of my fellow G.I.’s escorted me to the
plane. We toasted everyone—with hot
chocolate! And wrote our names on the
walls of the Canteen. When the time
came to leave, we were all abashedly sad.

Suddenly, I hated the Army for forcing
me to leave such good friends. But in

my next breath, I had to thank the Army
for giving them to me in the first place.

Then I was ordered back to Hollywood
to do “Winged Victory.” And the most
horrible thing happened on my first free
night. I was to attend a party that Gene
and Betsy Kelly were having! But when
I got home, it was so good to see my
own bed that I decided to catch thirty or
forty minutes’ sleep before the party. I

awoke at seven in the morning! I never
have recovered from my embarrassment.
The worst part of it was that I was sup-
posed to take Nancy Walker. If she
weren’t so good a sport, I don’t suppose
she’d have forgiven me.
When Jeanne and I went to the party

Elsa Maxwell gave after the “Wilson”
premiere, we were as naive as any fans
ever were when we saw Tallulah Bank-
head there. We both wanted to meet her,

so I wangled an introduction. We weren’t
at all disappointed, either! The Bank-
head Legend is genuine, I’ve found out.

When a fellow unexpectedly gets back
to the home town, sometimes the younger
girls have grown up so suddenly you don’t
recognize them. I didn’t know Virginia
Weidler, who’s a regular deb now. It was
fun finding Gloria De Haven a glamour
star. Gloria and I went to high school
together and she’s the kind who is as
loyal as she is beautiful. I had a date
with her for the alumni meeting of Mar-
Ken, the actors’ high school we attended
when we were just kids dying for pic-
ture breaks. Yes—Gloria’s a charmer!

It’s been fun bumping into old friends.

I admire Montez and had a chance to

tell her I first met Jean Pierre Aumont
when we both still had our first Holly-
wood roles ahead of us. Tech. Sgt. Dave
Rose, who did the music for “Winged
Victory,” ran out of gas just as I was
coming along the other day and naturally
I was glad to see him—and June Allyson,
who was with him.

Well, that’s the rather uninteresting ac-
count of my G.L dates. It’s not nearly as
glamorous as those I’ve read about my-
self. I only hope that when folks read
those too exciting accounts of how Jeanne
Crain and I have been Mocambo-ing,
they’ll picture us instead nine times out
of ten, sipping an ice-cream soda at

Schwab’s Drug Store after the movies.
Frankly, I’ve never taken a girl to a
flossy night club in my life. I’m not very
keen about dancing and that kind of an
atmosphere has never had much appeal
for me. Also, I hope people will remem-
ber that I’m just a G.l. Joe now, and
while my assignment on “Winged Victory”
is a good one and has enabled me to see
a lot of my favorite people, like any other
good job in the Army, it can’t last!

The End

IF YOU CAN'T GET PHILIP MORRIS, REMEMBER, OUR FIGHTING FORCES COME FIRST
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How to give

QUICK REST
to tired eyes

Eyes tired? Do they smart
and burn from overwork,

sun, dust, wind, lack of

sleep? Then cleanse
and soothe them

the quick, easy
way — use

Murine.

WHAT
IS MURINE?
Murine is a
scientific blend of
seven ingredients—safe,

gentle, and oh, so soothing!

Just use two drops in each eye.

Right away Murine goes to work
to relieve the discomfort of tired,

burning eyes. Start using Murine today.
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it Invest in America— Buy War Bonds and Stamps *
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GLOWS
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rhls lovely* lifo-like creation captures

the delicate beauty of the exotic or-

chid. It lends intriguing charm—worn
yn dress, coat or hair In darkness, the

petals actually glow with soft, entranc-

ing radiance, adding new glamour to

the impression you create. Mysterious

glowing properties are enduring.

Wear this sensational luminous or-

chid wdth telling effect. Send $1 now

—

we mail postpaid. You'll be delighted,

or we refund, of course Send also for our luminous gar-

denia. $1. Matching gardenia earrings, $1 a pair postpaid.

THE LUMINOUS FLOWER SHOP

S West 12nd St, New York 18, N. Y.» Dept 51

THEY SAY BLACKHEADS
I

‘ DISAPPEAR. OR. YOUR.’^xM°NEy BACK

Golden Peacock Bleach Creme contains a special

ingredient that has amazed scientists with the

loveliness it can bring your skin. It fights black-

heads—in a few days surface blemishes, muddi-
ness, freckles, even pimples of outward origin

should be gone. Brings you a clearer, fairer,

younger and smoother-looking skin with one over-

night treatment. 30 million jars already sold on a

money-back guarantee. Ask for Imperial size.

CLIP AND MAIL THIS
GOLDEN PEACOCK CO.. INC.
Dept. MWG-15, PARIS. TENN.

Please send me a free sample of Golden Peacock
Bleach Creme. I want to try it.’

Name

Address

City Sift*.

I Predict

(Continued from page 28) so. There are
more important things for a genius like

Orson to do. (I do not refer to him as a
genius carelessly. Gradually Orson has
been weaned away from motion pictures
and the stage. He wants to be a statesman,
diplomat or politician. He loved Mr. Will-
kie. He adores ex-Vice-President Wallace.
He admires Mr. Morgenthau, whom he put
on the air last June. Remember? Henry
Morgenthau is not an imaginative man and
I have never thought him a very good
speaker. But when Orson trained him,
helped him write his speech, produced him
on the air, really, he was very fine.

Orson is a great believer in mankind.
He also is devoted to Franklin Delano
Roosevelt who, in turn, regards him highly.
Very likely, someday, Orson will find him-
self in a high post, minister to one of the
Latin American countries perhaps. He has
traveled down there and speaks languages
fluently.

Garbo will not, I say, make another pic-
ture here. But, after the war, she will go
abroad to make pictures in Europe.

Paulette Goddard will make fewer pic-
tures.

Bette Davis, unquestionably the Duse of

the screen, will—in 1945—be the first

actress to play the classics on the screen.
I see her as Ibsen’s immortal Hedda Gabler,
as Portia in “The Merchant Of Venice.”

I also look for Bette to marry in 1945.

She is distinctly a one-man woman. She
never has and never will be given to light

affairs of the heart. When Bette cares she
cares tremendously. Therefore I doubt
very much she would have gone to Georgia
on her vacation to visit Corporal Lewis A.
Riley unless Corporal Riley was the man
in her life. And when a girl from New
England falls in love she gets married.

Lucille Bremer will be a name to re-
member in 1945. Lucille, a beautiful
creature, dances like nothing in this world
with Fred Astaire in “Ziegfeld Follies.”

And Fred, dancing with her, is a new man.
I predict Charles Chaplin will give the

screen “Landru,” the French black-
bearded murderer who did away with six-

teen wives I shouldn’t be surprised if he I

called this picture “Lady Killer.” In it he
will not wear a black beard, only the
well-known mustache that Herr Hitler
copied. And, count on it, “Landru” will
be hilarious. As I understand it his wives
will be all so obnoxious, emphasizing the i

worst traits, that there will be approval
when they come to their abrupt ends.

JOAN FONTAINE will marry again. This
J time her husband won’t be an actor.

He’ll be a banker. I wish her happiness.
For Joan has a sense of inner beauty as

great as her outer beauty.
Underscore the name of Clifton Webb

when you make out your screen shopping
list for next year. For in “Laura,” Clifton

—combining sophistication and ultra- I

elegance—becomes a great new screen i

character. Completely sinister, he plays
the suavest, most believable and most de-
lightful murderer you ever saw.
Lauren Bacall will be another must on

your list in 1945. Her first role in “To Have
And Have Not” earned her four stars. Now
she’s working—again with Humphrey Bo-
gart, in “Big Sleep.” But then I predicted

|

just success for Lauren—who’s real name
is Betty Bacall—almost in the same minute
I laid these old eyes upon her, before she
ever had appeared on the screen. It is !

almost a year ago now that I wrote, glow- i

ingly, about her in Photoplay.
Greer Garson will reach new heights I

when, following “Valley Of Decision,” she
appears in a picture with Clark Gable.

Also, when MacArthur has recaptured
Manila, keep your eye on Greer. She will

bend every effort to go there as soon as i

her picture commitments permit, in a USO
camp show or some other capacity, to see

her husband Richard Ney. Furloughs now
are not in the cards for many men in the
Pacific theater. Hence, since Richard can’t

come to her, Greer will go to him.
Here’s to 1945! May it prove, for all of

us and so for the world, a year of fulfill-

ment. And it will, if we will work to

make this so.

The End
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oergman in Brief

(Continued, from page 51) living in Cali-

fornia with her hard-working husband Dr.

Peter Lindstrom and her daughter Pia,

who is now six.

What she really looks like: Well, she swings
along in her charming peasant clothes with
her honey-colored hair shining in the sun,

her face lightly tanned, her cheeks red
with natural color, her mouth pink—and
men don’t whistle . . . they sigh wist-
fully and watch her till she’s out of sight.

Ideal home: She just moved there. It’s a

sand-colored farmhouse in Beverly Hills,

surrounded by a large garden filled with
trees and flowers. Inside and outside it’s

comfortable—and minus the Hollywood
musts of swimming pools, tennis courts

and chromium bars. Her ideal home is a
home.

What she’s like as a housekeeper: She’s
effortlessly efficient. Her house is spotless,

her two servants at once remarkably able

and remarkably happy, and the meals are
worthy of some sonnets to the Scandi-
navian!

How she begins her day: She leaps out of

bed at eight o’clock mornings when she’s

not acting, fresh from nine hours of sleep.

Fifteen minutes later she’s seated before
a breakfast consisting of fruit juice, coffee

and toast—and fifteen minutes after that

another violently active day has begun for

Ingrid.

Just for the record: She is five-feet-seven-
inches tall, weighs 118 pounds, has blonde
hair and dark blue eyes.

Only ornament she wears: A tiny pin-on
watch.

Happiest moments: When she’s busy—which
is every moment she’s awake. You’ll find

her playing her piano, or swimming, or
playing tennis, or riding horseback, or tak-

ing long walks, or listening to her folk-

music collection, or reading—every second
when she isn’t overseeing her house or
tending to her career.

Only annoyance that fame has brought her:

Autograph hounds—who embarrass and
detain her when she’s attempting to lead

her private life in "public.

Things she likes that other people loathe:

Having her hair done daily when acting,

costume fittings, working overtime or on
Sundays, getting up early, planning meals,
wearing a wig in “Saratoga Trunk”—and
having her hair cut off for “For Whom
The Bell Tolls!” The things that outrage
other people make Bergman only smile
and shrug.

What she hates that other people love: Being
fussed over—only this crisis never comes.
Bergman’s not the type!

How she spent her first evening in Holly-
wood: Thousands of miles from her home
in Sweden, she sat down to dinner at a
Chinese restaurant in Hollywood—and
then met her producer David Selznick.
Then she wrote a letter home to her
doctor husband in Sweden!

Favorite chore: Shopping—whether it’s for
groceries, household bric-a-brac, records,
books, or presents for her friends. She
loves to drift from store to store until she
locates exactly the right thing. Then she
pounces on it and carries it home.

Is something “lacking” in your mar-
riage? Is your husband growing “in-

different” lately? Then don't sit home
and brood about it. do something
about it ! The fault often lies with the
wife herself — her carelessness and
neglect of proper intimate feminine
“cleanliness”— her ignorance of what
to put in her douche.

Many wives “think” they know
and foolishly use old-fashioned, weak,
home-made mixtures of their mothers’
and grandmothers’ time — or over-
strong solutions of harmful poisons

which may burn, severely irritate and
damage delicate tissues—in time may
even impair functional activity of the
mucous glands.

If only you'd use this newer scien-

tific method of douching with modern
Zonite—how much happier your life

might be

!

Discovery of o World Famous

Surgeon and Renowned Chemist

Your own Doctor will probably tell

you no other type of liquid antiseptic-

germicide for the douche of all those
tested is so powerful yet so safe to
delicate tissues as Zonite—discovery
of a world-famous Surgeon and
Renowned Chemist.

Zonite actually destroys and removes
odor-causing waste substances, it helps

guard against infection— it instantly

kills all germs it touches. Of course

due to anatomical barriers it’s not
always possible to contact all germs
in the tract, but you can be sure
of this! No germicide kills germs any
faster or more thoroughly than Zonite!

It kills all reachable living germs and
keeps them from multiplying.

Yet Zonite is absolutely safe to deli-

cate tissues. Zonite is one antiseptic

germicide you can buy today that is

positively non-poisonous, non-caustic,

non-irritating, non-burning. Use Zonite

often as you want without the slightest

danger.

Buy a bottle of Zonite today from
your drugstore — enjoy the advan-
tages of this newer feminine hygiene.

Follow label directions.

FOR NEWER

jleminine Ziyyiene

FREE!
{ ForFrank Intimate Facts of Newer

r
" Feminine Hygiene — mail this

coupon to Zonite Products, Dept.
503-A, 370Lexington Ave., New York
17. N. Y., and receive enlightening
FREE Booklet edited by several
eminent Gynecologists.

State_

Its never foo late for a wife

to learn

these intimate physical facts!
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Write for free

booklet — "A
Word About
Modeling" b
John Robert
Powers

Louis Herman & Co.

creators of
MOVIE STAR SLIPS

V . Dept. 0
^A'159 Madison Ave.. N. Y. 16, N. Y.

NEVERSCRATCH
Externally Caused

ECZEMA
Do you want to relieve that
fiery redness? Soothe the pain-

ful soreness? Soften the scaly skin? Curb
that tantalizing itch? Then get a jar of

Sayman Salve from your druggist NOW.
Apply this grand medicated ointment di-

rectly on the affected areas. See if it

doesn't bring the QUICK relief you
want. Used successfully for more than
fifty years. Big New Economy Size only
60c—regular size 25c. At all druggists.

SAYMAN SALVE
SECRET OF HOLLYWOOD

CAPTIVATORS
FLATTER THE

THE BUST FORMS THAT
ENHANCE YOUR FIGURE AND ADD
MORE APPEAL TO YOUR CHARM.

Captivotor Bust Pads in Tea Rose or White, styled in satin with

lace edging or net ruffled.

Enclose one dollar with your order . . . sent postpaid.

CAPTIVATORS COMPANY
86

BOX 2911, HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIFORNIA

Biggest thrill: Sitting in a Hollywood pro-
jection room as a famous star, watching
her father’s home movies made many years
ago unreel before her—of her first twelve
birthday parties, of her family in far-away
Sweden in far-away times. Never before
had she seen these movies, for there was
no way for the Bergman family to show
them. Never before in her memory had
she seen her long-dead mother.

at last, she can run off her own movies and
others at the flip of a finger.

American habits she hasn’t acquired: Smok-
ing, back-seat driving and reading the
comic strips.

Most important year of her life: 1937—when
she married Dr. Lindstrom, whom she had
known for several years—since he had
been a medical student; and when she
made two movies in Sweden, acted in two
stage plays there for the first time in her
life—and got her first offer from Holly-
wood.

Languages she speaks:

and English.
Swedish, German,

What her diary is like: It’s unique—for it’s

completely on film and filled with other
people, not herself. She owns both a movie
camera and a still one, and wherever she
goes she takes pictures—particularly of her
daughter Pia, whose entire life so far is

written in celluloid.

That addition she wants to build on her house
after the war: A projection room—where,

What she doesn’t suspect about herself: That
she is the happiest person in Hollywood

—

because she is thoroughly self-reliant and
adjusted to life; because she is dependent
on no outside influences; because she knew
from childhood what she wanted and she
worked quietly and steadily at getting it.

Of all the citizens of Hollywood, Ingrid
Bergman is the most mature.

The End

I'm Like This

(Continued from page 45) And don’t get
him started on gardening—he goes on and
on about that Victory garden of his—how
all the vegetables the family have eaten
for two full years come out of the garden;
how he does all the work himself; how he
rotates the crop for an all-year-round
yield. He’ll rave about his corn, the size

of his tomatoes and what he’s learned
about string beans.

He’s just as unbalanced about carpentry.
He’ll take you out and show you his wood-
working shop—which he built himself.

Then he’ll show you the sheds he’s built,

the chickencoops and with that comes a
short lecture on hens and the number of

eggs they deliver each day.
The best he can say of himself is that

he loves to “putter” day in and day out.

IF you’re in a hurry to get away, don’t
* let him get on the subject of Judith
Ann. You’ve never seen a man so nuts
about his baby—her curly hair, that smile
of hers and the way she’s learning to

gurgle so you’d swear she was talking.

More than anything, he wants some sis-

ters and brothers for Judith Ann. At least

a brother. He’s got it all planned—how
he’d teach him to swim and play games
and go out for sports, and the long walks
they’d take together and the trips.

No son he’d have would be a pantywaist.
He’d be just like his father—and like the
same things. He’d want to go with Don-
levy to the mine, whenever he could get
away from studio work. That’s what Don-
levy does now. He piles himself into his

two-ton truck and drives for six and a
half hours up to the hills over the Mojave
desert to the mine he bought.

It’s a tungsten mine, and essential to the
war effort. Donlevy works with Prout, the
manager, while he’s sharing the camp life,

the tents of the mine workers. He never
hunts, unless they run out of food and
need more—because he never did like the
idea of just killing for sport’s sake.

Donlevy’s not sure he would want his

son to follow his father’s footsteps into

acting as a profession. But Donlevy likes

acting, particularly nowadays when he’s

got out of the old gangster roles and is

really playing the sort of parts he likes

—

he-man roles, rough, tough and realistic.

No glamour parts for him but characters
who pack a wallop, who can take it or
give it. Those are the kind he’s getting
to play now all the time.

Donlevy’s a simple guy. He likes his

food and plenty of sleep. You won’t

find him night-clubbing. He found Mrs.
Donlevy at a night club, fell in love with
her while she was singing, married her
after what has been called “a whirlwind
courtship.” It was long enough to prove
to Mrs. Donlevy that he loved her, so what
does the length of wooing time matter?
He never skips breakast. That meal

is the full treatment—fruit, cereal, toast,

eggs and, when you can get it, bacon. He
likes a good lunch, too, when he’s not at
the studio. There his regime changes. He
has his lunch—milk, scrambled eggs and
toast—sent to his dressing room. After
eating he naps a half hour. (He can sleep
any time he sets his head down.)
For dinner, a full meal is his choice.

And best of all he likes thick steaks, rare,

and spinach.
If you want to find a guy who believes

in luck, take Donlevy. He knows how
much the breaks are responsible for most
careers. They’ve certainly helped him
along. He’ll never forget how down
and out he was, scraping the bottom
of his pocketbook and with just his re-
turn ticket to New York, when a break
kept him in Hollywood and started him
off there.

On his list of people to look up was one
name left. His train to New York would
leave in a few hours. He played a hunch
and looked up a man. It was the casting
director at Goldwyn’s—and he took one
look at Donlevy and gave him a part in a
picture, his first. Donlevy stayed in Holly-
wood. And Broadway hasn’t seen him
since, for which he’s a bit sorry, as Broad-
way had been very kind to him—after he
passed the usual starvation period.

Yes, he believes in luck, but he can’t
stand the kind of people who rush off to
fortunetellers.

He’s got other definite ideas about people.
He doesn’t like phonies of any variety.
But most of all, he hates the kind of people
who boast about their positions, their
abilities and the money they make. He
hates the kind who tell you what they
paid for this, how much that cost.

The first thing he notices about women
is grooming. Next, their faces; third, their
shoes. But he’s seen too many glamour
girls to be impressed by beauty. “Pretty
is as pretty does” seems sound logic to
him. He looks for character—and likes in-
telligence in the fair sex. And he thinks
it’s amazing how Mrs. Donlevy combines
all three.

Now for the severest -critic part. He
got the sort of temper of which he

m
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disapproves. Instead of a good, healthy

outburst and some furniture breaking and
then the storm is over, he has the slow-
burning sort of temper. He holds it in and
carries a grouch. But he’d much rather

throw a chair and get it right out of his

system.
Otherwise, he’s got a fairly calm dis-

position. Mrs. Donlevy says he’s too easy-
going. She calls him “a sucker for a soft

touch and a hard-luck story.” She’s not

quite fair about that. Anyone who had the

lean pickings Donlevy had, for the length

of time he had them, knows about hard
luck. Anyway people are good—most of

them, he still thinks—and what if you do
guess wrong once in every hundred? The
average bears you out. Maybe it’s self-

indulgence but it’s really a good invest-

ment in people.
His worst habit, next to that smoldering

temper, is that of lapsing into long silences

in groups of people. His mind wanders off

and he just forgets where he is. But it’s

lousy company manners—as anyone will

tell you.
Nowadays, he seldom gets inside a night

spot. He’d rather sit around jawing with
a few friends and turn in early.

And he’s got one extravagance. Maybe
it stems from the time he only had one
shirt to his name. He likes buying clothes.

His taste is loud, too. He loves jackets of

bright colors, noisy plaids. His slacks he’ll

take plain but he doesn’t care for neckties
and prefers bright turtle-neck sweaters to

shirts any day.
He has one hopeless ambition. At least,

it hasn’t borne any fruit to date. He wants
to be a writer. At school he wrote poetry
and had to learn to fight to prove he wasn’t
a sissy. Now he writes short stories—
which publishers ignore. He’s even tried
writing screenplays, which some of the best
producers have scorned with a mighty
scorn!
And when Donlevy gets mad at Donlevy

and wants to give him the devil, he calls
Donlevy “Waldo”—it’s his middle name
and he’s ashamed of it!

The End

Medal from Hitler
(Continued from page 28 ) no such thing as
a “Jewish Race.” There are Negro Jews,
there are Chinese Jews. If you believe in
the Jewish religion, you’re a Jew. That’s all

there is to it—although the Germans want
you to believe differently.
Examine a man’s brain. It tells you noth-

ing about his “race.” Test his blood. It tells

you nothing about his “race.” (Healthy
blood plasma can save the life of any
wounded soldier of any color.) Nor does
skin color mean a thing except that certain
people have a little more of a chemical,
melanin, in their skins, and that makes
them look more or less like Joe Louis; and
others have a little more of a chemical
called carotene in their skins, and that
makes them look a little more like me.
Figure this one out. It’s funny, isn’t it,

that the two peoples on this earth who are
responsible for the fact that decent Ameri-
cans are suffering and dying today—the
German people and the Japanese people

—

-are exactly the two peoples who believe in
“race superiority” and “race inferiority”
and who are out to murder everybody who
doesn’t agree with them.
So—if you want to be a German or a Jap

stooge, you know how to go about it. Just
get out in the street or talk to your neigh-
bor and preach race prejudice.

Hitler will bless you. Hirohito will ap-
plaud you.

In fact, you’ll be a mighty good Jap, a
mighty good German.
There’s only one thing you won’t be.
You won’t be a good American.

The End

cold weather lotion
Rich! Concentrated! Economical!

Once cold weather comes— thousands of women change

to Original Campana Balm. For this is the lotion you

can DEPEND on to help prev ent chapping, soften your

skin, protect your skin against winter weather. Original

Campana Balm works quickly — gives instant relief for

chapping. Cracked, smarting skins show

wonderful improvement overnight.

The OnigmaJl

ampana
Rnlm 25*, 50*

BACK For some time, Original Balm has been unavailable because of war

AGAIN! restrictions. Now it’s back—unchanged—just when you need it most.

mnssmam
Also Club Pins and Emblems. Artistic de-

signs. Finest quality. Reasonable prices from 55c

up. Write for illustrated catalog.

Dept. J. Metal Arts Co., Rochester 5, N. Y.

LEARN NURSING AT HOME
High school not necessary. No age limit.

Send for FREE "Nursing Facts" and sample

lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now I

Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing
160 N. Wacker Drive. Chicago, Illinois

FULL OF FIDGETS,
NERVE* ARE TEN*E,

CAN'T $IT $TILL
A MINUTE

DR. MILES

NERVINE
The hurry, worry, noise, confusion and ex-

citement of modern living, put an extra

strain on the nervous system. When nervous-

ness makes you Jittery, Cranky,Wakeful, try

Dr. Miles Nervine
Dr. Miles Nervine is made in liquid or effer-

vescent tablet form, both equally effective.

Get it at your drug store. Read directions

and use only as directed. Effervescent tab-

lets 35c and 75c, liquid 25c and $1.00.

MILES LABORATORIES, INC., Elkhart, Ind.

TAKE* A GLA** OF
MILE$ NERVINE,
FIND* CALM AND
COMFORT IN IT.

Your Choice at
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EACH

or BOTH RINGS for

Plus Tax and Postage

SOLITAIRE
DIAMOND RING

and MATCHING WEDDING BAND
Set in Exquisite 10 Kt. Yellow Gold Mounting
Here’s a diamond that sparkles with the story of your
love. Lustrous genuine diamond in latest rose cut.
Matching wedding band set with genuine rose diamonds
makes the ideal duet for HER. Ultra modern 10 kt. yellow
gold mounting enhances the beauty of this thrilling com-
bination. Remember, the supply of precious diamonds is

limited. Thrill the girl of your dreams while our supply
lasts. Order either ring for $5.95 or both for only $9.95,
plus tax and postage. Send cash, check or money order
and we will pay postage—or we will ship C.O.D. and you
pay .postman, plus tax and mailing charges. COMPLETE
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your money refunded,
if returned within 7 days.
FREE—Write for Catalog of Jewelry and Other Items

BONDED JEWELRY CO., DEPT. F-12
140 Northampton St., Boston, Mass.

BEAUTIFY CONTOURS,
EASILY, QUICKLY!

New, lovely proportions for your
legs: hips, thighs, calves, ankles,

etc.—in this healthful, new, as-

tonishingly easy way. Only a few

minutes per day in your own home.

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS!

Used successfully by hundreds
of smart women everywhere.

WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE TODAY!
Surprise everyone: get started now, without obligation,

by mailing coupon immediately to

ADRIENNE
915 SHREVEBLDG., Salon E. SAN FRANCISCO, 8, CAL.

NAME
;

ADDRESS
CITY STATE



LADIES OR GENTS

Don’t just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of

simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief to

millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

How PAZO Ointment Works
t. Soothes inflamed areas—relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu-

bricates hardened, dried parts— helps prevent cracking

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed-

ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application.

Special Pile Pipe (or Easy Application
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile

Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so

PAZO is also made in suppository form.)

Get Relief with PAZO Ointment!
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and
the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Gee
PAZO ointment from your druggist today!

The Grove Laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo.

PAZO RELIEVES THE
TORTURE OF SIMPLE PILES

I’M SO THANKFUL, PAZO
BROUGHT RELIEF FROM PAIN

This Horseshoe
Ring, hand made,
hand engraved, in-

laid with simulated
pearl is a KNOCK-
OUT! Choice of
Ladies’ or Gents’.
Shoe and shank of

everlasting Monel
Metal is

GUARANTEED
20 YEARS

Supply is limited . .

.

rush your order!
SEND NO MON-
EY. Pay postman

only $3.85 plus excise tax and postage. Return for refund
In five days if not delighted. Can be sent to Service Men
overseas without their request.

American Jewelry Co.. Dept. 138-H.Wheeling, W. Va.

WoolR>am
Perfect

Wool

Leaves sweaters,

blankets, wool-
ens soft, fluffy —
really clean.
At notions, art

needlework, and
housewares
departments. 25<

Made, l&i Wool
luf a Wool tyinm

•

WOOLFOAM CORP.
17 West 19th Street

New York 11. N. Y.

The Truth about Jane and Ronnie

(Continued from page 23) pictures. But
this is irritating and he could stand the
glass in his eye only for a limited time.
“What I can’t understand,” Jane went

on, “is the eagerness with which some
people start trouble rumors. A certain
woman telephoned twice to say she had
heard our home was for rent or sale. I

suspect very much that it is the same
woman who tried to marry Ronnie off to

one of her relatives before our marriage.
Believe me—I’m going to find out who has
started all this talk and when I do

—

”

Jane’s eyes flashed. Frankly, I wouldn’t
want to be in that person’s shoes!

“It has all become so bad lately that I

find I am not acting natural,” Jane ad-
mitted. “Last week Ronnie’s brother asked
me to have luncheon to discuss a radio
show. But we had to have lunch at the
house because I didn’t dare to be seen
with a man in a restaurant. That would
have been the birth of another rumor.
“And here’s another incident: Ronnie,

you know, has to get up early, and so
the other evening when we were at a
party at Ciro’s he left an hour before I did.

After he left, I danced with Van Johnson
who is a very good friend of ours. And
the very next day a columnist had an
item telling of how I was ‘looking into

Van’s eyes’ while we danced—or some
such rot. No one paid any attention to the
fact that Ronnie and I had danced before
he departed. Besides, Ronnie doesn’t
rhumba and I love to—so I usually have
a different partner for this number.”
Jane went on. “That is the way rumors

are born, Louella—little silly, ridiculous
things that you hardly know how to fight.

No matter what you do, it seems wrong.”

THE little Wyman girl, I must admit, isn’t

always tactful, either. Not long ago she
went East on a five-weeks’ Bond tour and
to make personal appearances. She was
so burned up over the way certain writers
failed to believe her when she denied that

she and Ronnie were having trouble, that
she carried her anger with her to New
York. The very first interviewer started

asking her questions about her private life

and her supposed battles with her husband.
Janie hit the ceiling. She told the Warner
publicity department that she would see
no more newspaper or magazine writers
unless they agreed not to bring up this

subject.
“Instead of stopping the gossip,” Jane

explained, “it just added fuel to the fire.

They figured if Wyman wouldn’t talk

—

she must be hiding something!
“The real truth is, Louella, that I don’t

want to embarrass Ronnie with a lot of

denial stories. He is in the Army. I am
an actress. He is a fine officer and his
men are devoted to him. The Army frowns
on sensational-type stories printed about
the men in the service. But if I keep
quiet—that, apparently, is wrong, too.

“I can tell you truthfully that the only
fight in our whole life was staged when
we were traveling with your company—
and it wasn’t anything but a lover’s tiff.

Why, I don’t even fight with my in-laws.”
It’s too bad that this particular blot had

to crop up when Jane is otherwise so
happy. I know what it means to her to be
getting the breaks now. She’s an ambi-
tious girl and a good actress. I can re-
member the long talks Ronnie and I used
to have about her. He couldn’t understand
why some smart producer didn’t recognize
her talents and star her. “Janie has every-
thing,” her husband would tell me, “Youth,
pep, enthusiasm—a lovely figure and plenty
of talent.”

She didn’t come along as fast as he did.

But in the past year the Wyman stock has
soared. The girl is terrific in “The Dough-
girls” and she has one of the best parts of

the year, the heroine in “Lost Weekend.”
Our luncheon hour was drawing to a

close and Janie was due for a fitting at
Paramount where she’ll make “Lost Week-
end.” I believed her when she said:

“Everything is just right, now—Louella.
Ronnie and I have our lovely home, Mau-
reen, our duties and our careers. We are
far luckier than most young couples in
that even the war hasn’t parted us. We
have so much. Can’t gossips let us keep
our happiness?” v

The End

The Shadow Stage
(Continued from page 14)

^ To Have And Have Not
(Warners)

L
ET’S face a fact right off: The news of

this picture is a girl, a newcomer,
strong, strange and rather wonderful. Her
name is Lauren Bacall, and her perform-
ance is so intriguing she leaves the rest of

the cast and the story itself somewhere
behind. It has Humphrey Bogart fighting

with all his manly strength to stay in the

running.
There is an obvious attempt to parallel

“Casablanca,” an attempt that falls short,

but “To Have And Have Not” is still

punchy entertainment.
“Has anybody here got a match?” is the

introductory and thoroughly arresting line

of Miss Bacall, delivered in a husky be-
guiling, bedeviling voice, and from then
on, you never lose interest. You couldn’t if

you tried despite the same old repetitious

theme of brave fearless American Bogart
in a foreign port, Martinique this time,

with Vichy France slugging it out with its

enemies, and Bogie caught in the middle
for the sake of dame Bacall.

Not fully developed was the budding at-

traction between Bogart and Dolores
Moran, wife of patriot Walter Molnar, but
we got the idea just as Bacall did, and
that was sufficient.

At the piano, ladies and gentlemen, is

Hoagy Carmichael as Crickett, and very,
very good he is, and Walter Brennan as
Eddie delivers another of those choice
characterizations for which he is noted.

Your Reviewer Says: We wouldn’t have
missed it for anything.

^ The Very Thought Of You
(Warners)

|_j
ERE is a delightful little story that, like

* Shakespeare’s candle, shines like a
good deed in a naughty world. It’s cozy,
chuckly, warming to the heart, gay and
sad by turns. It presents four young peo-
ple—Dennis Morgan and Eleanor Parker,
Dane Clark and Faye Emerson, and ro-
mantically sends them on their merry way
to—well, eventual stardom.
Morgan and Clark are soldiers on fur-

lough who plunge headlong into romance.
Family opposition almost ruins the match
between Morgan and Miss Parker but love
triumphs, of course. Andrea King plays
the sister married to a sailor whom she
hasn’t seen in two years and to whom she
is far from loyal. Georgia Lee Settle is

the kid of the family and Henry Travers
and Beulah Bondi the parents.
Miss Parker turns in a beautiful per-



formance and Dane Clark’s lighthearted-

ness matched with Faye Emerson’s love of

fun is all to the good. William Prince and
Marianne O’Brien are nice to have around.

Your Reviewer Says: We could see it again.

^ The Woman In The Window
(International-RKO )

E
DWARD G. ROBINSON can play an
innocent man inadvertently confused in

crime as no one else can. Whether it’s

Mr. Robinson’s face, character, or plain

old ability, or perhaps all three, we can’t

decide. Anyway, he shines again in just

such a role—a mild, home-loving professor
with a corpse on his hands and in the
home of a beautiful woman not his wife,

to boot. How he and the girl, played well
by Joan Bennett, attempt to escape pub-
licity, ruinous to both, and how the law,
futile to evade, finally uncovers them, to
the accompanying off-key harmony of a
nasty little blackmailer, is the theme of

a neatly constructed story that has the
audience traveling as sympathetic com-
panions from start to finish.

We liked Raymond Massey’s performance
as the District Attorney and Dan Duryea
as the blackmailer. What a rodent!

Your Reviewer Says: Don’t monkey with the
law, brother.

Alaska (Monogram)

1/ ENT TAYLOR takes up the heroic lead
in a Jack London story of the gold-

mine-saloon-dancing-girl era in Alaska
and does he have a time of it, getting ar-
rested for the murder of two claim jump-
ers who have killed his father; falling in
love with Margaret Lindsay, already mar-
ried to John Carradine, a no-good actor;
mixing it up with Nils Asther, saloon pro-
prietor, and finally running down the
claim-jumping ring.

Dean Jagger is on the job as U. S. mar-
shal and everything and everyone just
about fits into the usual pattern of one of
those Alaska things.

Your Reviewer Says: Nothing unusual.

Bluebeard (PRC)

NOW they’ve switched from the tired old
mad scientists to an equally mad

painter and operator of a marionette show
who strangles his models one by one so
as not to be disillusioned by them in any
way. Uninterruptedly he gets away with
his killings, completely and unsuspected,
until, through the blunder of an art dealer,
he is trapped.
John Carradine gives one swell and ut-

terly hamless performance as Bluebeard.
Jean Parker as the girl he loves, Teala
Loring her sister and victim of Carradine,
Nils Asther as the prefect of police, and
Emmett Lynn as an employee of the pup-
pet show, contribute to an enjoyably good
horror yarn.

Your Reviewer Says: Goose-pimpley.

The Conspirators (Warners)

L
ET’S list its virtues: Hedy Lamarr’s
beauty, Paul Henreid’s popularity,

Sydney Greenstreet’s and Peter Lorre’s
superb acting, Victor Francen’s smooth-
ness, Joseph Calleia’s arresting seriousness,
the qualities of Vladimir Sokoloff, Edward
Ciannelli and Carol Thurston, plus a lavish
production, and withal it’s a weak, incred-
ibly dull and repetitious story.
Now who’s to blame for a thing like

this? Didn’t someone note the dull theme,
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dully worded? Didn’t anyone protest at

the waste of time, talent and huge sums of

money involved? Or has that what’s-the-
difference-so-long-as-customers-pay atti-

tude become so universal in Hollywood,
no one cares?
At any rate, we’re as disappointed as you

must be at this Nazi spy, underground,
traitor-in-our-midst thing, if that’s any
help to you.

Your Reviewer Says: A just-miss.

Faces In The Fog (Republic)

OH dear, we’re so weary of delinquent
parents and delinquent children and

little delinquent movies such as this.

For instance, two middle-class families

live next door to each other with Jane
Withers, daughter of one, in love with
Eric Sinclair, son of the other. But parent
Paul Kelly has it in for parent John Litel

so when daughter Jane is seen in a bun-
galow court with Eric, Kelly, not knowing
the young pair are married, ups and shoots

the lad.

So then we have the trial and the bit-

terness and the nastiness and, oh shucks,
who wants to sit through gluck like this?

Your Reviewer Says: Fog is right.
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—

does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica-

tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair.

60c and $1.65 (5 times as much) at drug or toilet counters

on a money-back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today.

^ The Girl Rush (RKO)

WE have never caught the so-called

humor of Wally Brown and Alan Car-
ney and after viewing this, we’re pretty

sure we never will. But they try hard and
there’s plenty to intrigue the interest what
with Frances Langford’s singing and Vera
Vague’s clowning.
Laid out in the Old West during the

gold rush, the story, thin as a wafer, has

to do with a stranded show-girl troupe

and the efforts of Wally and Alan to get

them back to civilization.

Frances sings several numbers, beauti-
fully, of course, and Vera keeps everyone
in stitches. Bob Mitchum plays the ro-
mantic lead opposite Frances and does
right well. Paul Hurst teams up for a

comedy washday with Vague.

Your Reviewer Says: Thar ain’t too much gold

in them thar hills.

I Accuse My Parents (PRC)

P
APA and Mama are rich, doting and
addicted to heavy drinking. So neg-

lected son gets a job on his own, meets
Mary Beth Hughes, ends up driving a

hold-up car, and finally kills his betrayer,

George Meeker, in self-defense.

On the witness stand the boy, Robert
Lowell, tells his story that so moves the

judge he releases the boy.

John Miljan and Vivienne Osborne are

the accused parents. But really it’s all

such deliberate trash, none of it matters.

Your Reviewer Says: Fiddlesticks!

The Man In Half Moon Street

( Paramount

)

NOW get this one—Nils Asther is a gay
thing of ninety years who every ten

years keeps transplanting into his body
the glands of young men whom he politely

murders for the purpose. This delightful

little process keeps Nils looking a divine

thirty -five, a fact discovered by his

loyal fiancee, Helen Walker. Scientist

Reinhold Schunzel aids in the defiance of

nature’s law until finally—but that would

be telling.

Paul Cavanaugh and Edmond Breon are

excellent but why, in heaven’s name, waste
the looks and talent of a man like Asther
in such fol-do-rol as this?

Your Reviewer Says: Quick, shoot us a few
glands.

^ The Mark Of The Whistler

( Darmour-Columbia )

D ICHARD DIX turns in a bang-up per-
formance as a derelict who reads, in

a discarded newspaper, the names of those
being sought by a bank with dormant
accounts and among them finds one who
has his identical name.
Deciding to pose as the man, he enlists

the aid of Porter Hall, owner of a second-
hand clothing establishment, and actually
collects the sum, close to $30,000, but in
escaping from girl reporter Janis Carter,
he collides with Paul Guilfoyle, a crippled
peddler. And from then on the bruised
conscience of Dix leads him deeper and
deeper into trouble and he eventually
pays the price.

The acting is swell. Guilfoyle, Miss Car-
ter and Dix are aided by John Calvert
and Matt Willis.

Your Reviewer Says: A well-knit little picture.

One Body Too Many
(Paramount)

|_J ERE is a mystery with a laugh which* is something like goose pimples with
cranberry dressing, if you know what we
mean.
Anyway, a life insurance salesman sud-

denly finds himself an appointed watcher
over a corpse in a house full of ghoulish
relations and the things that go on shouldn’t
happen even to an insurance salesman.
Jack Haley is a scream as the poor sales-

man who sticks to his gruesome task be-

Best Pictures of the Month

Laura

Irish Eyes Are Smiling

To Have And Have Not

Best Performances

Dana Andrews in

"Eaura”

Clifton Webb in

"Laura”

Gene Tierney in

"Laura”

Humphrey Bogart in

"To Have And Have Not”

Lauren Bacall in

"To Have And Have Not

”
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cause he has become gooey over Jean
Parker, niece of the deceased. Bela Lugosi
and Blanche Yurka are a pair, now believe

me, and Douglas Fowley, Dorothy Granger
and Lyle Talbot are around too.

Your Reviewer Says: At least you’ll be amused.

Shadow Of Suspicion
(Monogram)

L
OOK, please come into a corner where

people won’t overhear while we tell

you those jewel thieves are back again.

Yes sir, here they are slipping priceless

gems into a pair of bronzed baby shoes.

And here we are wondering where all

these jewels come from that get stolen on
the screen when we haven’t so much as a

window-glass diamond.
Anyway, Tim Ryan is cute and Marjorie

Weaver pretty and Peter Cookson a brave
newcomer to tackle this one. Pierre Wat-
kin is the bad papa.

Your Reviewer Says: Let’s give someone a

jewel just to stop this nonsense.

^ Ministry Of Fear
(Paramount)

COR sheer organized confusion, dimly lit

* characterization and intricacy of plot,

this picture takes the K rations. And yet
the actors perform so well, and the di-

rector has managed to establish such well-
bred suspense, it has its points.

Ray Milland is the man of the story,

released from a British asylum on charges
of a mercy killing only to get embroiled in

Nazi spies hiding behind a Mothers-of-
Free-Nations organization.
When Milland begins to learn too much,

he finds himself the victim of another mur-
der rap but even this fails to deter him.
As a result he almost loses his life but
instead wins the girl.

Marjorie Reynolds becomes a fine actress
in the role of the Austrian girl. Carl Es-
mond is natural and convincing as her
brother, Dan Duryea a capable villain and
Hillary Brooks a dish-of-tea spy.

Your Reviewer Says: A book of rules is

needed with this one.

^ Farewell My Lovely (RKO)

NJ OW here’s a switch of characters for

you—Dick Powell as a hard-fisted
detective taking and giving as good as he
gets. And what’s more, Dick emerges from
this unpleasant affair peopled, with un-
pleasant people (and there’s an understate-
ment) with colors (mostly black and blue)
flying.

It all happens when stir-crazy Mike
Mazurki, an ex-convict, wanders into de-
tective Powell’s office and persuades him to
locate the girl Mike lost track of when sent
to prison several years previously.
The search leads to the home of wealthy

Miles Mander, where Dick Powell meets
up with Mander’s nasty wife Claire Trevor
and oooh, for heaven’s sake, what goes on.
Anne Shirley is a darling, as Mander’s

daughter and the heart interest of Mr.
Powell. The two make a delightful couple.
Otto Kruger as a psychiatrist needs a bit

of analyzing himself, and Mike is so awful
he scared the—well, he scared us, that’s
all.

Your Reviewer Says: Such a to-do, really.

^ Bowery To Broadway
(Universal)

C OREWARNED is forearmed, we always
* say, so right off we caution you customers
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weary of the show-business theme that
here it is again in the form of two theatrical
producers—Jack Oakie and Donald Cook,
who quarrel their way from lower Broad-
way to 42nd Street, and finally separate
(for about the steenth time) over Maria
Montez in an arty production. Well, you
know how that turns out and how the
story does too, so why go on in that de-
partment?

Important, however, is the cast, includ-
ing Susanna Foster, Jack Oakie, Turhan
Bey, Ann Blyth, Louise Allbritton, Frank
McHugh, Rosemary DeCamp, Leo McHugh,
Leo Carrillo and—well, everybody on the
Universal lot but Durbin, and she was too
busy on another set to crowd in.

P. S. Jon Hall was in court and couldn’t
get off.

Your Reviewer Says: Everybody finally got
into the act.

^ Rainbow Island (Paramount)

I UST too “booful” for words is this lushy
J Technicolor dream with Dottie Lamour,
once more roaming around in her well-
filled sarong. But wait—before you groan
—there’s a new angle to all this palm tree
hooey and that is that Paramount itself

slightly kids its own product, which takes
away the irritation it otherwise might
create—especially among our jungle jolly

G. I.’s who know from first-hand experi-
ence it’s not this way.
Anyway the story has Merchant Marine

Eddie Bracken relating the tale of his
adventures to his pals, of Dottie and her
romance with Barry Sullivan, of Gil Lamb’s
capering, of Anne Revere (quite a change

from her mother role in “Bernadette”), of

Reed Hadley, Marc Lawrence and Forrest
Orr, of the comical situations in which
Bracken finds himeslf (is there a funnier
man anywhere?) and of Lamour ’s full-

blown loveliness. And while he’s telling it

you’ll enjoy it too, so stop huffing and
puffing around.

Your Reviewer Says: Whicky, whacky, boo!

^ Brazil (Republic)

E
VERY time Hollywood feels called upon
to turn out a South American epic, we

quiver in our boots (resoled from last

year) lest once again our South American
neighbors suffer offense. But after care-
fully analyzing the contents of this harm-
less and amusing little picture, we feel

sure no one could possibly be upset.
True, it kids South Americans as lovers

—that is, Virginia Bruce as an authoress
takes a few pokes at romantic Latins, and
what’s more, travels to the other America
to gather material for a second tome on
the subject. Here she meets composer Tito
Guizar, falls for his romantic wooing, which
interferes with his work, is befuddled by
Guizar’s close friend Edward Everett Hor-
ton, and well—you know how these girl-

mad-at-boy things go.

Robert Livingston, Richard Lane, For-
tunio Bonanova, Veloz and Yolanda, skip,

glide or walk, as the case may be, in and
out of the tuneful proceedings.
Ary Barroso, who composed the song hit

“Brazil” has contributed “Rio de Janeiro”
which also has a swingful lilt.

Your Reviewer Says: Fun, romance, music.

Casts of Current Pictures

ALASKA—Monogram: Gary Corbett

,

Kent Taylor;
Roxie, Margaret Lindsay; Reagan, John Carradine:
Masters, Dean Jagger; Tom Brackett, Nils Asther;
Kitty, Iris Adrian; Pete, George Cleveland; Nick,
Dewey Robinson; Judge Bennett

,

Lee (“Lasses”)
White; Stumpy, John Rogers; Nuggett, Klondike
(Jack Gorton); Kalian, John Maxwell; Durke, War-
ren Jackson; Conroy, Dick Scott.

BLUEBEARD—PRC: Gaston, John Carradine; Lu-
cille. Jean Parker; Inspector Lefevre, Nils Asther;
Lamarte, Ludwig Stossel; Inspector Renard, George
Pembroke; Francine, Teala Loring; Renee, Sonia
Sorel; Mimi, Iris Adrian; Deschamps, Henry Kolker;
Le Soldat, Emmett Lynn; Babette, Patti McCarthy;
Constance, Carrie Deven; Jeanette, Anne Sterling.

BOWERY TO BROADWAY—Univesal: O’Rourke,
Jack Oakie; Dugan, Donald Cook; Peggy Fleming,
Susanna Foster; Ted Barrie, Turhan Bey; Marina,
Maria Montez; Lillian Russell, Louise Allbritton;

Father Kelley, Andy Devine; Joe Kirby, Frank Mc-
Hugh; Bessie Kirby, Rosemary DeCamp; Bessie Joe,

Ann Blyth; Tom Harvey, Thomas Gomez; Fenton,
Leo Carrillo; Bonnie LaTour, Evelyn Ankers; Mme.
Alda, Maude Eburne; Donald O'Connor, Himself;
Peggy Ryan, Herself; No-More, Ben Carter; Alabam,
Mantan Moreland.

BRAZIL—Republic: Miguel Soares, Tito Guizar;
Nicky Henderson, Virginia Bruce; Everett St. John
Everett, Edward Everett Horton; Red Walker,
Robert Livingston; Edward Graham, Richard Lane;
Senlior Machado, Frank Puglia; Senhor Renato Da
Silva, Fortunio Bonaneva; Veloz and Yolanda,
Frank Veloz, Yolanda Veloz; Reporter No. 1, Roger
Valmy; Reporter No. 3, Eumewio Blanco; Master of
Ceremonies, Alfredo De Sa; Airport Official, Rico
deMontez; Reporter, Leon Lenoir; Business Man,
Henry deSilva; Little Girl, Martha Brenes; Young
Woman, Maria Belmar; Prime Minister, Jercies Mem-
dez; Rei Momo, Dan Seymour.

CONSPIRATORS. THE—Warners: Irene, Hedy
Lamarr; Vincent, Paul Henreid; Quintanilla, Sydney
Greenstreet; Bernazsky, Peter Lorre; Von Mohr,
Victor Francen; Capt. Pereira, Joseph Calleia; Rosa,
Carol Thurston: Miguel, Vladimir Sokoloff; Almeida,
Edward Ciannelli; Dr. Schmitt, Steven Geray; Lutzke,
Kurt Katch; Wynat, Gregory Gay; Croupier, Marcel
Dalio; Con Man, George Macready; Mrs. Benson,
Doris Lloyd; Leiris. Louis Mercier; Jennings, Monte
Blue; Page Boy, Billy Rov; Antonio, David Hoffman;
Slugger, Otto Reichow; Waiter, Leon Belasco; Casino
Attendant, Frank Reicher.

FACES IN THE FOG—Republic: Mary Elliott, Jane
Withers; Tom Elliott, Paul Kelly; Cora Elliott, Lee
Patrick; Dr. Mason, John Litel ; Joe Mason, Eric Sin

clair; Mis. Mason, Dorothy Peterson; Ncrt'a Brooks,
Gertrude Michael; Defense Attorney Rankin, H. B.
Warner; Mike, Richard Byron; Sgt. O’Donnell, Roger
Clark; Gertrude, Adele Mara; Les Elliott, Bob Steb
bins; Mr. White, Charles Trowbridge; Alice, Helen
Talbot; Danny, Joel McGinnis; Auto Court Manager,
Tom London; Capt. Roberts, Emmett Vogan.

FAREWELL MY LOVELY—RKO : Marlow<?> Dick
Powell; Mrs. Grayle, Claire Trevor; Ann, Anne
Shirley; Amthor, Otto Kruger; Moose, Mike Ma-
zurki; Mr. Grayle, Miles Mander; Marriott, Douglas
Walton; Lieutenant Randall, Don Douglas; Dr. Son-
derborg, Ralf Harolde; Mrs. Florian, Esther
Howard.

GIRL RUSH, THE—RKO : Flo, Frances Langford;
Mike, Wally Brown; Jerry, Alan Carney; Suzie, Vera
Vague; Barlan, Cy Kendall; Scully, John Merton;
Emma, Sarah Padden; Jim, Robert Mitchum; Muley,
Paul Hurst.

I ACCUSE MY PARENTS—PRC: Kitty Reed,
Mary Beth Hughes; James Wilson, Robert Lowell;
Dan Wilson, John Miljan; Mrs. Wilson, Vivienne
Osborne; Charles Blake, George Meeker; Judge, Ed-
ward Earle; Al Frazier, George Lloyd; Vera Moore,
Patricia Knox; Shirley Clark, Florence Johnson; Joe
Holden, Richard Bartell.

IRISH EYES ARE SMILING—

2

Oth Century-Fox:
Mary “Irish” O’Brien, June Haver; Ernest R. Ball,
Dick Haymes; Edgar Brawley, Monty Woolley; Al
Jackson, Anthony Quinn; Lucille Lacey, Beverly
Whitney; Stanley Ketchel, Maxie Rosenbloom; Belle
La Tour, Veda Ann Borg; Betz, Clarence Kolb;
Metropolitan Opera Singers, Leonard Warren and
Blanche Thebom; Stage Manager, Chick Chandler;
Specialty Dancer, Kenny Williams; Headwaiter,
Michael Dalmatoff; Prima Donna, Marian Martin.

LAURA—20th Century-Fox: Laura. Gene Tierney;
Mark McPherson, Dana Andrews: Waldo Lydecker,
Clifton Webb; Shelby Carpenter, Vincent Price; Ann
Treadzvell, Judith Anderson; Bessie Clary, Dorothy
Adams; McAvity, James Flavin; Bullitt, Clyde
Fillmore; Fred Callahan, Ralph Dunn; Corey, Grant
Mitchell; Louise, Kathleen Howard; Servant, Lee
Tung Foo; Detectives, Harold Schlickenmayer, Harry
Strang and Lane Chandler.

MAN IN HALF MOON STREET, THE—Para-
mount: Julian Karell, 'Nils Asther; Eve Brandon,
Helen Walker; Dr. Kurt Van Bruecken, Reinhold
Schunzel; Simpson, Julian’s Butler, Brandon Hurst;
Dr. Henry Latimer, Paul Cavanaugh; Sir Humphrey
Brandon, Edmond Breon; Inspector Garth, Matthew
B iiilton: Alan Guthrie, Morton Lowry.



MARK OF THE IVHISTLER THE—Darmour—
Columbia: Lee Nugent, Richard Dix; Patricia Henley,
Tanis Carter; Joe Sorsby, Porter Hall; Limpy Smith,
Paul Guilfoyle; Eddie Donnelly, John Calvert; Perry
Donnelly, Matt Willis.

MINISTRY OF FEAR—Paramount: Stephen Neale,
Ray Milland; Carla Hilfe, Marjorie Reynolds; Willi
Hilfc. Carl Esmond; Mrs. Bellaire No. 2, Hillary
Brooke; Prentice, Percy Waram; Cost (.Travers),
Dan Duryea; Dr. Forrester, Alan Napier; Mr. Rcn-
nit, Erskine Sanford; Mr. Newland, Thomas Louden;
Mrs. Bellaire No. 1. Aminta Dyne; Blind Man,
Eustace Wyatt; Miss Penteel, Mary Field; Mr. New-
by, Byron Foulger; Dr. Morton, Lester Mathews.

ONE BODY TOO MANY—Paramount : Albert Tut-

tle, Jack Haley; Carol Dunlap, Jean Parker; Larch-
mont, Bela Lugosi; Attorney Gellman, Bernard Ned-
ell; Matthews, Blanche Yurka; Henry Rutherford,
Douglas Fowley; Mona, Dorothy Granger; Jim Davis,
Lyle Talbot; Kenneth, Lucien Littlefield; Estelle,

Jessica Newcombe; Margaret, Maxine Fife; The Pro-
fessor, William Edmunds.

RAINBOW ISLAND—Paramount: Lona Curtis,
Dorothy Lamour; Toby Smith, Eddie Bracken: Pete
Jenkins, Gil Lamb; Ren Masters, Barry Sullivan;

Doctor Curtis, Forrest Orr; Queen Okalana, Anne
Revere; Executioner, Adia KuznetzofF; Alcoa, Reed
Hadley.

SHADOW OF SUSPICION—Monogram: Claire,
Marjorie Weaver; Jimmy, Peter Cpokson; Northrup,
Tim Ryan; Randall, Pierre Watkin; Bill, Anthony
Warde; Red, Frank Scanell; Paul, George Lewis;
Steve, Ralph Lewis’ Dolan, J. Farrell MacDonald;
Mrs. Randall, Clara Blandick; Holman, Tom Herbert;
Reporter, Lester Dorr; Express Guard, Frank Steph-
ens; Mr. Vanderbrook. Wilbur Mack; Mrs. Vander-
brook, Charlotte Treadway.

SONG TO REMEMBER, Columbia: Pro.. Joseph
Eisner, Paul Muni; George Sand, Merle Oberon;
Frederic Chopin, Cornel Wilde; Franc Liszt, Stephen
Bekassy ; Constantia, Nina Foch; Louis Pleyel. George
Coulouris; Henri Dupont, Sig Arno; Kalkbrenner,
Howard Freeman; Alfred DeM asset, George Mac-
ready; Madame Mercicr, Claire DuBrey; Monsieur
Joliet, Frank Puglia; Madame Lambert, Fern Emmett;
Isabelle Chopin, Sybil Merritt.

TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT—Warners: Morgan,
Humphrey Bogart; Eddie (The Rummy), Walter
Brennan; Marie, Lauren Bacall; Helene De Bursae,
Dolores Moran; Crickctt, Hoagy Carmichael; Paul
De Bursae, Walter Molnar; Lieut. Coyo, Sheldon
Leonard; Gerard. Marcel Dalio; Johnson, Walter
Sande; Capt. Renard, Dan Seymour; Cap. Renard's
Bodyguard, Aldo Nadi; Beauclerc, Paul Marion; Mrs.
Bcauclerc, Patricia Shay: Bartender

,

Pat West; Emil,
Emmet Smith; Horatio, Sir Lancelot.

VERY THOUGHT OF YOU, THE—Warners:
Dave, Dennis Morgan; Janet, Eleanor Parker;
"Fixit,” Dane Clark; Cora, Faye Emerson; Mrs.
Wheeler, Beulah Bondi; Pop Wheeler, Henry Trav-
ers; Fred, William Prince; Molly, Andrea King; Cal.

John Alvin; Bernice. Marianne O’Brien; Ellie, Geor-
gia Lee Settle; Soda Jerk, Dick Erdman; Minister,
Francis Pierlot.

WOMAN IN THE WINDOW. THE—International

:

Richard Wanley, Edward G. Robinson; Alice Reed.
Joan Bennett; Frank Lalor, Raymond Massey; Dr.
Barkstane, Edmond Breon; Claude Macard, Arthur
Loft; Heidt, Dan Duryea; Inspector Jackson. Thom-
as E. Jackson; Mrs. Wanley, Dorothy Peterson; Elsie,
Wanley, Carol Cameron; Dickie Wanley, Bobby
Blake.

Don't miss

your color portrait o£

Dick Haymes

which will be in

February Photoplay

Reserve your copy now!

It will be at your news-

stand January I Oth or as

soon thereafter as wartime

transportation can get it to

you

Smart baby. Smart mother, too, for she
knows that Clopay Window Shades not
only keep out the sun, but look handsome,
wear well, cost only 15c up. See them at

5c & 10c, neighborhood and. dept, stores

everywhere. In plain finish only 15c, in

washable finish only 29c, for full 36 in. x 6
ft. size, ready to attach.

EARN EXTRA MONEY 1 MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOSl
WITH GORGEOUS EVERYDAY GREETING CARDS
Turn spare time into cash! Easy! Just show your

Fascinating new occupation quickly
learned by averageman or woman.Work

friends, neighbors thrillingnew Wallace Brown
Everyday Greeting Cards. Wonder-value 16 Card
All-Occasion Assortment . . . including cards for
Birthdays, Get-Wei I, Baby-Birth, Friendship, Sympa-
thy. etc. Sells on sight for only $1.00—big profit for yoa,
up to 50c. Six more special fast-selling Assortments—
Birthday, Easter, Humorous. Get-Well, Sympathy, Gift-
Wrapping—all big money-makers. Also personal station-
ery. Samples on approval. WALLACE BROWN, INC.,
2is Fifth Ave.. Dept. M-l39,New York 10, N. Y.

SEND

NAME

FOR

SAMPLES

Art Corners-
' The Real Thing tor mounting Snapshots. Cards. Stamps,
etc. No paste needed . Pocket Gummed Inside (or

holding prints tight or loose. Near. Quick and
Artistic too. Sold at photo supply and album

counters or send 10c today for pkg. of 100

^
and Free Samples to See and Try them.

Engel Art Corners Mfg. Co.,
"“Dept. 70 N 4711 N.Clark Chicaqo-40-

od brings out natural,

Easy
to

Learn

_ like colors. Many earn
while learning. No canvassing.
Free Book tells bow to make good
money doing this delightful home
work for studios, stores. Individ-
uals and friends. Send today for
your copy. No obligation.

NATIONAL ART SCHOOL
Michigan Ave.. Dept. 1381, Chicago

Women and Men, 18 to 50
Many Swedish Massage graduates make $50,
$7 5 or even more per week. Large full time
incomes from doctors, hospitals, sanato-
rium^, clubs or private practice. Others make

. good money in spare time. You can
i win independence and prepare for

future security by training at
home and qualifying for Diploma.
Anatomy Charts and 32-page
Illustrated Book FREE—Now!
THE College of Swedish Massage
Dpt.559A, lOOE.Oh ioSt. ,Ch icagol 1

(lemedTO

YOUR CHARMS

OR TO Conceal-

SORIASIS
Many women have little latitude in choosing a mode of attire. They must dress to

conceal their psoriasis lesions. If this is your problem—try SIROIL immediately.

S1ROIL tends to remove the crusts and scales of psoriasis which are external in

character and located on the outer layer of the skin. If or when your psoriasis lesions

recur, light applications of SIROIL will help keep them under control. Applied

externally, SIROIL does not stain clothing or bed linens, nor does it interfere in

any way with your daily routine. Try it.
.

Certainly it’s worth a trial, particularly

since it’s offered to you on a two-weeks’-

satisfaction-or-money-refunded basis.

SIROIL

I Siroil Laboratories, Inc., Dept. M-24,Detroit 26, Mich.

;

;

Siroil of Canada, Ltd., Box 488, Windsor, Ont.

I Please send me your free booklet on Psoriasis.

FOR SALE AT ALL
DRUG STORES

Write todayfor interesting booklet on Psoriasis, using coupon—
|

NAME-

ADDRESS_

ii CITY_ ..ZONE. _ STATE.
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Kathryn Grayson, star of
“Anchor’s Aweigh,” sing-

ing carols and wishing the
world a Merry Christmas

!

T
HE face you’d like most to see may
be missing by your tree this year.

But there’s an antidote for the hurt
and lonesomeness . . . the antidote of

beauty.
Trim your tree even if he can’t

be there to help. Make it gaudy,
bright. Hang holly wreaths with big,

big bows where all can see and be
cheered. Share your Christmas . . .

make someone happier ... a child

whose Christmas may not be Christ-

mas unless you help , . . someone
who is sick ... a soldier or sailor

far from home.
“As for gifts,” says Kathryn Gray-

son, “make them the ones that buoy
another’s spirits, that make grim
days a little easier to face with head
held high.” Veteran of many a sing-

ing tour for American boys in ser-

vice, for workers in war plants,

Kathryn knows the importance of

beauty.

Perky Packages . . . You’ll please
Uncle Sam and get “A” for ingenuity
from friends if, instead of bemoaning
today’s shortage of gay Christmas
papers, you’ll devise some clever

ones of .your own. For instance, wrap
small gifts with lovely pictures from
old calendars. Or use last Sunday’s
funnies for your less serious gifts.

Left-over wallpaper makes a lovely

wrapping tied with left-over yarn.

And you, bright girl, will undoubt-
edly think of other substitutes, just

as attractive.

Some holly-trimmed pack-

ages for happy holidays

—

and a bit of Yuletide spirit

Glamour Assembly Line . . . Trim
a miniature fake Christmas tree (or

a real one if they’re available in your
neighborhood) with small-sized fix-

ings for a complete beauty routine.

For a manicure, attach orange stick,

cuticle and polish remover, emery
boards, hand softener and several

shades of nail polish. For that smile,

hang on the tiny tree a dentifrice,

dental floss, toothbrush, mouth wash
and lipstick.

Take a red, white, or black cotton
stocking or sock, decorate with tiny

ribbon bows, gold Christmas stars or
lace. Fill this with a good soap, bath
perfumer or softener and lotion to

keep body skin soft. Or how about
a Christmas stocking filled

with a shampoo, tinted rinse,

bobby pins, tiny combs to

keep a coif in place? In a
tiny decorated Christmas
stocking, put eye-bedeckers

like shadow, eyebrow pencil, eye
lotion, tweezers and mascara.

m
pip

Lift the Spirit! Yes, this year, let’s

give beauty in lovely bottles and
boxes for the boost they give morale
and the way they pamper the fem-
inine ego. A beautiful compact, a
delicate toilet water, guest soap

—

several deliciously scented cakes ta
the box—these can’t miss! Give per-
fume, there are so many fine ones,

youthful, sophisticated, fresh as
spring, femme fatale, or gay in mood.
Perhaps, you’ll want to give only a

dram in a stunning old bottle, picked
up in an antique shop.

Or maybe you’re partial to gift sets

that pack under one roof several
beauty allies. You’ll find hundreds
of entrancing ensembles such as

bath powder, cologne, maybe a bub-
ble bath or a grand cake of soap,
under one lid. Nail kits are Christ-
mas favorites, too, coming as they
do in attractive purse-type fabric

envelopes which contain nail enamel,
polish remover and base, perhaps, to

make polish adhere. Other ensem-
bled sets may include a luscious face
powder, lipstick and rouge. All such
are super gifties and priced to your
budget whatever it is.

On Christmas Eve . . . Beside this

year’s tree, look your loveliest . . .

Pretend if you must. Sing out
Christmas carols with all your heart
and soul. Go to church. Pour out
your good wishes to the world. It

can be a Merry Christmas!

c
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lanky Clover has a new dress!

Yanky Clove r ... meadowsweet scent of the countryside... is one of

America’s best-loved fragrances. Now this haunting, nostalgic breath of all

outdoors is dressed up in packages as romantic and gay and expressive of

American country life as Yanky Clover itself!

Here are packages with the lilt and color and sunny warmth of the era

that inspired the nation’s musical hit, "Oklahoma!” Perfume. . .toilet water

. . . dusting powder ... $1 each, plus tax . . . singly or combined in sets tor

Christmas giving ... all fresh and fragrant with Yanky Clover.

If you have difficulty in finding these new packages, remember that Yanky Clover
in old or new wrappings smells as sweet.

P

IVt

M
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(Continued from page 39) need any more
than you had anyway,” he says, remem-
bering other happy days in other and less

remunerative jobs. Like, say, apprentice
bricklayer, soda mixer and concrete mixer.
“You can’t buy any more laughs than you
had then,” he reminisces.

“Actually the best things in life are free

anyway,” says Gene. “The really impor-
tant things don’t cost anything. Things
like sunshine, good stimulating conversa-
tion, congenial company, good health and
a lot of laughs. We’re lucky enough at our
house to know the people who know how
to make laughter, how to take it and how
to pass it around,” he grins.

That’s plenty evident. From the time
the familiar figure of Kelly in his rehearsal
togs would come through the door, the
commissary at M-G-M would begin to take
on the air of a meeting of the local Opti-
mist Club as stars, directors, writers et al

would hail him with a “Hey, Gene—

”

He’d use up most of his lunch hour shak-
ing hands the width of the room. Then,
watching the clock with one eye, he’d bolt

down the cream-cheese sandwich the
knowing waitress put in front of him and
dash off, “speaking” his way out of the
commissary again.
Around the lot he’s known as a very

intelligent, reasonable, levelheaded person.
And with no temperament.
There are a few things that get a rise out

of his Irish nature, chief of which is seeing
an injustice done anyone. Then, too, con-
scientious worker that he is, he dislikes

lengthy interruptions whenever he’s re-

hearsing or creating a new routine.

He’s very popular with reporters who
cover the Hollywood beat. The only time
he’s ever tangled with any reporter was
when a columnist dreamed up the fantastic

tale that Gene and Betsy were separated.

At that very minute the Kellys were
having dinner at the home of their close

friends, the Richard Whorfs. They laughed
it off as too silly even to get mad about
—until they got home and found out that

they had two long-distance calls waiting,

from Gene’s mother in Pittsburgh, and
from Betsy’s in New Jersey. They soon
found themselves trying frantically to ex-
plain to their respective mothers-in-law
in three minutes what others have taken
a lifetime to solve: Namely, just where
reporters get the hat out of which they
pull such things.

More than anything else Gene would
like to gain still more recognition as an
actor and get more dramatic roles such as

he had in “The Cross Of .Lorraine” and
“Christmas Holiday.” That is, the last part

of “Christmas Holiday.” Being very self-

critical, Gene can’t see himself in light love

scenes, although Betsy thought his love

scenes with Deanna Durbin were swell.

“He thinks he was too coy,” teases Betsy,

“but I thought he was really cute in them.”
Gene winces. “That’s what I mean,” he
says, “I can’t do that light love stuff with-
out looking—cute!”

He’ll take nothing less than perfection

in his dancing and works constantly at

dreaming up dance routines that on paper
look like combined military operations.

You could always find Gene still going
strong at three and four a.m. in the pretty

blue-toned living room at home, setting

the timing, mechanics and pantomime.
Nothing he does surprises Betsy any more.
She became used to seeing him sitting

p there in a trance, thinking something out,

M then suddenly taking off like a streamliner

M over the furniture around the room.

He thinks Fred Astaire, with whom he
does the “Babbitt And Bromide” number
in “Ziegfeld Follies” is “the tops.”

Keeping up with Kelly

They rehearsed six hours a day for this
number and every night when they went
home each of them would try to dream up
something to stump the other one on the
next day. Then they’d compare notes.
With much kidding.

In “Anchors Aweigh” Gene tangos
with Kathryn Grayson, does a charming
Mexican number with seven-year-old
Sharon MacManus, a sailor routine with
Sinatra and has a solo number that should
be the show-stopper of all time.

Frankie will tell you that Teacher Kelly
is plenty okay. “He has one of the greatest
talents in the country,” he says. “Nobody
can match him. And he’s so patient!”

A LL this swoon business—girls squealing
whenever he’s announced—still comes

as a big surprise to him. The levelheaded,
modest Kelly who thinks of himself in
terms of a normal, Brother-Elk sort of
guy, can’t get used to being mobbed by
bobby-sockers and feminine fans. One
thing it proves—that they swoon from the
feet as well as the voice. Though when
his pals kid him about it, the most Kelly
will admit to causing is a semi-swoon.

But he causes ’em to keel over, anyway.
Keeler-Kelly, they’re calling him now.
Gene loves children and every kid with-

in biking distance of the Kelly house
used to come visiting on week ends to play
ball, Ping-pong or “Kick the Can” with the
Kellys and their friends. You could usu-
ally find a goodly portion of Metro’s
younger contract list there, too. Such folk
as the Keenan Wynns, Nancy Walker, Judy
Garland, Bob Walker and the Richard
Whorfs.

It made Gene and Betsy very happy
for their friends to come over to their
house because they’d always rather stay
home anyway. They say they had more
fun there.

It’s always hard for Gene to tear him-
self away from the side of his glamour
girl—two-year-old Kerry with the soft
brown curls and blue, heavily lashed eyes
—and his pretty wife who looks to be just
a charming kid.

Betsy is quite a dancer in her own right,

having starred on Broadway in Saroyan’s
“The Beautiful People,” but will tell you
that she can’t dance with Gene. “Oh some-
times we clown around,” she says, “but
he’s much too good for me!”

Gene, on the other hand, will tell you
otherwise. He’s very proud of Betsy’s
talent and he wants Betsy definitely to go
on with her career now that he is in ser-
vice.

Both of them hope that Kerry will fol-

low them in show business and are very

proud that she can do a whole mild dance
routine even now. Whenever she hears
music she’ll hang onto a tea table with
one chubby hand and start stamping
violently.

“Do the whole step, honey,” they’ll coax.
At which she throws both hands up in

the air—and still stamps violently.

Just before Gene went into service,
Betsy had gone to New York for a long-
delayed visit with her mother, and Kerry
and Gene “batched” together at home.
Kerry stayed behind with the nurse and
her dad, for, as Gene commented, “I just
can’t spare both my women, at the same
time.”

When he put Betsy on the train they
made a bargain to just talk to each other
long distance twice a week—late at night
when service men wouldn’t need the lines.

“But we were both so lonely that we
talked the first four nights out of six,”

Gene grinned sheepishly. Always very late

at night.

Meanwhile, Kerry took over as lady of
the house and business went on nearly as
usual at the Kelly home. They had a little

domestic routine they would go through
every day, beginning when the colored
nurse “Mamie” brought Kerry into Gene’s
room early in the morning so that she
could “talk” to him while he was shaving
and getting ready for the studio. Then they
would go down to breakfast together,
Kerry gossiping cheerfully at the table in

what Gene calls the “biggest mass of
double-talk you’ve ever heard.” He does,
however, recognize her “Da’h” for “Daddy”
and it sounds like pretty hot dialogue to
him.
He had looked forward to going over-

seas to entertain the boys. He’s hoofed it

a lot on the hospital circuits and has seen
just what it means. It was his report to

the Hollywood Victory Committee about
the need for a regular hospital entertain-
ment tour that helped push the organiza-
tion of such a unit.

The heaviest-hearted hoofing he’s ever
done was a request for “For Me And My
Gal” for a boy he knew was going to die
the next day. That was one time Kelly had
all he could do to keep from crying as he
hoofed.
There is a prophetic ring to the fact

that Gene’s latest picture is “Anchors
Aweigh,” for Gene’s a Navy lad now him-
self. The Navy may still decide his flying
feet are more valuable as morale builders
than for swabbing down decks. But what-
ever the decision, rest assured Kelly will

be in there swinging—from the hip or from
the heart.

The End

IT’S V-DAY FOR

cS/<ytYa Q)e

in Photoplay’s Color Portrait Poll. You’ll find her on page 29.

Running a close second is William Eythe appearing on page 31.

Whom would you like to see pictured in Photoplay? Send in the

ballot below to the Color Portrait Editor, Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd

St., New York 17, N. Y.

I would like to see a color portrait of in Photoplay
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Pink

Sapphire*

Oriental

Sapphire*

Black

Sapphire*

Black

CherryV Royal

Plum

THIS NEWLY LUSTROUS, TRUE LACQUER

Chen Yu long lasting nail lacquer . . . newly lustrous and each shade newly rich,

newly elegant . . . dresses your nails in the brilliance of precious jewels.

Oh so flattering to your hands! Very possibly, very probably it’s

time for you to try a new shade. So we offer to send you

trial bottles of any two and a free trial size bottle

of Chen Yu lacquerol base coat (it’s that extra

coat ot added beauty and longer wear).

Mandarin
Red

*Note especially “Pink Sapphire”, “Oriental

Sapphire”, “Black Sapphire”, and remember any

Chen Yu shade just hates to chip

!

Opiu/n

ffe^P Poppy

Temp /e

Weeping
Willow

| Flowerinq

Plum

Canton
Red HEN YU

made in U. S. A.
.
Mk t-

LONG LASTING NAIL LACQUER
Opium Brown
Dream ^^Coraf

Coolie
Dragon's

Blood
COPYRIGHT 1944 ASSOCIATED DISTRIBUTORS, INC., DISTRIBUTORS, CHICAGO. NEW YORK OFFICE— FRENCH BLDG., ROCKEFELLER CENTER.

SEND COUPON
FOR TWO SHADES

Important: This special coupon offer

FILLED FROM CHICAGO OFFICE ONLY
ASSOCIATED DISTRIBUTORS. INC.
30 W. Hubbard Street, Dept. MFW-5, Chicago 10, 111.

Send me two sample size flacons of Chen Yu Nail Lacquer
and a FREE bottle of Lacquerol base. I enclose twenty-five
cents to cover cost of packing, mailing and Government Tax.
(For an additional twenty-five cents I will receive two trial

size Chen Yu lipsticks in harmonizing shades to the lacquer
colors I selected.)

Lacquer shades here: __

Mark X if you desire harmonizing lipsticks Q
Name

City_

I SOUTH AMERICA, ADDRESS CHEN YU, SANTA FE 802, BUENOS AIRES, ARGENTIf
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More doctors advise Ivory
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!

That's why I use it..

WE have that Ivory Look . .

.

There's a way for you to have a smoother, softer

complexion—starting today

!

A way to have that

glowing Ivory Look yourself. An easy way—too.

Just listen to baby's beauty hint, and change

from careless skin care to regular, gentle

cleansings with that pure, mild cake of Ivory.

Ivory Soap contains no coloring, medication
or strong perfume that might irritate

tender skin. More doctors advise Ivory

than all other brands put together! Do you

need a better reason to try it—now? 99%o% fiuhsl>

That's why SHE uses it...

TO EVERY CIVILIAN: Soap waste is war waste — for soap is a necessity, and made of strategic materials as well. So make your Ivory last!
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GIRL: Don’t be stupid, Cupid. I adore dancing

with Junior! I only wish he were a little taller . . . older .

.

and not my brother!

C1IPID: Well, then, how about helping me help you?

With a smile, for instance!

GIRL: Smile? Me? Plain old me? Look, Cupid: I’m

no beauty. And my smiling wouldn’t help.

CUPID: Help? Heavens, Girl, look around you!

Beautiful girls aren’t always the most popular. It’s the girl

with the radiant smile who wins attention— and hearts!

Get busy, Girl! Smile! Sparkle!

GIRL: Sparkle? Pardon, Cupid. But with my
teeth, I couldn’t even glow. I brush my teeth, but —

CUPID:— but you never do a thing about the

“pink” on your tooth brush! By gosh. Girl, there

ought to be a special sign for every girl in the country:

"Never Ignore Tint Tooth Brush’!”

Plain girl . . . that “pink” is a sign that you’d better

see your dentist right away. He may say that your

gums have become tender, robbed of exercise by
today’s soft foods. And he may suggest, “the helpful

stimulation of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.”

GIRL: Yes. But we were talking about my smile,

Cupid. Not my gums.

CUPID: And that’s just it! Ipana and massage

are designed to help your smile. Ipana not only

cleans teeth. It is specially designed, with massage, to

help stimulate gums to healthier firmness. Massage

a little extra Ipana on your gums every time

you brush your teeth. You’ll help yourself to

healthier gums, sounder, brighter teeth . . . and a

lovelier smile. And someone else to dance with!

Get started on Ipana and massage today. Child!

IPANA AND MASSAGE
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The greatest

star of the

screen I

This is our 72nd column ! Our 40 million
readers now know that we never rave
without reason.

And, brethren and sistren, we’re raving
about two new film’s coming around
the mountain of the New Year.

First, there is “Thirty Seconds Over
Tokyo”, the deeply moving dramatiza-
tion of Captain Ted Lawson’s true
accourtt of the surprise thrill of the
war—the first bombing of Tokyo by
those gallant men who took off from
Shangri-La!

Spencer Tracy turns in his most com-
manding performance as Lieutenant
Colonel “Jimmy” Doolittle; handsome
Van Johnson (did you read Life?) adds
to his laurels as Lawson; and Robert
(“Hargrove”) Walker is the dead-eye
gunner of their B-25 bomber, “The
Ruptured Duck.”

Lovely Phyllis Thaxter (a new dream)
plays Ellen, Lawson’s bride, warming
the picture with a tender romantic note
that makes “Thirty Seconds Over
Tokyo” a truly magnificent story of
deep-abiding love and inspiring courage.

k k
Then, M-G-M has forthcoming a gay,
gorgeous, grand and Techniglorious film

delight, “Meet Me In St. Louis.” It

takes you back to the St. Louis Fair as

a guest of the Smiths, a family that
might be your own— if you have one.

Judy Garland is the
star—young, viva-
cious, golden-voiced

Judy—as the girl

just awakening, to
love for the boy next
door. And with her,

as an impish, devil-

ish, utterly lovable
kid sister, is that
great artist, little

Margaret O’Brien.

Happy-hearted, brimming with music
and the joy of living, “Meet Me In St.

Louis” includes seven smash songs,

among them that bell-ringing success,
‘

‘Clang ,
Clang, Clang,Went theTrolley ”

that you’re hearing on the hit parade.

When you “Meet Me In St. Louis” and
spend “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo”,
you’ll get a good idea of the great enter-

tainment to expect
from M-G-M all
through this Happy
New Year.

Which, by the way,.,
we’ve wished you.

— J?eo
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Golden-voiced Judy

and little sweetheart

Margaret in the happy

-

hearted joy-film of the

nation! The St. Louis

Fair enchants you. .

.

young hearts are in love

. . .and songs fill the

air! And it '

s

all in

rainbow Technicolor!

j
Clauf ! Went

STARRING

inTECHNICOLOR

MoMmtOBmt
In M-G-M’s ff Glorious Love Story

MARY ASTOR * LUCILLE BREMER -TOM DRAKE -MARJORIE MAIN
Screen flay by Irving Brecher and Fred F. Finklehoffe • Based an the Book by Solly Benson • Directed by VINCENTE MINNELLI • Produced by ARTHUR FREED • A Metro-Goldwyn-Moyer Picture

3
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK

Marriage with music: Husky-voiced Alice Faye and band
leader himsbamid Phil Harris have dinner at Charley Foy’s

Major dinner date: Ella Raines and Army husband Major
Kenneth Trout watch the night life from a Mocambo table

Comments of the Month: If you wonder what’s hap-
pened to “Mildred Pierce” after all this time, wonder
no more. Joan Crawford has the title role and it’s

finally in production . . . Don’t be surprised if

Marjorie Reynolds and her husband, Captain Jack
Reynolds, come to a parting of the ways with all

Hollywood on Marjorie’s side.

Freddie Bartholomew telephoned Cal about that

auto accident involving his car and one containing
Joe E. Brown’s daughters, Mary, aged fourteen (criti-

cally injured) and Kathryn, eleven. It seems the car
ran into Freddie’s, which eliminates him from blame
. . . That cute brunette taking driving lessons all over
the Toluca Lake district was Mrs. Frank Sinatra. It

was to surprise Frankie when he got back from New
York . . . Hollywood is beginning to think Paramount
Studios needs its head examined letting Fred Mac-
Murray sign with 20th, losing Claudette Colbert and
suspending Bob Hope, of all people.

Don’t be too sure of a reconciliation between Hel-
mut Dantine and Gwen Anderson, who was so ill with
pneumonia, even though he rented her a house in

Palm Springs and visited her often during her re-

cuperation . . . That leather gadget Turhan Bey
wears on his belt to hold his pipe is really something.
Harry James’s return wiped that perpetual frown

from Betty Grable’s face. And such a purty face . . .

What we’re waiting for is the screen debut of Olivia

de Havilland and Joan Fontaine’s mother, Lillian

Fontaine, as Jane Wyman’s mother in “Lost Week-
end.”

Love from Judy: You boys over there, here and
everywhere, while Judy Garland was recording
for you, “Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas,”
she broke down and wept, ( Continued on page 6)
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BLAZING WITH MODE BRILLIANCE

I
MULTI-FACET* forty- extra -facet diamond rings

bring you brilliance, color and radiance never

before passible— priced to your fiance's budget!

See the only modern diamonds as brilliant as

your most fabulous dreams at leading jewelers.

MULTI-FACET* DIAMOND RINGS with matching wed-

ding bands $90 to $ 7,5 0 0 fiax included

Send for the romantic: “STORY OF A DIAMOND".

MULTI-FACET DIAMOND CO. PF 1

551 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

I'd lone lo read "The Story of a Diamond."

1 enclose 10c postage for the booklet.

Mv NAftF

MY ftOORFft

M RINGS ENLARGED TO SHOW DETAIL.

•pat. u. s. pat. off. a foreign countries . . .

REG.U.S. PAT. OFF. ENTIRECONTENTSCOPYRI G HTED

INSIDE STUFF

Strictly exclusive: Burgess Mere-
dith, Paulette Goddard and
host Romanoff—with thanks to
him for these Fink close-ups—as they fete Charlie Berns
of New York’s Club “21”

Bob Montgomery, after distinguished service abroad, with Claudette Colbert

Pair of famous profiles: Gene Tierney

and Bob Hope compare notes and dance

(Continued from, page 4)

and when the musicians heard the
playback, they wept too. And all of us
wept with love for you this Christmas.

Fashion Fling: Wait till you see Ida
Lupino in “Pillar To Post.” She will be
the first movie star to wear or even be
seen in one of those new short night-
gowns—Ida says they’re very cute.

And she says that the scene in the

picture in which she wears one con-
tains some of the funniest dialogue
she’s ever heard or spoken!
Saw Merle Oberon at Mocambo,

looking very smart in what at first

seemed to be a plaid dinner suit. But
when you got closer you saw that the
skirt was short and the beautiful plaid

material was of lame—the shimmer of

the metallic threads doubly chic in the

almost severely tailored but very dressy

suit. Her famous individual diamond
flowers (which can be worn together

or in different spots) were stuck onto

a lapel.

And speaking of diamonds—Paulette
Goddard wore that fabulous necklace

of hers to the big party tossed by
( Continued on page 8)
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Yon can have

Try Glover’s Famous

3-WAY MEDICINAL
TREATMENT

o vernight—you'll see and feel

the difference! One application

will convince you ! Glover's

leaver your hair softer, radiant,

sparklingly high-lighted, with

added loveliness, no matter what
style hair-do you like best. Try
all three Glover's preparations—

Glover's Mange Medicine, fam-
ous since 1876 — GLO-VER
Beauty Shampoo — Glover's Im-
perial Hair Dress! Try them
separately, or in one complete
treatment. Ask at any Drug
Store, today

!

TRIAL SIZE—send Coupon for

all three products in hermeti-

cally-sealed bottles, packed in

special carton, with complete in-

structions for the 3-Way over-

night treatment, and useful FREE
booklet, "The Scientific Care of

Scalp and Hair."

Apply with massage for DAN-
DRUFF, ANNOYING SCALP and
excessive FALLING HAIR,

I—Apply Glover’s
Mange Medicine,
with massage, for
Dandruff, Annoy-
ing Scalp, exces-
sive Falling Hair.

2 — For soft, lus-
trous hair, use Glo-
Ver Beauty Sham-
poo in hard or soft
water.

3—UseGlover's Im-
perial Non-alcoholic
and Antiseptic Hair
Dress. The delicate
scent lingers.

jass;
Gflwtr’s, 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 552, New York I, N. Y. S

Send "Complete Trial Application" package in plain |

wrapper by return mail, containing Glover’s Mange •

Medicine, Glo-Ver Beauty Shampoo and Glover’s
J

Imperial Hair Dress, in hermetically-sealed bottles, \

with informative FREE booklet. I enclose 25c. •

Name i

Address i

Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on
{

receipt of 10c to cover postage and packing. i

%U<SUs INSIDE STIFF

Are- they -marrieds: Ann
Sheridan breaks her tete-

a-tete with Steve Han-
nagan to hail a Navy lad

Hollywood Park-ers:
George Raft listens care-

fully while Virginia
Maples makes a point

(Continued from page 6)

Cobina Wright Sr. for the stars who
had entertained overseas—and it just

about blinded everyone. Joan Fontaine,
seated near Paulette at dinner, was
drooling in admiration and in a mood
to throw away the very good-looking
chunk of costume jewelry she was
wearing around her own neck! Paulette

was in a long black dinner gown,
trimmed with black lace—the bodice cut
very low. Joan wore a long black velvet

evening gown. Decollete—but around
her shoulders and trailing almost to the

floor was a narrow black velvet scarf

(like Grandma wore) edged heavily

all around with masses of ermine tails.

Very picturesque—and very flattering.

Ilona Massey had eyes popping with the

evening gown she was almost not wear-
ing! Cut very low back and front—no
straps, tight bodice of cerise taffeta and
very full simple skirt.

Adrian’s latest fashion show is re-

sponsible for a lot of the Hollywood
babes going in for bustles in a big way.
Saw Gene Tierney one night in a

brown satin-brocaded dinner suit, short
skirt, with a cute little puffy bustle

resting where a good bustle should be
—and Lana Turner (who has posi-

tively been wearing the gaspiest gowns

in town) has a black satin dinner suit

that features one—so have Mrs. Gary
Cooper, Claudette Colbert and some of !

the smarter dressers in movieland.
Saw Lucille Ball one night at La Rue

and she looked stunning in a short
turquoise wool jacket over a tight short
black wool skirt. The jacket, with en-
ormously wide shoulders, was severely
simple, cut close up to the neck but
collarless—and very snug around the
hips. She had the biggest bag we’ve
ever seen slung over her shoulders by
a black leather strap—the bag was in

three sections. Black gloves and pumps
finished her off. Very snazzy outfit

—

and one that can work about six differ-

ent ways—if you have a good-looking
plain black or brown skirt. Just change
jackets and accessories.

Here and There: Alan Ladd will be
out your way—that is if your way is

around the Middle West—and soon.
He’s going on his first hospital tour as

soon as “Salty O’Rourke” is in the bag.
He won’t make any attempt at doing
an act or making speeches. He’ll just

sit around and talk to the boys.
Linda Darnell, who has to fight that

old devil fat from time to time, has
(Continued on page 10)
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AT THE FIRST SIGN OF A COLD

Direct Exposure?
One of the easiest ways of contracting

colds is to kiss someone already in-

fected. Another is to get in the path

of a sneeze or cough.

Wet Feet?
They, like cold feet, can lower body
resistance so that certain ge' ms on
mouth and throat surfaces may invade
the tissue and complicate the infec-

tion which may be started by a virus.

In a Draft?
Some people seem to dare drafts with

impunity, hut many medical men say

that for others they definitely can

lower body resistance and help make
it easier for you to catch cold.

BEFORE

Note How Listerine

Gargle Reduced Germs

Actual tests showed reductions
of bacteria on mouth and throat
surfaces ranging up to 96.7%
fifteen minutes after the Listerine
Antiseptic gargle, and up to 80%
onehouraftertheListerine gargle.

Belter Gargle LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC- QuickI

Prompt antiseptic action may help ‘‘nip

trouble in the bud’’ . . . attack threatening

Secondary Invaders before they attack you

Many doctors believe that some kind of a virus

often starts a cold, and that a threatening group of germs

called the "Secondary Invaders,” frequently complicates

it and is responsible for much of its misery. Anything

that lowers body resistance makes their work easier.

Obviously, the time to fight a cold is in the early

stages, and effort should be directed against these "Sec-

ondary Invaders” before they penetrate the tissue.

So, at the first sign of a sneeze, chill, cough, or sniffle

—when you feel a cold coming on—by all means, get

started early with a Listerine Antiseptic gargle.

Listerine Antiseptic Kills Bacteria

This wonderful germicide reaches way back on throat

surfaces to kill millions of bacteria . . . helps guard

against a "mass invasion” of the throat tissues.

In repeated tests, bacterial reductions on mouth and

throat surfaces, ranging up to 96.7% fifteen minutes

after the Listerine Antiseptic gargle, have been noted.

And even an hour after the gargle, reductions up to

80% have been noted.

Fewer Colds—Tests Showed

Moreover, Listerine Antiseptic has backed up its labora-

tory performance with an impressive record on human
"guinea pigs” observed in tests conducted over a pei'iod

of twelve years. Please note the result:

Those test subjects who gargled Listerine Antiseptic

twice a day hadfewer colds and usually had milder ones

than those ivho did not gargle, and fewer sore throats.

Take the word of outstanding medical men—a cold

is nothing to fool with. At the very first symptom take p

this sensible precaution—the Listerine Antiseptic gargle m

-—in the early stages. Prompt precautions may head off M

an unpleasant and miserable siege of illness.

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo. 9
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A BRILLIANT MUSICAL PANORAMA
IN A SETTING OF SPECTACLE AND ROMANCE!

It's all New and Different! There's Majestic Pageantry!
Hundreds of Skating Lovelies! Uproarious Comedy!
Super Songs! And aTenderLove StoryThat Will Capture
Your Heart! It's the Screen's Topnotch Entertainment!

VERA HRUBA RALSTON

^ke^lacibJerenade
Featuring EUGENE PALLETTE • VERA VAGUE • ROBERT LIVINGSTON • STEPHANIE BACHELOR
w<ft WAITED CATLETT . LLOYD CORRIOAN • RUTH TERRY • WILLIAM FRAWLEY JOHN UTIL LUDWIO STOSSil ANDREW TOMIES

„

I

RAY NOBLE and Orchestra . HARRY OWENS and hit Royal Hawaiiant

ICE SPECIALTIES] MeCOWAN AND MACK • TWINKLE WATTS • THE MERRY MEISTERS

with Cu««t Star ROY ROGERS KINO OP THE COWEOYS

A REPUBLIC PICTURE

Dance-data: Red Cramer and Ida Lu-

pino caught exchanging smiles and steps

( Continued jrom page 8)

been dieting and has lost ten pounds.

Hubby Pev Marley is afraid she’s get-

ting too thin and he keeps stuffing

vitamin pills down her pretty thr.oat.

Bing Crosby has lost pounds and

pounds—from that 19,000 mile overseas

tour in Europe during which it seems

he really never stopped singing, talk-

ing or entertaining except for the very

few hours sleep he got in mostly un-
comfortable places each night. But he

looks wonderful—and for the first time

is really bronzed from the sun. That

rest on a Nevada rancho did it.

A Word about the Boys: Lt. Jackie

Coogan has already announced his post-

war plans and they sound swell. With
the Heasley Twins (those lads that

shine on skates with Sonja Henie) Lt.

Jackie will open a flying school and sell

medium and low-priced planes on the

side. Hear tell The Kid has other plans

too, matrimonial ones that have to do
with Ramsay Ames. Well, we’ll see.

Mrs. Henry Fonda raced from one
nursery to. another (the flower kind)

all this month in an effort to fulfill the

request of her husband Lt. (j.g.) Hank
Fonda now assigned to shore duty on a

Pacific island. “Send me seeds, every
kind and lots of them,” he wrote, “I

want to start a Victory garden.” There
always was a lot of farmer in Fonda.
They call him rootin’ shootin’ Skel-

ton in Hollywood after Red rated

ninety -five in marksmanship at Camp
Roberts. Red stopped in Hollywood
long enough to say “hello” and “good-

by” between Camp Roberts and Camp
10



INSIDE STUFF

Sibert in Alabama, his new destina-

tion. Wouldn’t surprise Cal to hear Red
had gone overseas any day now. And
wait till the “mean widdle kid” hits

Paris. Incidentally, Red has scribbled

out a book on his experiences which
should be a honey.

Capt. Bob Preston is now an intelli-

gence officer with a medium bomber
group in France. What’s more his outfit

received a presidential unit citation.

Jeanette MacDonald flashed that

beautiful smile when she learned hus-
band Gene Raymond had been pro-
moted from captain to major. Major
Raymond served eleven months in Eng-
land before assignment to Yuma, Ari-
zona, as an instructor.

Purely Accidental: Katharine Hep-
bum went down to the M-G-M studio

to inspect her newly decorated dress-
ing room. Just as she stepped to the

door a fire hose broke open, drench-
ing the star and ruining the beautiful

new room. For a moment Katie stood
speechless, and then turning, she said

to the publicists: “Is Ginger Rogers
on this lot?”

Hepburn, o£ course, was remember-
ing the time at RKO when Ginger
dumped a bucket of water on Katie
who was just entering her dressing
room. The pay-off was that Ginger was
on the M-G-M lot working on “Week-
end At The Waldorf,” but naturally
had nothing to do with the accident.

Yei, This I* Hollywood, Friends: After
the preview of “A Song To Remember,”
Merle Oberon, the star, hurried over to

Paul Muni to tell him how much she
enjoyed his performance.

Look ! New rave Lauren Bacall chats
with Herbert Marshall at Romanoff’s

Ate you in the know ?

A WAC officer can wed her One and Only,-

whether he’s a brass hat, a non-com, or plain

G.I. Joe. Perhaps you’ll be asked to be one

of the bridesmaids at a furlough wedding.

You can be on the scene—serene— whatever

the time of the month. Kotex will keep you

confident, because unlike thick, stubby nap-

kins, Kotex has patented flat tapered ends

that don’t show revealing lines. And you’ll

find the dependable comfort of Kotex so

different from pads that just "feel” soft at first

touch— for Kotex stays soft while wearing!

It’s fun to read character through hand-

writing! If you study up on the sub-

ject, beforehand, it tells all! Do you
write uphill? You’re an optimist, says

Dorothy Sara, noted handwriting ana-

lyst. Why not keep that cheery outlook
— even on trying days? You’ll never be a

"worry-bird” with Kotex sanitary napkins,

because that 4-ply safety center keeps moisture

away from the sides. That’s why you can

count on getting protection plus—when you
use Kotex.

Can this WAC Lieutenant marry—
A Private

A Captain

A Sergeant

If your writing runs uphill, are you-

Moody

Indifferent to people

An optimist

More worn©*'*

*an •»

salary naVWms **

To make your lipstick stick— first, powder

lips lightly. Apply lip rouge over powder,

blot with Kleenex and you’re set — for longer

than you think. And your confidence can

linger longer — on problem days. Just be sure

your sanitary napkin is suited to your special

needs. Only Kotex comes in 3 sizes, for dif-

ferent women, different days. Choose Regular,

Junior or Super Kotex by the color of its box.

Will lip rouge linger longer if you —
Moisten the lips first

Apply it over powder

Repaint a previous job
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Earn Sparetime Money and Get

Your Own DRESSES
EOCC AS A SALESrKEC bonus

Here is a delightful, easy, spare time occupation for mar-
ried women (rind a few ambitious single women) who will
welcome the opportunity to turn their idle hours into cash

—

and at the same time get their own personal dresses and
other wearing apparel FREE as a bonus, without paying
one single penny! Imagine showing your friends and
neighbors a vast, complete selection of newest, gorgeous
frocks for spring and summer—more than 100 styles, all

sizes, and scores of fabrics in the season's latest colors and
patterns! You know they’ll be fascinated, especially when
you mention the AMAZINGLY LOW PRICES and the
PROMPT DELIVERY.

Use Your Own Home as Headquarters
Many thousands of women, young and old, living in every
part of the United States, in big cities and in small towns,

are adding many welcome dollars to their incomes—and
earning their personal wardrobes—by the remarkable Har-
ford Frocks Plan. When your friends and neighbors see

the beauty of the styles, learn the LOW MONEY -SAVING
PRICES, see the COMPLETENESS of the selection and
the many dozens of styles they can pick from—they’ll be
mighty happy to give you their orders. Not only do you
make a handsome cash commission on every order you take,

but vou also earn generous credit towards your own per-
sonal dresses and other wearing apparel, and that’s how
you can be "the best dressed woman in town" without lay-

ing out one single cent.

You Offer a COMPLETE Line of Wearing Apparel
Yes, more than 100 different dresses, all the very latest

styles—but in addition, the Harford Frocks line contains

hosiery, lingerie, sportswear, suits, coats, children’s cloth-

ing, etc. Imagine giving your customers the opportunity
to select all their wearing apparel needs at money-saving
prices, in the comfort and privacy of their own homes with-
out tedious shopping, without using gasoline, without ex-
pending precious time! No wonder Harford Frocks sales-

people everywhere are reporting phenomenal success!

Gorgeous Style
Presentation FREE

Just mail Ihe coupon below and
attach a letter about yourself, for
the glorious presentation of Har-
ford Frocks styles ABSOLUTELY
FREE. No money to nay now or
any time. Get the fashion figures
illustrated in full colors and the
scores of actual samples of the
fabrics—all FREE. Mail the cou-
pon NOW.

HARFORD FROCKS, INC.
Dept. G-7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

r—.............
| HARFORD FROCKS, INC.

| Dept. C-7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio
B Send me the hew Harford Frocks L,

| Style Presentation ABSOLUTELY
start to earn money in spare
sonal wardrobe too,

| Name

2
Address

I City

|
My Age is

i—————

<£ai%*b INSIDE STUFF

Time out for tricks: Rita Hayworth smiles approval
while her husband Orson Welles supplies the magic

Muni thanked her. “I hear you’re
very good, too,” he said.

“Oh, didn’t you see the picture?”

asked Miss Oberon, taken aback.
“Oh yes, I saw it,” Muni replied,

“but I only looked at myself.” . . .

Mickey Rooney’s bride, head and
shoulders taller than her husband, ar-

rived in Hollywood to make her home
with the star’s mother, Mrs. Nell Panky.
“And what do you call Mickey’s

bride?” a studio friend asked one of

Mickey’s pals, “Mrs. Rooney or just

Betty Jane?”
“Neither,” said the pal. “I just call

her The Lanky Panky.”

Party Note: Jeanne Crain was at the
Cobina Wright Sr. party, looking so

ingenue in a semi-evening gown of

pale blue marquisette. She must have
been a bit confused for she was flanked
most of the evening by Errol Flynn
who was being very attentive, and Paul
Brooke who looks so much like Flynn
that he left Warners where he was
under contract, feeling he didn’t have
a chance there because of the re-

semblance!

Cal-culations: Girls, focus your eyes
on Hank Daniels at M-G-M. He plays

Judy Garland’s brother in “Meet Me In
St. Louis” and he’s good. Was a tennis

champ in New York before he broke
his leg and foot -in an auto accident.

His next film is “Alter Ego” with
Phyllis Thaxter. The lad’s going places.

Boys, have you seen Lauren Bacall,

or The Look as they call her out here?
That’s because of those looks she
threw Humphrey Bogart’s way in “To
Have And Have Not.” She’s tall, thin,

wide-mouthed and nineteen. Most un-
usual actress to appear since Garbo.
We’ve told you before, fellows, about

the blonde baby doll, June Haver, who
really out-Grabled Betty in “Irish Eyes
Are Smiling.” A half-pint of charm,

with a peach-bloom complexion, June
is an expert musician, writes music,

dances, sings, makes eyes ooo la la, and
is just eighteen. Her next is “Where
Do We Go From Here?”
And here’s one for the subdebs (see,

we think of everyone) and high-school
cuties. His name is Jerome Courtland,
he was nineteen two days after Christ-

mas and actually proposed to Irene

Dunne in “Together Again.” Six foot

three, he has black hair, brown eyes,

pink cheeks and a huge appetite. His

mother is a Los Angeles socialite and

Courtland got shoved into movies.

Ride ’Em Cowboys: Westerns are such

an integral part of motion pictures and

their stars so popular among movie-
goers, Cal felt you’d like to know how
Southern California voted in a recent

poll, with Bronco awards handed out

to the winners in the Hollywood Bowl.

If you agree or disagree with their

choice, why not write your favorite

Western staj (not Cal, please), and

congratulate or boo the choice as the

case may be. Here are the winners:
Top western leading man: Bill Boyd;

with Bill Elliott in second place.

Top western juvenile player: Don-
nie Stewart.
Top western film: “Buffalo Bill,”

produced by Harry Sherman and re-

leased by 20th Century-Fox.
Top western director: Robert Tan-

sey.

Top western horse: Thunder, owned
by Bill Elliott.

Top western song: “Pistol-Packin’

Mama,” by A1 Dexter.
Top western band: Spade Cooley’s

band; followed by Jimmie Wakely’s

band and The Painted Post Rangers.
Top western leading woman: Dale

Evans.
Top all-around cowboy: Roy Rogers;

Johnny Mack Brown in second place.

( Continued on page 14)
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To keep your skin constantly

fresher, lovelier . . . wooed

from distressing "wayward"

periods of dryness or shine...

give it daily care with these

to your skin! The care offered by Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Creams...

a care that does so much to guard your skin’s fresh beauty against

wayward tendencies which lead to imperfection. In both these creams

—

Phillips’ Skin Cream and Phillips’ Cleansing Cream—true Phillips’ Milk

of Magnesia lends its helpful, gentle hand to keeping your beauty bright.

In addition, both contain smoothing, softening oils ... cholesterol, too,

provided to guard your skin’s moisture. Call it care—call it caress—
hut daily, call on Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Creams for help.

PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA SKIN CREAM—
Softens , neutralizes any excess acid accumulations

often found in external pore openings; helps your

skin stay smoothly supple. Doubles in duty as a night

cream and satin-smooth baseforpowder. 601
,
plus tax.

PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA CLEANSING CREAM-
Feel its richness—see how cleanly it tissues off,

removing make-up, surface dirt and accumulations

from outer pore openings. Thai's why it leaves

your skin feeling sparklingly fresh! 601 ,
plus tax.

Just marrieds: John Conte and Marilyn
Maxwell at the Hollywood Palladium

(Continued from page 12)
Romance Rounds: It’s still love be-

tween Turhan Bey and Lana Turner
and Cal believes Lana has never been
so deeply in love with anyone, not even
Steve Crane. And it’s still friendship

between Turhan and Susanna Foster.

The other day at Universal Turhan
took Susie’s picture off the dining-room
wall and put it on the chair next to his

to reserve her place beside him. Then
in comes Susie, spies some friends and
forgets all about Turhan. Back .goes

the picture on the wall—upside down.
Phyllis Thaxter who played Van

Johnson’s wife in “Thirty Seconds Over
Tokyo” is now the bride of Capt. Jimmy
Aubrey of Chicago. The Captain is a
flyer Phyllis met in Hollywood on a

blind date and it was love at first sight.

Jeanne Crain always says, “Lon and
I,” as if it were definite between her
and Private Lon McCallister. The
other beaux, Jeanne tells us, don’t

mean a thing.

June Horne and Jackie Cooper may
be one by the time this reaches you.
All Hollywood was sorry that Jackie
had to give so much time to that case
in which he was completely exonerated
that he flunked the exams for his com-
mission in the Navy. But June, who
has stuck to him through thick and
thin, is still stickin’.

Judy Garland’s heavy dating is with
Vincent Minelli, a young designer and
director. This is worth watching.

Bill Eythe obviously has a big crush
on Tallulah Bankhead and raptly tells

one and all how wondei’ful she has been
to him all through the filming of “A
Royal Scandal.” And Tallulah has been
loud in her praise of Bill’s acting and
is rooting for him to get the starring

role in a big new picture coming up.

But Cal doubts if this is anything to

get excited about from a truly romantic
standpoint.



INSIDE STUFF A special process keeps Kleenex

Also presemlt: Full-of-pep and ready to

go, Virginia Weidler and Johnny Miles

Cal would herewith like to predict a

switch in that Deanna Durbin situation

—or rather a switch back to Felix

Jackson. Felix, who was strictly top

man until Bob Landry got back to

Hollywood from overseas and “took
over” Deanna for a couple of weeks,
suddenly began bombarding the Durbin
with champagne, flowers and other
knick-knacks—but every day! He’s
a jealous type too—and his hectic tac-

tics are beginning to work. Because at

this writing he’s hardly letting Deanna
out of his sight! And she doesn’t seem
to mind. What’s more, Bob Landry has
been long-distance telephoning New
York to talk to a gal on the staff of

Life magazine that he’s known and
cared for for a long time. A pal of his

tells me he’s getting ready to propose
to her. So don’t be surprised if Deanna
shows up at Bob Landry’s wedding as
a bridesmaid! They’ve been such good
friends for so long—Cal wouldn’t doubt
that she’d do it!

As for Ida Lupino and Louis Hay-
ward—they’re seen around a lot to-
gether since their separation—and may
even co-star in a Broadway play to-
gether as lovers. She wants to star
with him in the picture “Ten Little

Indians.” But I’ll bet they don’t take
up their marriage again.

Gold-Trimmed Umbrellas: Lynn Bari
quipped one day that “Hollywood is a
place where the only thing an actor
saves for a rainy day is somebody else’s

umbrella.” But she must have been
kidding. Because actors (and actresses)
these days are as shrewd about the
money they make, invest or save as the
most astute business people. And if

they’re not, they hire smart business
managers who are! Can’t think of any
featured players or stars who don’t
have someone to advise them what to
do with their earnings or who have not

Luxuriously Soft

-

Dependably Strong

Only Kleenex* has the Serv- a-Tissue Box

that serves up just one double-tissue at a time!

There is only one KLEENEX

In these days of shortages we can ’t

promise you all the Kleenex you want,

at all times. But we do promise you
this : consistent with government reg-

ulations, we’ll keep your Kleenex the

finest quality tissue that can be made!

*T. M. Reg. U. s. Pat. 08.

YOL/R NOSE KNOWS-

THERE’S ONLY O/VE

KLEENEX



INSIDE STIFF

BONITA GRANVILLE, Starring in

Univeral’s IT’S NEVER TOO LATE,
finds her pet canary another one of her

"admirers.” Party patter: The Bob Huttons on a between-separations night out

fltce ft

. . THE ONLY PET

THAT SINGS!

Here’s a singing gift ... a
delightful pet . . . that will

be long remembered as
a living token of your
affection.

Give a perky, cheerful
Canary— a bit of singing
sunshine to brighten drab
hours and chase away
the blues.

fA I?|» | Every lover of pets will want
• French’s superb book about

the Canary, the pet you’ll love. Specially

posed photographs — some in full color—
of famous Hollywood stars with their

Canaries. Pages of human- interest stories

about the only pet that sings.

Send for FREE copy—
TODAY ! Simply mail your
request— with name and ad-
dress— on a penny postal card
to The R. T. French Company,

2584 Mustard Street 9 J
Rochester, JV. Y.

1 KEEP YOUR CANARY 1

\ HAPPY WITH FRENCH’S /
FRENCH’S Bird Seed
(with Bird Biscuit) sup-

plies 11 aids to song and
health. Feed your Ca-
nary FRENCH’S—
today and every day !

LARGEST SELLING BIRD
~^3 SEED IN THE U. S. A.

wisely put them into investments
(mostly War Bonds) that assure them
they’ll have comfortable old ages. These
stories you read about the many play-
ers who own apartment houses, gas
stations, general real estate, etc., are
mostly on the level! Brian Donlevy,
Alan Ladd, Ty Power, Johnny Weiss-
muller, Claudette Colbert, Bill Bendix
have well paying businesses aside from
their movie-makmg.

Divorce Data: Now that the John
Waynes have really parted for keeps,

Cal can spill a little information that

he’s been keeping under his typewriter
for some time. For one thing, negotia-
tions between John and his lovely wife,

the former Josephine Saentz, have been
going on for over a year! Mrs. Wayne,
who is getting a civil divorce through
permission of the Catholic Church, got
a terrific settlement for herself and
their children. Much money—even for

Hollywood. And now comes some big

news. You can look for John to marry
Esperanza Bauer as soon as he’s free.

They’ve been going together for ages

—

in fact ever. since John and Josephine
separated—and that’s a long time. It

was Wayne who helped Miss Bauer get

a contract at Republic Studios—though
nothing much in the way of a movie
career has materialized for her.

Wolves and Wildcats: Johnny Weiss-
muller promised Frank Sinatra that

he wouldn’t take off for that hunting
trip to Wyoming until The Voice got

back to Hollywood. Whether Frankie
wanted to see whether even mountain
wildcats would swoon at the sight or

sound of him, we don’t know, but he
sure did want to go on that hunting
trip! But his New York stay kept
lengthening and lengthening. And
Johnny W. got more and more impa-
tient. And finally he just gave up and
gathered up a couple of other guys and

off to the wilds he went with nary
a crooner to help him.
Reminds us that Errol Flynn thinks

the wolves should sing it this way, “I’ll

Be Seizing You”—and John Calvert,
who is about to get a star build-up at

Columbia, thinks the magicians ought
to sing it, “I’ll Be Sawing You—in all

the old familiar places—.”

Deglamorizing: Wait till you see what
the studio’s doing to poor Buzz Mere-
dith who is playing Ernie Pyle in

“G. I. Joe.” Paulette is thrilled gplenty
at having him around Hollywood for

the next couple of months (he was put
on the inactive list by the Army to

make this picture), but what a ribbing
she’s been getting. All because Buzz
doesn’t look like Buzz at all these days.

They’ve shaved his head clear across
the top and right down the middle, as

Ernie Pyle is very Guy Kibby-ish in

the hair department!

It's Those Little Things: Lana Turner’s
face is small and pale without screen
make-up and Judy Garland looks older
than her screen age. Sydney Green-
street coaches Phyllis Thaxter in all her
stage and screen roles and John Hodiak
was the original Lil Abner of the radio.

Claudette Colbert wears her hair off

the screen exactly as she does on,

but Hedy Lamarr pins hers back any
old way. Louise Allbritton carries her
own cigarettes on dates, and believes

snitching the boy friend’s during the

shortage a snide thing. Jeanne Crain
has teeth like a very little girl in

the third grade without those caps she
wears on the screen and Sonja Henie
won’t even give away a discarded pair

of ice skates. Bonita Granville wants
to sing on the screen, Van Johnson
wants to dance and Cal wants to go
home and read a book. So ’scuse us all,

please!
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INSIDE STUFF Finish Powder
This Is Station CAL Talking: We’ve

said it for years, well, two anyway,
that you give an actor the air and
you’ll discover many things about him.
In other words, put him on the radio

and you’ll know right off how good an
actor he is, something about his charac-
ter and his personality.

It’s our personal opinion that Loretta
Young is the best of all women stars on
the air, including Bette Davis who is

given to affectation of voice and accent
once a radio mike stares her in the face.

Miss Young somehow takes on a dra-
matic depth on the radio she fails to

achieve on the screen.

We are of the opinion that Gary
Cooper either never studies a script

beforehand, or his eyesight is faulty.

For uninspired performances we nomi-
nate Walter Pidgeon who joins the

seen-to-be-appreciated group.
Hope, on the air, is a past master.

Hope on the screen without Crosby is

only as good as his material. With Cros-
by, he’s inspired beyond his own talent.

Crosby is voted better on screen than
air for the reason he’s a fine actor

as well as singer, and is limited by the

type of program he offers. Frankie is

even-steven on the air and on the

screen. His eager, wanting-to-please
air on the screen overbalances his lack

of polish noticeable in most newcomers.
Van Johnson brings that same boyish

appeal (stop squealing, everybody) to

his radio roles because, and we discov-
ered this long ago, half his charm lies

in his voice. Spencer Tracy used to be
Van’s ideal, and maybe he still is, but
certainly that breathless quality in

Van’s voice is far from Tracy’s quiet one.

Judy Garland’s fine radio presence is

hindered by her inability to stop gig-

gling in the funny places. Bob Hope
used to be afraid to be funny with Judy
on the program, so great was her audi-
ble enjoyment. But in those deep places,

Judy is an actress worth listening to.

Voted the best all-around radio male
star in the business is Don Ameehe. In
drama, comedy, farce, played straight

or with dialect, Don reached a peak he
never quite hit on the screen. No won-
der his fans scream for Ameehe to re-
turn to radio.

As a comic, Orson Welles spreads
himself in every direction, and the sum
total is nil. As a dramatic actor, espe-
cially in the horror department, he has
no equal. The fact that he could unin-
tentionally frighten half a nation to

death proves this. On the screen Welles
is less impressive due to the confine-
ment of roles. There are so few parts

cut to his physical measure.
To the men overseas we know what

the voice of any Hollywood star means,
but since this is a home problem and an
important one, we’d welcome your
opinion. Only, remember it’s a game
that must be played regardless of fa-

vorites. Maybe, when the results are
in, we’ll announce your radio favorites

who visit from the screen.

9 ives Shirle

an
y
Temples skin that smooth

d flawless look . . .

Sweet-sixteen Shirley Temple, just

beginning to wear make-up, chooses

Woodbury Film-Finish Powder, made

for the stars and you! For that

screen -glamour -look you cherish!

New five-way blending creates stay-

fresh shades, smoother new texture

that clings, hides lines and blemishes,

never clogs, cakes, nor turns pasty.

Choose from eight film-star shades!

SHIRLEY TEMPLE David O. Selznick player, co-starring

with Ginger Rogers and Joseph Cotten in "I'LL BE SEEING YOU". Shirley

uses Windsor Rose to dramatize her medium pink-toned skin!

YOUR MATCHED MAKE-UP $1 . . . Now with your big

$1 box of Woodbury Powder, you get your glam-

our shades of matching lipstick and rouge at no

extra cost. No change in the box— all Woodbury
Powder now on sale is the new "Film-Finish."

Also boxes of Woodbury Powder, 50tf, 25 1 , IQ<£, plus tax

Woodbury finTh
/



leaves your hair so lustrous, yet so easy to manage

/

!

Does your hair look dull,

slightly mousy?

No wonder—if you’re washing it with cake

soap or liquid soap shampoo! Because soap

of any sort leaves a soap film which dulls

lustre, robs your hair of glamour! Change

to Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioner!

Drene never leaves any dulling film. That's

why it reveals up to 33% more lustre!

Does your hair-do retpiire

constant fiddling?

Men don t like this business of running

a comb through your hair in public! Fix

your hair so it stays put! And remember
Drene with Hair Conditioner leaves hair

wonderfully easy to manage, right after

shampooing! No other shampoo leaves

hair so lustrous, yet so easy to arrange!

Sssss;dihhhh!
But have you dandruff?

Too many girls have! And what a pity.

For unsightly dandruff can he easilv con-

trolled if von shampoo regularly with Drene.

Drene with Hair Conditioner removes

every trace of embarrassing dandruff the

very iirst time you use it!

Only Drene

with Ilair Conditioner reveals

up to 33% more lustre than soap

• . . yet leaves hair so easy to

arrange, so alluringly smooth!

Back-view glamour— in this

lovely, new evening hair-do!

The back hair is set as for a

page boy, then pulled to-

gether with the stunning
beaded hair ornament. The
shining smoothness of her

hair is due to Drene with

Hair Conditioner! No other

shampoo leaves hair so lus-

trous, yet so easy to manage!

Product of Procter & Gamble

MAKE A DATE WITH

Tonight . . . don’t put it off . . . shampoo your hair the new glamour

way! Use Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioner! Get the combi-

nation of beauty benefits only this wonderful improved shampoo
can give! l^Extra lustre. . . up to 33% more than with soap or

soap shampoos! I/Manageable hair . . . easy to comb into smooth
shining neatness! 1/Complete removal of dandruff! Insist on Drene
Shampoo with Hair Conditioner, or ask your beauty shop to use it.
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Stage
A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two checks, very good; three checks, outstanding

W'S Thirty Seconds

S
INCERITY. It flows like a stream from
the depth of this picture’s heart. In-

tegrity. It is mirrored in every detail. Sim-
plicity. Hollywood forgets itself in the story

of a man who has told his story so well

that there is nothing to add or subtract.

Life, at least this man’s life, that of Ted
W. Lawson, then a lieutenant and now a

major, is greater in appeal than anything
cinema town could have dreamed up.

Everyone from General Doolittle down
read the script and approved without one
correction. Hence the authoritative reality

of the story as told with Spencer Tracy
in the role of Doolittle (then a lieutenant

colonel) and his first bombing of Tokyo.
In the role of Lawson, Van Johnson de-

serves every rave heaped upon him. His
eagerness, tinged with apprehension be-
cause of the wife he leaves behind, is ex-
pertly projected. And Phyllis Thaxter as

Over Tokyo (M-G-M)

his wife becomes an established factor in

motion pictures, a charming, gracious ac-
tress.

The strength of Tracy, who requested
this role subordinate to Johnson’s, is felt

even when the actor is off the screen. For
it was Doolittle's mission to train these
volunteer flyers secretly and mercilessly,

and through Tracy we catch the strength
and purpose of the man.
The self-effacing, never by a fraction

overemphasized role of David Thatcher as

played by Robert Walker is magnificent.
To the other lads, we pay tribute for per-

formances that we will all long remember.
The direction by Mervyn LeRoy is su-
perb. The suspense created when Lawson’s
bomber flies over Japanese territory makes
the heart pound and the pulses throb.

Your Reviewer Soys: Best of its kind.
Tender love: Van Johnson and Phyllis

Thaxter in “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo”

^ Meet Me In St. Louis (M-G-M)

A STORY replete with charm, color,

coziness of home and family, to say
nothing of romance, is this so-different

musical all wrapped up around a gay
ninety tune hit “Meet Me In St. Louis.”
The Smiths of St. Louis are quite the

nicest people you’ll meet anywhere, living

back in the horse-and-buggy days in the
Missouri city, and loving every stick and
stone of it. There’s Judy Garland Smith,
for instance, in love with Tom Drake, the
boy next door. And there’s Mary Astor
Smith, mother of the brood, and Leon
Ames Smith, the father, who loves his
family above business advantages. The
other children, Margaret O’Brien as
“Tootie” Smith, Lucille Bremer as Rose
Smith, Henry Daniels Jr. as Lon Jr. and
Joan Carroll as Agnes, fill the house and
story to overflowing. In fact, there are
moments, such as the Hallowe’en instance,
when we feel the story tree more or less

grows superfluous branches, but on the
other hand, the plot is so very simple

—

that of a family who doesn’t want to move
from St. Louis to New York—that it can
afford a few detours.
The romance between Judy and Tom

Drake is one of the most naturally de-
veloped ones ever to fancify a screen. Both
are charming, and Judy’s singing of “The
Trolley Song,” “The Boy Next Door,” and
“Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas,”
is delightful.

Margaret O’Brien as the youngest of

the family, is a “character,” no less. She'll

either amuse or puzzle you, or perhaps
she’ll do both.
Harry Davenport as Grandpa and Mar-

jorie Main as the maid are simply neces-
sary to the charm that dominates even the
story itself.

Your Reviewer Soys: A lovable, likable lulu.

Technicolor triumph: Judy Garland and
Tom Drake in “Meet Me In St. Louis”

^Together Again (Columbia)

THE nice people all around us literally
* howled themselves blue in the face. So
let us be the first to declare our need of
a psychiatrist. A smile or two at what we
considered a very feeble premise for
laughter was about the best we could
manage. But nevertheless and notwith-
standing, it is bound to create hilarity all

over the place, on that we can assure you.
Irene Dunne is beautiful as the mayor

of a hidebound New England town who
travels to New York in search of a sculptor
to create a statue of her late husband. The
old one (statue, not husband) got decapi-
tated in a thunderstorm. So who is the
sculptor? Monsieur Charles Boyer. And
what does he do? He iSnds Miss Dunne in
jail, follows her protesting footsteps home,

captures the fancy of her young step-'

daughter Mona Freeman and upsets Mayor
Dunne in all directions at once.
Charles Coburn is her papa-in-law who

wants love going on around him and gets
it. He’s cute, too. But the lad that tickled
us most (not literally, of course) is young
Jerome Courtland, a tall gangling adoles-
cent who can say, “Well, goodnight,” and
make it lot only good but a riotous
evening.

Elizabeth Patterson is the housekeeper
and poor Charles Dingle is still playing
his “Little Foxes” role, and always will,

it seems.

Your Reviewer Soys: A spring cleaning of

the heart. Humor and politics: Irene Dunne and
Charles Boyer in “Together Again”

(Continued on page 113)

For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performances See Page 114
For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 122
For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 22
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BEFORE you break another date

or lose another day because of

menstrual suffering, try Midol!

These effective tablets contain

no opiates, yet act quickly—and

in three different ways—to relieve

the functional pain and distress

ofyour month’s worst days. One
ingredient of Midol relaxes

muscles and nerves to relieve

cramps. Another soothes men-

strual headache. Still another

stimulates mildly, brightening

you when you’re "blue”.

Take Midol next time— at the

first twinge of "regular” pain

—

and see how comfortably you

go through your trying days.

Get it now, at

any drugstore.

I

1

I

I

I

1

1

I

I

1

I

I

I

P Used more than

® all other products offered exclusively

to relieve menstrual suffering

| CHAMPS HEADACHE - BIUPS
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A Product of General Drug Company
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Turhan Bey wins a vote
for the role of Rudolph
Valentino from A. M.
Sullivan of the Bronx

SPEAK FOR YOURSELF

$10.00 PRIZE

"America in Action"

W
HAT is it about a simple American
family that arouses so much pride in

ourselves? After seeing “Since You
Went Away,” I know. It is because a fam-
ily like the Hiltons is America in action—
the America woven into a gigantic pattern

from small family events that reflect the

times, the state and the conduct of the

nation.
The small, intimate, personal stakes we

have in a war are often lost in the ogre-

like spectre of battle panorama. In mo-
ments of homesickness and despair when
the self-same question is asked over and
over, “Why are we fighting?” how good to

remember the plain, simple, everyday de-

mocracy enjoyed by the Hiltons. And the

Hiltons, after all, are only symbols of you
and me.
Such films as these earn and maintain

respect for the film industry. Presenting

their full measure of entertainment, they

go beyond the mere form of pleasureful

presentation and bring to mind and heart

the rich legacy of our land. In a world
where the Family has been so threatened

and disrupted, it is comforting and assuring

to know that the threads that bind us are

as strong as the thoughts behind the con-

duct of the American Family.
As a soldier, I salute “Since You Went

Away.” As a citizen, I admire it. As a

person, I enjoy it. As an American, I take

pride in it.

Sgt. Charles L. Mersich,
Camp Crowder, Mo.

$5.00 PRIZE

New Role for Turhan

H OLLYWOOD is once again going on a

hunt for an “unknown,” this time to

play the role of Rudolph Valentino in a

picture based on his career. After a good

deal of fuss and feathers and, let’s whis-
per it softly, a lot of publicity on the sub-
ject, someone already in pictures will

probably be announced as the unanimous
choice of all concerned.

In this particular search the makers of

the picture have the ideal actor right under
their noses. Facially he does not resemble
Valentino, but he has that same mysterious
foreign appeal which made Valentino the
success he was.
The actor I speak of is that rapidly rising

young man, Turhan Bey. He has made a
tremendous personal triumph in the pic-
ture, “Dragon Seed.” Though the fans of

Valentino’s day have never heard his voice
from the screen, everyone had his or her
idea of what it was like. The smooth,
pleasant, well-articulated voice of Mr. Bey
with its very faint trace of accent seems to

me to fit the character of the well-remem-
bered favorite, Rudolph Valentino.

A. M. Sullivan,
Bronx, N. Y.

(Continued on page 106 )

PHOTOPLAY awards $10 first

prize, $5 second prize and $1 each
to every other letter published in

full. Your letters about stars or

movies in less than 200 words are

judged on the basis of clarity and
originality. Do not submit pre-

viously published material or ma-
terial that you are sending to other

publications. Plagiarism will be
punished to the full extent of the

law. Retain a copy of material

submitted, as we regret we are

not able to return unaccepted mate-
rial. Address your letter to “Speak
For Yourself,” PHOTOPLAY, 205
East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.
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ALBERT OEKKER . CARL ESMOND . OLIVE BLAKENEY
GEORGE N. NEISE . MARGARET WYCHERLY

Produced by Robert Fellows. Directed by Jacques Tourneur

Screen play by Warren Doff

To Families and Friends of Servicemen: This is one of the films chosen by the

War Department and provided by the motion picture industry for showing

oversea* in combat areas. Red Cross hospitals and at isolated outposts.
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Longfellows’ five and a half inch size

is no mere whim. Their graceful

length is designed for your full en-

ioyment of rare tobaccos too luxuri-

ous for casual smoking. At your
moments of keenest appreciation . . .

after dinner ... with a good novel...

with friendly conversation ... light up

a Longfellow ... and luxuriate!

LONGFELLOWS

Address.

Made of the world's choicest tobaccos

...perfectly blended and rolled. Each

Longfellow gives you 20 to 25 minutes

of complete luxury.

Box of 20 . . . $1.00
At your tobacconist... or direct, by

mail, if your dealer doesn't regularly

stock them. Simply send $1 bill with

coupon below to: Dept. P. 1 , Penn

Tobacco Co., Wilkes Barre, Pa.

Name.

Canteen hostess Bette Davis smiles reassurance to Bob
Hutton, Corporal at the mike, in “Hollywood Canteen”

BRIEF REVIEWS
INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED
INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED
INDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

ALASKA—Monogram: Kent Taylor plays the heroic

lead in a Jack London story of the gold mine era

m Alaska and he has quite a time of it, getting ar-

rested for the murder of two claim jumpers, falling

in love with Margaret Lindsay who's married to

John Carradme, and mixing it up with saloon pro-

prietor Nils Asther. Dean Jagger is the U. S. marshal.

(Jan.)

yyAND NOW TOMORROW—Paramount: Alan
Ladd returns to the screen in this dramatic story as a

young doctor from the wrong side of the tracks who
attempts to cure wealthy Loretta Young of the deaf-

ness she suffered as the result of meningitis just

before her marriage to Barry Sullivan. (Dec.)

yyARSENIC AND OLD LACE—Warners: A
hilarious screenplay that will catapult you from laugh-

ter to fright. Cary Grant is the nephew who makes
an awful discovery about his beloved old aunts on
the eve of his honeymoon with Priscilla Lane. Ray-
mond Massey is the criminal; Peter Lorre his doctor

friend and Jack Carson is the cop. You must see it.

( Nov.)

yATLANTIC CITY—Republic: Belle Baker, A1
Shean, Gus Van and Joe Frisco all bring back fond
memories of old days at vaudeville’s peak, and it’s

packed with wonderful old tunes provided by Paul
Whiteman and Louis Armstrong. Constance Moore
does a swell job as the girl whom Brad Taylor

loves. It’s a pretty satisfying movie. (Nov.)

yBABES ON SWING STREET—Universal: Peggy
Ryan is very peppy and active as the leader of a settle-

ment house who tries to raise money so the most
talented members can take advantage of a scholarship.

Ann Blyth suggests a night club, so the kids take over

a building and set to work on it. Leon Errol helps

out, Sydney Miller impersonates, and it’s all silly

but cute. (Dec.)

BARBARY COAST GENT—M-G-M: Wally Beery’s

an old buckaroo of the ’80’s who promises to go
straight for Binnie Barnes, the dance-hall gal. When
a scrape precipitates him out of town and into Nevada
he poses as Donald Meek, a railroad president, with all

the resultant complications. John Carradine does a

nice job. Frances Rafferty and Bruce Kellogg are

the romantics. (Nov.)

BLUEBEARD—PRC: John Carradine gives one
swell performance as the mad painter and operator

of a puppet show who strangles his models one by
one so as not to be disillusioned by them. Jean Parker

as the girl he loves, Nils Asther as prefect of police
and Teala Loring-as one of the victims, contribute to
an enjoyably good horror yarn. (Jan.)

yBOWERY TO BROADWAY— Universal : Two
quarreling theatrical producers, Jack Oakie and Don-
ald Cook, finally separate over Maria Montez in an
arty production. The cast is an important one, includ-
ing Susanna Foster, Turhan Bey, Ann Blyth, Louise
Allbritton and practically everyone on the Universal
lot, but it’s the same old show-business theme. (Jan.)

Pictures Reviewed in This Issue

Belle Of The Yukon ||7

Blonde Fever
1 1 g

Dark Waters
1 14

Enter Arsene Lupin ||5

Falcon In Hollywood, The.
. 118

Lights Of Old Santa Fe ||5

Meet Me In St. Louis 19

Main Street After Dark 118

Murder In The Blue Room ||6

My Gal Loves Music ||7

Nothing But Trouble ||8

Something For The Boys ||7

Swing Hostess ||5

Thin Man Goes Home, The ||6

Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo 19

Th ree Is A Family
1 16

Together Again |9

Town Went Wild, The 114

Winged Victory I 13
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^BRAZIL—Republic: Virginia Bruce is an author-

es, who takes a few pokes at romantic Latins and
travels to South America to get material for another
book. There she falls for composer Tito Guizar, is

befuddled by Edward Everett Horton, and one thing

leads to another. It’s a lot of fun and the proceed-

ings are all nice and tuneful. (Jan.)

CLIMAX, THE—Universal: Most of this rather tired

film takes place in an old opera house with a mad
doctor, Boris Karloff, of course, hypnotizing people

and hoarding corpses in spare rooms. Susanna Foster
sings beautifully, Turhan Bey doesn’t have his usual
sex appeal but Gale Sondergaard is swell. (Nov.)

CONSPIRATORS, THE—Warners: A weak, dull

and repetitious story despite Hedy Lamarr’s beauty,

Paul Henreid’s good acting, Sydney Greenstreet’s
and Peter Lorre’s superb performances and Victor
Francen’s smoothness. It’s all about Nazi spies, the

underground, traitors and all the things you’ve seen

before. (Jan.)

LSHARK MOUNTAIN—Paramount: When Ellen

Drew discovers her husband Regis Toomey is a
racketeer crook, she turns to Robert Lowery, her for-

mer suitor, for help, and he gives her refuge in a

lonely mountain-top cabin. A lot of thought, good
acting and a measure of suspense have gone into this

B effort. The result is quite worth while. Eddie
Quillan is in it too. (Dec.)

DEAD MAN’S EYES—Universal: A gruesome lit-

tle number, with Acquanetta deliberately blinding Lon
Chaney, the painter she loves, in order to prevent his

marriage to Jean Parker. When it’s discovered his

eyesight can be saved by grafted cornea, Edward Field-

ing wills his eyes at death to Chaney and almost im-
mediately finds himself dead. And let that be
a lesson to everybody. (Dec.)

i/DOUGHGIRLS, THE—Warners: This doesn’t
quite hit the jackpot, but it’s got attractive names,
comical situations and snappy dialogue. Jane Wyman,
Ann Sheridan and Alexis Smith are the three
almost-wives who crowd into Jane’s Washington hotel

room along with the al most-grooms. Jack Carson,
Craig Stevens and John Ridgely. Eve Arden is a

wow as the Russian sergeant. (Dec.)

ENEMY OF WOMEN—Frank-Monogram : Goebbels’
life from the time he was a private tutor to the time
he became propaganda head for Hitler, but it doesn't
paint him black enough. Paul Andor turns in a weak-
kneed version of Goebbels, Claudia Drake is the girl

and Donald Woods her husband. (Nov.)

FACES IN THE FOG—Republic: Jane Withers is

in love with Eric Sinclair, but their parents don’t like

each other; so when Jane’s father, Paul Kelly, sees

her in a bungalow court with Sinclair he ups and
shoots the lad, not knowing they’re married. So then
we have the trial and the bitterness, but who wants
to sit through this kind of thing? (Jan.)

I/FAREWELL MY LOVELY—RKO: Dick Powell’s
a hard-fisted detective in this tough murder mystery
that starts when stir-crazy Mike Mazurki persuades
Powell to locate the girl Mike lost when sent to prison.

Claire Trevor is Miles Mander’s nasty wife, Anne
Shirley his daughter and Otto Kruger a psychiatrist.

It’s a fast-moving, hard-boiled picture. (Jan.)

^FRENCHMAN’S CREEK—Paramount: A lusty
tale of adventure told in Technicolor and starring

Joan Fontaine as the wife who leaves her family
to join pirate Arturo de Cordova on his expeditions.
Ralph Forbes is Joan’s weak and blustering husband,
Basil Rathbone is his friend and Cecil Kellaway is

Arturo’s servant who helps Joan. Despite its ad-
venturous theme, the picture lacks punch in spots.

(Dec.)

^GIRL RUSH, THE—RKO: Laid out in the Old
West during the gold rush, the thin story has to do
with a stranded show-girl troupe and the efforts of
Wally Brown and Alan Carney to get them back to
civilization. Frances Langford sings several numbers
beautifully, Vera Vague’s clowning keeps you laugh-
ing and Wally and Alan try very hard. (Jan.)

GOIN’ TO TOWN—Votion-RKO: This fails to

catch the homey spirit of Lum and Abner and it’s

packed to the ears with corn. The story has to do
with a city slicker who pretends to locate oil beneath
the old fellow’s store in Pine Ridge, Arkansas. Ches-
ter Lauck and Norris Goff play Lum and Abner as
usual, and Florence Lake, Dick Elliott and Grady
Sutton are in it too. (Dec.)

LCGREENWICH VILLAGE—20th Century-Fox:
Bill Bendix operates a Greenwich Village cafe in
which Vivian Blaine sings and into which wanders
composer Don Ameche. Talented people including
Carmen Miranda, Felix Bressart, Tony and Sally De
Marco entertain you and it’s all very gay. (Nov.)

GYPSY WILDCAT—Universal: Maria Montez and
Jon Hall romp around again in Technicolor, this time
tn a story of a gypsy girl who turns out to be a
missing heiress. Nigel Bruce, Leo Carrillo and Gale
Sondergaard go around in it too. (Nov.)

I ACCUSE MY PARENTS—PRC: John Miljan and
Vivienne Osborne are rich, doting and heavy drink-
ing parents who neglect their son Robert Lowell.
So Lowell meets Mary Beth Hughes, ends up driving
a hold-up car and finally gets mixed up with murder
and stands trial for it. But why waste your time?
(Jan.)

Five little, false little words:

Don't let the thermometer trick you into offending.

Avoid underarm odor with MUM.

I
T’S A MISTAKE so many girls make-
thinking they don’t perspire in winter.

But how wrong. How foolish!

For even in zero weather, there’s a heat

wave under your arms. And odor can form

without any noticeable moisture at all. Yes,

form and cling to your warm winter wool-

ens, stealing away your charm.

But why risk this winter danger? Why
take chances of offending when it’s so easy

to be sure? Just remember, your bath only

washes away past perspiration. Mum pre-

vents risk of underarm odor to come.

So play safe. After every bath, before

every date, a half minute with Mum means

long hours of carefree daintiness.

MUM'S QUICK— Half a minute with Mum
prevents risk of underarm odor all day or

evening.

MUM'S SAFI— Gentle Mum won’t irritate

skin. Dependable Mum won’t injure the

fabric of your clothes, says American Insti-

tute of Laundering.

MUM'S SURE—Mum works instantly. Keeps

you bath-fresh all day or evening. Get

Mum today.

For Sanitary Napkin*—Avoid embarrassment. You
can always depend on Mum for this important pur-

pose. It’s gentle, safe—sure.

Product of Bristol-Myers P

M

M
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"Touching with dazzled lips her

Starlight Hand” ^

^ A lovely line

—

but remember, no one’s

lips are "dazzled” by

Scullery Skin

Don’t let kitchen chores make your hands look OLD

I
T TAKBS a soft, young-looking hand

to bring a man's lips closer . . . and

closer . . . But in spite of kitchen drud-

gery, your hands can be as smoothly

enchanting as your face. Use Pacquins

Hand Cream daily to help counteract

the harsh, drying effects of housework-

and weather ... to lend your hands a

look of milky-white softness and

smoothness!

It was originally formulated for doc-

tors and nurses. They have their hands

in water 30 to 40 times a day, so they

need an effective cream.

Not sticky... not greasy. Pacquins is

creamy-smooth, fragrant. Try it today.

IMPATIENT YEARS. THE—Columbia: This
comedy, built around a vital problem, emerges vital-

izing entertainment. Sgt. Lee Bowman returns home
on furlough to find his wife Jean Arthur, whom he
has known only four days, embroiled in household
duties and child care. When they fly to the divorce
courts, Jean’s father, Charles Coburn, and the judge
order them to relive their courtship. (Nov.)

yIN SOCIETY—Universal: Abbott and Costello
are a pair of plumbers summoned to a wealthy ma-
tron’s home to fix a faucet. After practically destroy-
ing the home, the matron sends them a note of com-
plaint, but by mistake they receive an invitation to a
week-end party and the riot goes on from there. (Nov.)

IN THE MEANTIME, DARLING—20th Century-
Fox: Jeanne Crain, used to luxury, undergoes a hasty
and unpleasant wedding ceremony to young officer

Frank Latimore and then tries to adjust herself to

their single shabby room. Gale Robbins, Eugene
Pallette and Mary Nash are a few of the many peo-
ple in this timely little story. (Dec.)

yyIRISH EYES ARE SMILING—20th Century-
Fox: A tuneful and happy musical, with Dick Haymes
playing Ernest Ball, a ballad writer of the nineties,
and June Haver the girl he’s in love with. Monty
Woolley is priceless as a Broadway promoter, and the
songs are nostalgically lovely and haunting. Anthony
Quinn, Veda Ann Borg, Beverly Whitney and Clar-
ence Kolb lend welcome support. (Jan.)

yyKISMET—M-G-M: A fanciful fairy tale, beau-
tifully mounted, with Ronald Colman as the king of
the beggars who’s determined that only a prince may
wed his lovely daughter, Joy Ann Page. Edward
Arnold is the grand Vizier who wants to overthrow
the Caliph, James Craig, who has fallen in love with
Joy Ann, and Marlene Dietrich is the tempestuous
beauty in Arnold’s harem whom Colman loves. (Nov.)

yyyLAURA—20th Century-Fox: Sophisticated,
adult entertainment so smoothly executed and so
cleverly performed that it’s a joy to behold. It’s a
murder mystery involving interesting and alarming
people, and you’ll marvel at the finished performance
of Clifton Webb, enjoy the magnetic appeal of Dana
Andrews and appreciate the quiet underplaying of

Gene Tierney. (Jan.)

LOST IN A HAREM : Abbott and Costello and
Marilyn Maxwell are a vaudeville troupe stranded
in the Orient, and John Conte is a deposed prince
who promises to get them back to America if they’ll
help him regain his kingdom. Jimmy Dorsey’s music
helps out, but it’s a none too funny picture. (Nov.)

yMAlSIE GOES TO RENO—M-G-M: Maisie’s
ordered to take a rest, so she joins a band which
opens in Reno for a fortnight, but before she leaves
she undertakes a mission for soldier Tom Drake.
Once in Reno, trouble develops, so Maisie, played as
usual by Ann Sothern, enlists the aid of card-dealer
John Hodiak to get to the bottom of the affair. (Nov.)

MAN IN HALF MOON STREET, THE—Para-
mount: Nils Asther is ninety years old but looks
thirty-five because he keeps transplanting into his
body the glands of young men whom he murders for
the purpose. Scientist Reinhold Schunzel aids in this
defiance of nature. But finally Nils’ loyal fiancee
Helen Walker discovers his little secret. With Paul
Cavanaugh and Edmond Breon. (Jan.)

yMARK OF THE WHISTLER, THE—Darmour-
Columbia: Richard Dix turns in a bang-up perform-
ance as a derelict who poses as another man in order
to collect a large sum of money from a bank. He
actually gets the money but collides with crippled
peddler Paul Guilfoyle, and from then on he gets
deeper and deeper into trouble. Janis Carter, John
Calvert and Porter Hall are all very good. (Jan.)

yyMARRIAGE IS A PRIVATE AFFAIR—
M-G-M: Lana Turner lifts this treatment of mar-
riage among our young moderns into entrancing en-
tertainment by the sincerity of her performance.
John Hodiak is miscast as her Boston blue-blood hus-
band and James Craig is solid as Lana’s suitor who
almost wrecks her marriage. (Nov.)

yyMASTER RACE, THE—RKO: A gripping and
grimly realistic picture showine, through the rebirth
of a village freed from German occupation, how the
Nazis plan to sow the seeds for World War III.
George Coulouris is the Nazi colonel who pretends
to be an Allied sympathizer. Carl Esmond, Nancy
Gates, Osa Massen and Stanley Ridges do excel-
lent work. (Dec.)

MINISTRY OF FEAR—Paramount : This is filled

with confusion and intricacy of plot, but the actors
perform so well that it has its points. Ray Milland
gets released from a British asylum on charges of a
mercy killing, only to get embroiled with Nazi spies
hiding behind a charity organization. Marjorie Reyn-
olds is the Austrian girl, Carl Esmond her brother and
Dan Duryea a villain. (Jan.)

MOONLIGHT AND CACTUS—Universal: Chief
Officer Leo Carrillo takes the crew of a merchant
marine ship out to his ranch and finds that it’s been
taken over by women. Elyse Knox is the foreman, the
Andrews Sisters sing like mad. (Nov.)

\/\/MRS. PARRINGTON—M-G-M : Those who
have read Louis Bromfield’s novel will find no fault
with its translation to the screen, for it’s superbly
done. Greer Garson is the young Western girl who
marries the wealthy Major Parkinciton and matures
graciously into a magnificent old woman. Pidgeon

AT ANY DRUG, DEPARTMENT, OR TEN- CENT STORE
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My one cream instantly beautifies your

skin— and the proves it!

as the dynamic major does his best work to date.

With Edward Arnold, Frances Rafferty, Agnes
Moorehead and Gladys Cooper. (Dec.)

MY PAL WOLF—RKO: Sharyn Moffett is a little

girl whose parents leave her in the care of peculiar
servants, and her only interest is the police dog
she finds and tries to shield from her governess, Jill

Esmond. The story’s weakly constructed, but in spite

of this, it isn’t at all a bad picture. (Dec.)

l/NATIONAL BARN DANCE—Paramount: If you
like the corny but lively radio show of the National
Barn Dancers you’ll like their movie even better.

Bob Benchley plays the radio agent to whom Charles
Quigley attempts to sell his idea of a National Barn
Dance show. Pat Buttrom is funny and Jean Heather
is the girl Quigley romances. (Dec.)

I/NONE BUT THE LONELY HEART—RKO:
The attempts of a cockney to reach out to a better
life, laid against the dreadful atmosphere of London’s
slums, make up this tale of Richard Llewellyn’s.
Cary Grant gives a truly understanding performance
as the cockney and Ethel Barrymore does beautiful
work as his mother. June Duprez and Jane Wyatt
are the girls in his life. (Dec.)

OH, WHAT A NIGHT—Monogram: Edmund Lowe
is a jewel thief out to snatch the jewels of burlesque-
queen Marjorie Rambeau, but Ivan Lebedeff, George
Lewis and Claire DeBrey are after the same thing.
Jean Parker is very cute as the girl. (Nov.)

ONE BODY TOO MANY—Paramount: A life insur-
ance salesman. Jack Haley, finds himself an appointed
watcher over a corpse in a house full of ghoulish
relations, and the things that go on are out of this
world. Jean Parker is the niece of the deceased, and
the cast includes Bela Lugosi, Blanche Yurka, and
Douglas Fowley. Haley is a scream. (Jan.)

I/VPRINCESS AND THE PIRATE, THE—
Goldwyn : It could have been funnier, but Bob Hope
as a friendly coward back in pirate days will give you
laughs. Vic McLaglen is the leader of the pirates,
Walter Brennan the nitwit pirate and Virginia Mayo
is the beautiful princess. (Nov.)

^RAINBOW ISLAND—Paramount: A lush Tech-
nicolor dream with Dottie Lamour roaming around in
her well-filled sarong. Merchant Marine Eddie Bracken
tells the fantastic tale of his adventures to his pals,
of Dottie and her romance with Barry Sullivan, of
Gil Lamb’s capering, of Lamour’s full-blown loveli-

ness, and of the comical situations in which Bracken
finds himself. (Jan.)

iSi/SAN DIEGO, I LOVE YOU—Universal: A
refreshing, zany story packed with chuckles and
laughter, this has professor Edward Everett Horton
and his mad family traveling to San Diego to be
near the testing plant of Horton’s invention, a col-

lapsible life raft. Louise Allbritton as the daughter
turns in a fine performance, and Jon Hall is so good
as the wealthy railroad owner. (Dec.)

SAN FERNANDO VALLE

Y

—Republic : Roy Rog-
ers and Ed Gargan try to get jobs on Dale Evans’
ranch in order to find some thugs. The cow hands
are girls because Dale is trying to thwart her sister

Jean Porter’s romantic tendencies. The story is too
frail for Rogers, but the music is first-rate. (Nov.)

SEVEN DOORS TO DEATH—PRC: A mystery
chiller, with cute June Clyde inheriting a shopping
center with a stray corpse or two thrown in. With
Chic Chandler, George Meeker and Casey Mac-
Gregor. (Nov.)

SHADOW OF SUSPICION—Monogram: Those
jewel thieves are back again, as busy as usual. This
time they slip priceless gems into a pair of bronzed
baby shoes and you get all the resulting nonsense
you've seen before. Anyway, Tim Ryan is cute and
Marjorie Weaver pretty, and Peter Cookson a brave
newcomer to tackle this one. (Jan.)

yiASONG TO REMEMBER, A—Columbia: The
influence of a shrewd woman on the life and works
of a genius is here splendidly portrayed by Cornel
Wilde playing Frederic Chopin, and Merle Oberon as
George Sand, the woman who brings him into the
limelight of fame. Paul Muni plays Chopin's old
teacher, whom Merle tries to keep away from him.
The music is exquisite and exciting, making the pic-
ture the musical treat of the year. (Jan.)

STORM
_

OVER LISBON—Republic: Vera Hruba
Ralston is a beautiful spy who poses as a dancer in
Eric von Stroheim’s cafe, and Richard Arlen is the
American secret agent. Otto Kruger, Eduardo Cian-
nelli and Mona Barrie add intrigue. (Nov.)

L/SWEET AND LOW-DOWN—20th Century-Fox:
Benny Goodman promotes young trombonist James
Cardwell whom Linda Darnell loves until he gets a
swelled head, and with some persuasion by singer
Lynn Bari and agent Allyn. Joslyn, steals Benny’s boys
and starts his own band. Jack Oakie is funny, but
it’s the music that makes the picture. (Nov.)

V\/TALL IN THE SADDLE—RKO: A Western
mystery drama with action and romance, and Tohn
Wayne as the new ranch foreman who arrives in
town to find the man who hired him has been mur-
dered. Ella Raines becomes his boss instead, and
Wayne is romantically caught between Ella and the
Eastern Audrey Long. The fight sequence between
Wayne and Ward Bond is one of the best screen
fights you’ve seen. (Dec.)

(Continued on page 119)

See and feel your skin become

fresher, clearer, younger-textured!

1 don’t just say that Lady Esther

4-Purpose Face Cream does wonder-

ful things for your skin. I prove it—

prove it by means of the “Patch Test”!

Just choose a part of your face that

is too oily, or too dry— or where you
have a few blackheads or big pores.

Rub Lady Esther Face Cream on that

one part of your face, and wipe it off.

Wipe it off completely. Then see how

that patch of skin takes on new fresh-

ness and clarity! Touch it— feel it!

Feel how the dry rough flakes are

gone!

What happens to that one patch of

skin will happen to your entire face

when you use Lady Esther Face
Cream. For it does the U things your

skin needs most for beauty! (1) It

thoroughly cleans your skin. (2) It

softens your skin. (3) It helps nature

refine the pores. (4) It leaves a

smooth, perfect base for powder.

Make the Tonight!
See with your own eyes the difference Lady Esther

Face Cream makes in your skin! Make the “Patch

Test”— and compare the results with the results you
get from any cream you’ve ever used, regardless of

price! The proof’s in your own mirror. Make the

“Patch Test” and compare!

4-Purpose Face Cream
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ANNE REVERE . CONNIE MARSHALL • CHILL WILLS

ROBERT BAILEY • BOBBY DRISCOLL * JANE OARWELL
Directed by LICK'D BACON * Prxhcad WAITER MOROSCO

CENTURY-FOX
PICTURE

LOVE STORY THAT WILL WARM
EVERY LONELY HEART IN THE LAND

-mi - and thrill every happy <

A lonely soldier ... a heart-

hungry girl . . . It’s all about

love... and just about perfect!

i j] J
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Announcing with Pride...

The New Photoplay Gold Medal Awards

WHO were the year’s favorite film actor and actress?

Which was 1944’s most popular picture?
At the close of each year many attempts are made to

answer these questions.

There are the Academy Awards, the Oscars given by
the motion picture industry to its workers judged the

most outstanding.
There are the film critics’ awards given in New York

and other metropolitan cities. There are the film trade-
publication awards based on box-office earnings. There
are in some cities the selections made by newspaper
ballots cast by local readers and in a few instances maga-
zines also have run ballots restricted to their own readers.

But there has never been a nationwide poll taken of

the actual movie audience itself, the general public of

the United States; never any awards given to the picture,

the actor and the actress selected by those of us who
go to the movies not as critics or professional movie-
makers but as Johnny Q. Public.

Now Photoplay has made it possible for the entire

movie-going public to name its own selections of the out-
standing pictures and stars of the year.

In the interests of its readers, of the Hollywood film

industry and of the general public, Photoplay has ar-

ranged with Dr. George Gallup, best known of all

audience research directors, to determine the nation’s

most popular pictures and stars each year.

Dr. Gallup will employ the same research technique
which has enabled him in the past three presidential

elections in the United States to predict within one and
one-half per cent the popular vote majority of the
presidential winner.
So that there may be complete impartiality, Photoplay,

while underwriting all costs of this yearly undertaking,
has agreed to leave the entire research to Dr. Gallup

and his highly skilled organization.
Photoplay, unwilling to risk any ballot-box stuffing, is

publishing no voting coupon on the pages of any issue

of its magazine. Its readers are polled by Dr. Gallup
only as they are a part of the general movie public
of the United States.

The editors of Photoplay will not know until Dr.
Gallup brings them his finished survey which picture
and which stars have won these high awards. Nor will

Hollywood or the general public know in advance of

Photoplay readers. The announcements to the news-
papers of the country will not be made until the day
that you pick up your copy of the March issue, on sale

February 16th throughout America.

, So that some tangible recognition will remain through-
out the year to the studio producing America’s favorite

picture and to the individual stars whom the nation

selects as the stars of the year, Photoplay will present
its famed Gold Medals on the day of the announcements.
These medals remain the permanent possession of the

winning studio and stars.

The last of the polling throughout the country was
taken in December, the results have now been rushed
to Princeton, New Jersey, where Dr. Gallup’s Audience
Research Institute carries out its analyses and the
winners will be determined while the presses for Photo-
play’s next issue are held. The day the selections are

finally made by Dr. Gallup, the presses will begin to run
speeding the news to Photoplay’s readers. Secrecy will

be maintained by Photoplay’s staff of writers, editors

and printers until the day of sale when the announcement
will be made in the daily papers and on the radio

throughout the nation naming the winners of Photoplay’s

first annual Gold Medal Awards given on the basis of

the new Photoplay-Gallup poll. p
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T
HE bets were a hundred to one in

Hollywood that tempestuous, quick-
tempered Mayo Methot would live up
to her name, “Sluggy,” and take a few
quick passes at anybody who tried to

take Humphrey Bogart away from her.

“Mayo,” said a close friend, “will
never in the world let any girl walk
off with Bogie. She’d rather hang for

murder than see someone else his wife.”

I, personally, have always liked Mayo.
I find that she loves her man enough
to battle for him—to claw and kick, if

necessary—and in our Hollywood there
are not many wives who would go to

that extreme to hold their mates.
But Mayo has surprised everybody.

When Bogie announced after a month
of reconciliation he was leaving her,

instead of being the fighting, slugging
gal she’s always been she began to

weep over the telephone, at the time
she talked to me, begging me to see if

I could find out whether Bogie was
coming home.

I would rather have taken a beat-
ing than have been the one to put the
question to him, for I’ve been fond of

both of them in spite of the many
battles they’ve had. But here was a
plea I couldn’t ignore.

I telephoned Bogie and said to him,
“What about it, Boy—you’ve never lied

to me in your life. What about you
and Mayo?”

“It’s all over,” he said. “Will you tell

her for me, please? I’ve tried to tell her
through her mother, but Mayo won’t
listen. I’m not going home. I can’t go
on with the battles we’ve had for six

years and I want a new life.”

Before the second break between
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Team that clicked: Howard Hawks with Lauren Bacall and Bogart

them came I couldn’t truthfully have
said what tomorrow would have brought
forth, but in the past when Bogie has
parted from a woman he loved it’s been
final. This was true in the case of

Helen Menken, his first wife. It was
true with Mary Philips, his second
marriage. But life was never as stren-

uous with either of these as was his

life with Mayo.
These two have had fun. Such fun!

They’ve battled in New York’s “21,”

they’ve broken furniture in their own
home, they had to pay for damages
done to the Algonquin furnishings, they
put on such a scene in Italy that the
fighting there at the front seemed tame.
And yet when it comes to loyalty, there
has never been anyone in the world
who has given Bogie such adoration,
admiration and devotion as Mayo.

True, Mayo is jealous. She used to

telephone the set when he was making
“To Have And Have Not” and ask
about the love scenes with Lauren
Bacall. She was jealous from the be-
ginning of the former model who made
her first important appearance opposite
the bad man of the screen.
Tnere is little doubt that Bogie has

lost his heart to lovely Lauren Bacall,
the girl whose face in Harper’s Ba-
zaar so attracted Mrs. Howard Hawks
that she persuaded her husband to see
if the face was as photogenic before a
moving-picture camera as it was in a
still photograph. Those who have seen
“To Have And Have Not” will recall

that the sultry blonde Bacall girl hasn’t
the conventional motion-picture beauty
but something extremely arresting and
away from the (Continued on page 91)
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Man of Conflict



Of Spencer Tracy who, when he came to the crossroads, took the uphill road.

Here a distinguished writer gives you the story of the man and his struggles

T
S$de/a

O
NE day not long ago I took a
young lieutenant of the United

States Army Air Corps out to the
M-G-M studio for lunch. He was
just back from his completed mis-
sions over Germany and he wanted
to see a movie set in operation.

All of a sudden I noticed that he
was staring over my shoulder with
wide eyes and then in a low, awed
voice, he said, “Look, there’s General
Doolittle!”

I turned hastily and there, as you
have doubtless guessed, sat Spencer
Tracy minding his own business over
a bowl of chicken noodle soup.

In all motion-picture history, I do
not think there has ever been a man
so identified with the parts he plays

as Spencer Tracy—and I believe it

has had an amazing effect upon his

own life and his own character.

There is, for instance, a good deal

of confusion in the public mind about
Father Flanagan of Boys Town. I’ve

often wondered if the good Father
ever went anywhere and said he was
Father Flanagan and had somebody
answer, “Oh no, you’re not! I’ve seen
Father Flanagan and you’re not
him at all.” Because Spencer Tra-
cy’s performance of him lives forever
in the minds of those who saw it as

the man himself.

All this is perhaps because, when
you come right down to it, Tracy is

the finest actor in motion pictures

today. I told him that not long ago
and he looked so terribly unhappy
that I instantly took it back. But, as

the kids say, the crack still goes.

Incidentally, Spence and I had a
hard time getting together for a visit.

Wednesday and Thursday evenings
were out because the pilot who flew
him on his recent tour of the camps
in Hawaii was in town on leave and
he and the whole crew were staying
with Spence. Nothing, I soon dis-

covered, was going to be any fun for

them unless Spence was along and
they summed up their verdict in one
brief phrase, the service man’s ac-
colade, “What a guy!” Politely, they
all invited me to come along to din-
ner with them, but somehow I

couldn’t go. Just by the way they
spoke you knew that a great com-

On the set of “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo’’—Major Davenport, Lawson’s real-

life co-pilot, points out some B-25 angles to Tracy who plays General Doolittle

radeship had grown up between
these air men and Tracy, that they
had all sorts of private reminiscences
to share and it didn’t seem fair to

interfere with their good time.

Then Friday night is Spence’s
night with Johnny and Susie, his son
and daughter. Nothing is ever al-

lowed to happen to that. It’s their

own special night, they always have
plans made way ahead of time so that

they get the double joy of anticipa-
tion and I can’t imagine anything
that would persuade Spence to dis-

appoint those two kids. He has so
much imagination himself that he’d
suffer more than they would.
Like the time Spence was waiting

for Johnny to fly home from school.
Johnny was about thirteen or four-
teen then, I think, and he had always
traveled by air. But the plane was
several hours late and Spence waited
and walked the floor, although he
kept getting reports from operations
that everything was okay—they’d
been held up by weather—they were
reporting in okay. Finally, they
landed and Johnny was there all

right and his father said, “You feel

all right—get upset or anything?”
And the boy looked at him and
grinned and said, “I’m okay, Dad,
but you certainly look funny, like

you’d been wrung through a wrin-
ger.”

That’s Tracy, all right. In his
imagination, he’d probably gone
through a thousand dramatic things
that could have happened to the son

who has always been so close to

him.
We had our visit finally.

You can’t always tell what people
are going to look like to you
after a period of years when you
haven’t seen them often. If you see
a friend every week or even once a
year, you hardly notice the change at

all; you do your growing or back-
sliding together. But it was four or
five years since I’d talked to Spencer
Tracy—and after the first sentence,
I was aware of the spiritual and
mental growth of the man.

ND he does it the hard way! For
all his humor and his easy com-

radeship and personal charm, Spen-
cer does everything the hard way.
He’s had more ups and downs inside
himself than most people, he suffers
more over his mistakes and gets more
fun out of his victories than anybody
I know.
That is one reason that the Damon

and Pythias friendship between him
and Clark Gable always fascinates

me. Maybe that friendship, which is

and should be one of Hollywood’s
glories, stemmed from the friend-
ships they played on the screen, in

“Test Pilot” and “San Francisco,”
among others, but their own friend-
ship is closer than that. Yet no two
me.i were ever more different in

their thinking and their ways. Gable
is—just Gable. Uncomplicated as a
seeing-eye dog. Tracy is as complex
and difficult ( Continued on page 70)
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'here is only one good reason, so far as I can see,

for telling the story of one’s life — the hope that there

may he something in it to give others a belief in themselves

and their own good luck. I wish to express my thanks to

Ruth Waterhury for putting this story down on paper.



UY LIFE

P
ERHAPS all of us are the sum
of the people who have been

kind to us, but I’m sure no one
owes his whole personality and the

chances he has had more completely
than I owe this person now known
as Van Johnson to the big hearted

-

ness of the friends I’ve made during

my life.

I owe it to my parents, to my
grandmother, to a girl named Lois

and to another whom we shall call

Clarice, which isn’t her name, but
which has the same kind of elegant

sound her real name has. I owe it,

to some extent, to Sweden, and in a

very big way to New England and
the qualities for which those back-
grounds stand. And I owe it in a

terrific way, eventually, to a stage

manager named Jerry White, to a

casting director called Billy Grady,
to Lucille Ball and June Havoc, and
to Keenan and Evie Wynn, to

Spencer Tracy and a beauty named
Irene Dunne.
Not that I wasn’t always called

Van Johnson. Charles and Loretta
Johnson shied the handle of Van at

me—for no reason I’ve ever been
able to discover—at right after mid-
night of that dismal, howling rainy

pre-dawn of August 25, 1916, when
I came similarly howling into this

world, my port of entry being New-
port, Rhode Island. I was the Johnson
family’s dream boy, their only child,

their son. Thank heaven, they liked

me for myself alone, for I can im-
agine the hot appearance I made with
red skin to match my red hair.

Three years later, Dad and Mother
separated. I was too young to com-
prehend it then and today I de-
liberately don’t try. For, like other
children of divorce, I love them both.

But back in Newport I grew up with
Dad and Grandma, Dad’s mother,
and the tidiest, tiniest, best-cooking,
kindest Grandma any boy ever had.
What a cook she was! What a house-
keeper! To this day, the first thing
I notice about any girl is not how
beautiful she is, but how neat. If

she can also cook, but good, my
heart starts bumpety, bump.
Grandma and Dad were pretty

BY VAN JOHNSON

•

sharp disciplinarians. Both of them
had been born in Sweden. Grandma
never got so she could speak English

without an accent, even though she

came over here while Dad was still

a babe in arms, literally. In Sweden
kids grow up very healthy, very
happy and most distinctly toeing the

mark. In New England kids grow up
that way, too. Add Sweden to New
England and you can see that young
Master Johnson, while having all the

good yellow cheese, Swedish meat-
balls and fine frosted cookies he
could stuff into him—and he could
always stuff plenty—still got away
with nothing in the juvenile-de-
linquency department. Dad and I

were always definitely father and
son. By that I mean I knew exactly

who was boss at all times. Yet we
were also friends and the earliest

memory I have is going for a trolley

ride with him one Sunday afternoon

and ending up on that glistening

Newport beach, there to have a pic-

nic from the shoebox of delicious

food Grandma had put up for us
that morning.
Perhaps here is where I had better

straighten out that Newport refer-

ence. Think not that the Johnsons
mingled with the Vanderbilt-Baker-
Whitney-Oelrichs set that went down
to the sea in diamonds along the ex-
clusive sands of Bailey’s Beach. I

would, indeed, have liked that, even
that Sunday afternoon when I was
five and right up until nineteen,
when I left Newport. But a clam
had a far better chance of getting

into the Bailey’s Beach crowd than
a Johnson. In fact, many clams did,

but me, never.

They were what Newport—and all

New England—knows as “the sum-
mer people.” They came in, floating

chiffon and white flannels, with the
good weather and departed, all-

tweeded up, with the bad. But we
were “the natives.” We stayed all

year round, spring, summer, won-
derful fall, icy winter. Nothing
sticks to anything more tightly than
a native New Englander sticking to

his particular bailiwick, except a

Swede, and when you mix Swede

Little boy on a pony—Van at three

Graduation suit—Van at nineteen
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with New Englander, you get human
glue.

Dad, for example, still lives in the
same big, rambling brown house
where I was born. It’s too big for
him. It’s old-fashioned and in to-
day’s meaning of the word, uncom-
fortable. Yet I know nothing would
uproot him. He lives alone, com-
pletely self-sufficient. I talk to him
long distance a couple of times a
month, this because I'm as bad a
correspondent as he is. He never
approved of my going on the stage,
but it tickles me that movies have
won him over. He keeps scrapbooks
on me, which is a laugh, too, but he
likes it and naturally I like

his liking it. He walks down
the same streets. It’s con-
tentment. It's also Swedish.
We Swedes have to watch a

tendency against settling
into pleasant ruts. I recog-
nize this trait in me every
once in a while, that and an
equally typical Swedish
moodiness.

A ND right there come in

my friends and my dvbt
to them. Except for them
and their urging, except for

the bright and lovely Lois,

in particular, I might still

be in Newport, too, walking
down those same leafy

streets, breathing its sharp
salt air, knowing its quiet,

charming life, maybe even
making Dad’s dream come
true that I go to Brown
University and become a
lawyer.

But 1 wanted to act, right

from the beginning. Or
maybe I’d be more honest
to say I wanted to show off.

And did. I was the one who
developed our barn and all

the other kids’ barns into

being our theaters. I was
the one who wrote the plays.

And very, very oddly, I was
the one who cast me to play
the leads. Other small fry

might be permitted to say
“ouch” or “here come the
girls” or other such punch
lines in my dramas, but it

was Master Johnson who
played the extremely dash-
ing heroes. It was even this

wonder child who became a
human bullet and learned about the
lamentable lack of appreciation an
audience can have—if the actor
doesn’t know how to put his act

across!

That happened thus: One of the

barns—and whose barn it was I can’t

for the life of me remember—was
equipped outside, up under the

eaves, with one of those big block
and tackles for lifting the hay into

the loft. From this block and tackle

dangled a rope and into this rope,

fastened like a noose, daring Van
Johnson, aged then approximately
ten, stuck his stupid neck and an-
nounced to the assembled audience,

safely though uncomfortably seated
on the ground, that he would shoot
himself, faster than the fastest bullet,
down toward them.
Which he did. Out he stepped.

Down he plummeted, and why the
noose didn’t tighten more than it

did and snuff him out, fate only
knows. But if fate was saving me
for “Two Girls And A Sailor,” or
“Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo,” or
whatever, I’m still very grateful to
it. However, my only real suffering
on that occasion was hearing the
audience say, as one boy, “Aw, is

that all?” In other words, I was
alive but the act was a flop. The

ham in me almost wished it had
been the other way around.

Still, that taught me nothing. I

tried other ways to intrigue my
audiences. I worked after school at

any odd jobs, some very odd, that I

could get. I carried out ashes. I

mowed lawns in summer and shov-
eled snow in winter. I delivered
groceries. I took magazine subscrip-
tions. It wasn’t that I loved work so
much, but that I loved possessions
more. Dad had one rule: I could
have what I wanted if I earned the
price of it myself. I got a trapeze
and rings and I performed on those.

I enrolled myself in Dorothy Glad-
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hands?

One of those who said the war

would be over last September—

-

or October—or November?

Who thought food rationing

should be relaxed, gasoline

should be plentiful and Bonds

didn’t have to be bought any more?

Most important, were you one of

those who decided to abandon

your war job for a "job. that

has a future?”

Is your guy home from Germany?

Is the kid down the street back

from the Philippines?

Are the boys from your town

marching down Main Street with

the torn flag of Tokyo in their

ding’s dancing school and took up
tap and adagio. I joined the Order
of De Molay. I became a Boy Scout
and I suspect I even dramatized
tying those knots. Every day in
every way I acted. I tried to get into
the dramatic club at Calvert Gram-
mar School and then at Rogers High.
I chewed up plenty of their scenery
at the try-outs but I could never
make the grade. However, there was
often the Lions Club or the Kiwanis
who wanted talented, though ama-
teur, entertainment. When they did,
the first to volunteer was guess who?

I grew inevitably older and for-
tunately taller. By the time I

entered Rogers High, I stood

_ six feet and was nicknamed—* “Red.” I was also a less
good student than I had
been.

There were two causes for
this: My dramatic ambitions
and a girl. I put them in the
order of their importance to
me then, but both were
troubling my concentration.
There’s a Casino Theatre in

Newport, and thither at that
time came such top-flight
stars as Ruth Chatterton
and Alice Brady and thither
went yours truly, right up
into the peanut gallery, to

gape downward in ecstasy.
There was a little Dutch
showboat that used to tie up
periodically at Newport and
where it docked, I docked,
too. There were circuses
that came in the spring and
there was eternally the
Bijou, our movie theater,
and whenever I could man-
age the time and the twenty
cents simultaneously, I was
distinctly among those pres-
ent. Between all this and
my girl, lessons ran a bad
third. I’d had good grades at

Calvert, but at Rogers High
I took the snap course, the
commercial, and I had a

tough time getting through
even that.

We’ll call the girl Mary.
She was tiny and blonde and
she had been my girl all

through Calvert. Each Val-
entine’s Day, while we both

=* tried yearly to beat our time
and receive and send more
valentines than the year

before, we still reserved the biggest
and laciest ones for each other. On
the May Day Mary was queen, she
chose me for her partner. When we
went to dances, come who would,
we saved the first and last dances
for us, together. When we went to

Rogers High, we became known as
“the best-known couple in school.” I

don’t believe we ever said so in so
many words but we both believed
that “someday” we would be mar-
ried.

Then I finished high. It was mid-
summer and Dad was talking Brown
for the fall. I didn’t want that. I

didn’t know ( Continued on page 111)
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Pidge, new sister for Skipper—and one
reason Daddy Dick took a big chance

The happy Haymeses, Joanne and Dick, at home in their all-paid-for house

Hey there,

Time to get a line on this Irish Latin American

who landed on easy street the hard way

Watch out below: Dick gets set to take

off into the first pool he ever owned

W HAT is a guy going to do when
he is $9,000 in debt? When he is

behind in the rent and can’t pay the
grocery bill? When his beautiful
wife has just announced that he’s

about to be the father of a second
child?

To Dick Haymes, who found him-
self in that spot just a little over a
year ago, there was only one answer.
He quit his job.

Quickly—before Mr. Anthony and
the Retail Merchants Credit Asso-
ciation have apoplexy—let it be said
that the young man was absolutely
right. For the Dick Haymes of the
hard-luck story is the same Dick
Haymes who today is appearing op-
posite Betty Grable in “Billy Rose’s
Diamond Horseshoe,” who has a
seven-year contract at Fox studios,

who is starring on his own radio
show, “Everything For The Boys,”
whose record sales are totaled in six

figures, who has a house with a
swimming pool in the San Fernando
Valley, and no debts at all. The
grocery man loves him.

“I had known for a long time that
I had to make a break,” Dick says
now, “but when Joanne told me we

were going to have another baby

—

that did it!”

Dick had been singing with bands
for four years—ever since Harry
James told him that he was a rotten
song writer.

“I won’t buy your songs,” James
told the embryo composer, “but I’ll

buy your voice.”

After that, for three years, Dick
appeared in theaters and ballrooms
all over the country as soloist with
such top bands as James, Benny
Goodman and Tommy Dorsey. With
all of them he made records. With
Dorsey he even made a picture

—

but you didn’t see him. He was
effectively disguised in powdered
wig and lmee breeches in “Du Barry
Was A Lady,” and it was just as well.

“That band routine is murder,”
Dick says. “In the first place, a guy
in a band has absolutely no right

to be married.”
When he asked Joanne to marry

him, Dick says, it was because he
was terribly in love with her and
wanted to be with her. But how
much time can a man spend with
his wife when he is recording with
the band in the mornings, broad-
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Two devotees: Dick and his Joanne

Haymes!

SPawfine P/itamnion

casting with the band in the after-

noons and appearing with the band
until the middle of the night?

“I was married to the band, not
Joanne,” he recalls with a shudder.
“When Skipper was bom, it was
worse. I had to choose between
sleeping—the measly four or five

hours which was all I had been able
to squeeze in before—and seeing my
son once in a while.

“Well,” Dick sighs, remembering,
“they say some people can get along
without sleep. All I got was a bad
cold that hung on for months and
months and an incipient nervous
breakdown.”
He kept promising himself that

he’d quit—that he’d have a try on his

own, in radio or the movies. But
that $150 a week he was getting, and
the $20 a side for recording jobs,

was pretty important. He dragged
along from week to week.
“Joanne was wonderful,” he says.

“She put up with the murderous
hours—remember, when she stayed
up to say hello to me when I got
home at three in the morning it was
a real sacrifice, for she had to be uo
at six to (Continued on page 80)
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Never-to-be-forgotten moment: Judy Garland, who has
never seen Paris, singing “The Last Time I Saw Paris’’

The intriguing Turk, Turhan Bey, may find that post-

war pictures will offer far greater scope for his popularity

What’s in a name? Exotic Maria Montez finds a variation

of hers diverting when it has that Continental flavor

I

FIND Hollywood one of the most interesting places
in which I have ever lived . . . and I have lived all

over the world. First in New York, where as Elsie

de Wolfe, I carried on my career as an actress, and
subsequently as an interior decorator. Then in various
parts of Europe with my husband, Sir Charles Mendl,
who was in the diplomatic service.

We resided chiefly at the Villa Trianon in beautiful

Versailles until the Germans swept over France and our
Embassy gave us orders to leave at once. And then
we came to Hollywood, a pair of lonely, disillusioned

people, feeling we had little to offer but anxious to

make friends in this new strange world where we had
found sanctuary.

In Hollywood everything is youthful, brimming with
activity, the very air filled with the excitement that

attends the birth of new ideas, new plans.

Life, as I was privileged to know it in the aristocratic

circles in foreign countries, might have seemed glam-
orous. But I find far more stimulating the refreshing,

unconventional viewpoint of Hollywood where young
people are bent on achieving success quickly and through
their own accomplishments. As my husband has often
observed: “Hollywood is amusing. Not a stuffed shirt

in the place!”

What Hollywood possesses uniquely is a great variety
and brilliancy in its personnel. This is constantly mani-
fested at its social functions. If we had a party in

Cannes or Versailles or London, we were always over-
joyed to have just one celebrity whose name was news
throughout the world. But here in this endlessly
amazing town you may gather together in a single

evening twenty, thirty, forty, even fifty personalities
who make headlines in the international press.

First and foremost: Norma Shearer puts her career in

second place to husband Navy Air Lieutenant Marty Arrouge
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Here a woman, who has lived in the whirl of

world society, tells how Hollywood stacks up

in the international who’s-who sweepstakes

BY LADY MENDL
As told to Elza Schallert

Return of a favorite: Loretta Young back on the job after
an interlude for motherhood, with husband Col. Tom Lewis

Typically American, the outstanding male screen person-
ality, Gary Cooper—and his ardent fan, Shirley Temple

I remember the night at Mary Pickford’s when Buddy
Rogers led an impromptu musical entertainment playing

the trombone, and Jules Stein, of the Music Corporation

of America, picked up a child’s violin and started to

draw the bow across the strings. The tiny instrument
belonged to Mary’s young son. Mr. Stein hadn’t touched
a violin for years and everyone was surprised at his skill.

Alex Steinert, who composes for pictures, wandered
over to the piano, because by that time music was in

the air, and next Fefe Ferry, one of the colony’s bon
vivants, found another violin. Within a few moments a
first-rate quartette was Organized and they entertained

the guests until dawn. Every one danced and sang and
had a wonderful time. No one wanted to go home.

It was a grand party that had magically grown out of

an impulse and developed into a rare and unforgettable
evening. How could anyone forget Errol Flynn, Kay
Francis, Sonja Henie, Reginald Gardiner and numerous
other film-famous folk joining together in popular songs?
At another party Frank Sinatra, Lauritz Melchior of

the Metropolitan Opera, Jose Iturbi and one or two
others prominent in the music and film worlds joined in

an informal concert, which went on for long, joyous
hours. Never in social history could you imagine any-
thing like that.

Even more amazing as a revelation of the gay social

spirit which prevails in Hollywood was the evening at

my dear friend Elsa Maxwell’s when she gave a per-
fectly magnificent party to celebrate the liberation of

France. It came to a climax in the early morning
hours with Artur Rubinstein, famed pianist, Danny
Kaye, Greer Garson and Cesar Romero holding a jam
session. Danny had a bass fiddle, Romero a violin and
Greer rattled a pair of gourds. (Continued on page 72)

The author, world-traveler, sophisticate



Cocktails for two: The glow of
a fire, the gray of dusk and
this daring - in - color hostess
gown by Greer to dazzle him

Dash for a date: Deanna Durbin, star of

Universal’s “Can’t Help Singing,” picks

a red crepe designed by Howard Greer.

Its swing and color are beau-catching
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Color photographs by Jones

Off to work: Deanna wears this

Adrian model—a tailored gray tweed
suit, with accent on cut, for the per-

fect send-off to an early studio call



Furlough fling: And a message for him on the
bodice. He’ll be mystified, if he doesn’t know
shorthand. Greer chose this for Deanna, with
its dashing scroll, “I love you, I love you”

Formal splendor: A waltz re-

frain, a starry night, the one
man ! And Greer’s dramatic black
taffeta, to haunt his memories

match the mode to the mood

Completely casual: A date to talk
business, a meeting of the club

—

designer Howard Greer offers this
jumper dress as the ideal solution
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A rather remarkable man

Notable: Alexander Knox who brings to life a great president in “Wilson”

J
UST about a dozen years ago, in

the heart of the city of London,
a young Canadian named Alexander
Knox might have been seen reading
a novel by a young Englishman
named James Hilton. If this sounds
too dramatic, let us hastily add that
he was not reading it because he
liked it (even if he did), but because
he was being paid to do so. In fact,

he was a reviewer, and the paper
he was reviewing for was the Lon-
don Times. Now, being a novelist is

anybody’s business (Knox himself
has written novels, for that matter),
but to be a reviewer on the London
Times argues that Alexander Knox
must have, been a rather remarkable
young man in those days.
And he still is, in these days.
I went up to one of the high floors

of Sunset Towers and met Alexander
Knox for the first time a few weeks
ago. He mentioned the earlier inci-

dent of the novel and we agreed that
the world was a small place.

Presently there came along a

couple of dry Martinis and it be-
came clear to me then, as I stared
about the room, that Knox was the
kind of man who would accept what
luxuries money can buy without en-
joying them either too much or too
little—without, in fact, thinking too

carefully about them at all. It was
quite a luxurious apartment for a
man who lives alone—he is a bach-
elor by divorce—yet one had the
curious impression that a less lux-
urious one would have suited Knox
just as well, only he couldn’t find

one. (And this, with the Hollywood
apartment situation what it is, might
quite possibly be the truth.)

If I were a conscientious inter-

viewer I should here describe the
man, but why waste time, since

everyone has seen or can see him
in the picture “Wilson,” even to the
Technicolor of his eyes. Besides, I

am not a conscientious interviewer.
I rely on the convenient and lazy

principle that when you meet some-
body you automatically remember
what matters (to you, anyhow) and
forget or perhaps don’t even notice

what doesn’t matter. By that reck-
oning I couldn’t for the life of me
recall how Alexander Knox was
dressed, but I do remember how
quickly we got into conversation
about books, pictures, art, Holly-
wood and world politics. I thought
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... is Alexander Knox—a man of many talents, who
is creating a new and provocative fashion in Hollywood

that in appearance he reminded me
a little bit of the English writer,

J. B. Priestley. The angle of nose
and chin, perhaps. . . .

Knox belongs to the new genera-
tion of Hollywood stars who shape
so oddly into the category that they
are already on their way to changing
both Hollywood and the star system.

It used to be that any male new-
comer to the screen who wasn’t a
glamour boy must be a character
actor. If he was a character actor,

and a good one, he could look for-

ward to a long life of prosperity

without too much publicity, but if

he was a glamour boy he had to

face the paradox that while the pub-
lic was craziest over him he would
be working his way up the lower
rungs of the salary-option ladder,

eventually to reach the top just

about the time when gray hairs and
a fickle public were beginning to

show themselves.

W ITH a man like Knox, however,
the whole setup is different be-

cause it would be absurd from the
outset to cast him either for “glam-
our” or “character”—as either a
Robert Taylor or a Paul Muni. In-
deed the only possible thing to say
is that he’s an actor, and that the
fame he has secured in “Wilson”
neither enforces nor precludes any
particular kind of thing he will do
next.

In support of this argument one
has only to glance at his pre-
vious picture roles to gather some
notion of the man’s range. His first

Hollywood film was “The Sea Wolf”
with Edward G. Robinson, in which
he played the shipwrecked author,
a man of physical fear but mental
courage. After that there were the
memorable moments in “This Above
All” as the gentle clergyman and in

“None Shall Escape” as the fanat-
ical Nazi leader which in Knox’s
hands had the sharpness of a steel

engraving.
So Knox is a star, but like many

of the newer stars, he doesn’t fit into

the star system; and when enough
people don’t fit a system it is the
system that has to be changed.
Knox’s biography is interesting be-
cause, by its very variety and in-
dividuality, it is becoming typical of

this newer Hollywood star-vintage.

That it is a (Continued on page 94)

The distinguished author of
“Goodbye Mr. Chips,” “Lost
Horizon” and “And Now Good-
bye” in whirh Knox will star

Humor for the housebov as he
serves the preferred late breakfast.

Hobby : Motorcycling and writing

—be it mvstery novels or plays

Chess expert: Knox who stars next in “Over 21” plays chess with Director Neumann

k '
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You’ll love Diana Lynn

—not because she’s pretty

—not because she’s talented

—but because . . .

Her heart

R
EADY,” the director said, “roll

’em,” and the picture “Our
Hearts Were Young And Gay” began.

I stood watching just outside the

fringe of lights, a funny little catch

in my throat. The scene the director

had elected to shoot first was to take
place in the cabin of the ship on
which Cornelia Otis Skinner and I

had sailed to Europe in 1923. Pas-
sage in that cabin had cost us each
eighty-three dollars, and looking at

its replica now I thought we had
been overcharged. The accommo-
dations included narrow lower and
upper white iron bunks, a folding

washstand, a pair of water bottles,

each suspended in a wooden ring.

There was little else.

But standing in the center of the
cabin, as the picture began, stood
Emily, but this Emily was Diana
Lynn. She was dressed in the dupli-
cate of the tweed suit that other Em-
ily had worn twenty years ago. The
suit was of tweed with a fringed skirt

and a long cape. The hat which
matched it had been somehow fault-

ily stitched, so that at the slightest

provocation of breeze or toss of the
head, the crown—and it was tweed
too—would rise up from its folds to

a clownish peak like a wind indicator
on a landing field. But that Emily
didn’t care whether the crown of

her hat flew up, or her pocketbook
fell down on the railroad track out
of reach, or her safety pocket-belt
which her mother had forced her to
wear made a sinister looking bulge
on her upper thigh. That Emily was
young and gay; her heart was high
and thumping with excitement. This

was a dream come true. She and
her best friend Cornelia were going

to Europe together.

The very first words this new Em-
ily said, when the director ordered
“roll ’em,” were what that other
Emily had said in that same cabin
twenty years ago,

“Oh, Cornelia, I can’t believe it’s

true. Emily Kimbrough is going to

Europe!”
For one strange, timeless moment

that Emily and this one fused. I was
once more that girl in that same
cabin on the ship about to set forth

on the trip Cornelia and I had
yearned for so long. And all of the
adventure and beauty of Europe lay

ahead of us. The things that had
come since then to both of us were
yet to be.

The director called, “Cut.” The
scene ended, and I was twenty years
older again. It had been a moment
not apt to happen in one’s life, and
never to be forgotten.

Diana Lynn had become Emily
Kimbrough because Cornelia and I,

after all these years, had written a

book about that trip abroad, and
called it “Our Hearts Were Young
And Gay.” Paramount had bought
the book, and this was the picture
from it.

I was there because Paramount
had invited Cornelia and me to help
the producer, Sheridan Gibney,
write the motion-picture version of

the book., That was what we called
it until Hollywood taught us to use
the strangely medical term it em-
ploys for the transformation of a
book to a picture

—
“treatment.”

Then and now: The two Emilys meet

Oh my! Look to the Lynn lines, Diana

Then I had been asked to return to

act as, what Hollywood calls, the

technical adviser, for the making of

the picture.

Diana Lynn was my youth restor-

ative. So was Gail Russell, who was
to play the part of Cornelia, but it

was Diana after all who was Emily.
That did make, naturally, a partic-

ular bond.
I had been working on the lot for

nearly two weeks before I met her,

but I had been there only a few
hours when (Continued on page 102)
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When you see these Ladd expressions—and know the rea-

sons for them—you understand the man behind the name

BY MARIAN QUINN

This happens

e jtin. He iooks like this

. . . when his doorbell rings and he opens the
door to Kay Kyser and Georgia Carroll, among
the Ladd’s very best friends;

. . . when you chalk up compliments for his new-
est, nicest tie, his one personal sartorial indul-

gence ;

. . . and when, of course, he sees roast pork and
chocolate cake appearing, his two favorite foods.

“The Scourl.

. . . when he’s in the midst of a group of fast-

talking, would-be clever women, anathema to the
Ladd simplicity;

. . . when Sonny Tufts is taking him over at his

favorite game of gin rummy;

. . . when he hears the news of the latest Holly-
wood marriage breakup. He believes in mar-
riage, is proud that his is a constructive, success-

ful one.

7ke ietioui look . This you’ll see

. . . when he’s talking about his newest role. He
takes his acting seriously, is ever ready to discuss
improvement in his work with his director, co-
workers—or you

;

~Tha sentimental look • This occurs

. . . when, of a Saturday afternoon, he’s pound-
ing a hammer, repairing small Alana’s screened-
in play pen that he built himself in the back
yard of the ivy-covered square Normandy house;

. . . when you catch him in a toy store, picking
out a woolly dog for his miniature heart inter-
est, two-year-old daughter Alana;
. . . when you spot him in a florist shop, buying
some new plant for his ivy-loving wife, small
dark Sue Carol;

. . . when he’s reading. Since, in his busy day,
he seldom finds time for it book, he reads himself
to sleep every night, choosing from the papers,
magazines and books piled high on the table
beside his bed.

. . . when he’s off guard, staring at his ruby
quartz ring, birthday gift from Susie and always
on his finger;

. . . when from across the room he catches the
eyes of Sue—his wife, the person who is his
home, his happiness and his heart.



I promise you an inspiring experience—if you will do what
I did. I mean entertaining returned war veterans from our
convalescent hospitals. First I phoned the Special Service

Officer at Birmingham Hospital and asked if I might have
some boys for lunch and the afternoon. It’s good to have
a minimum df two, preferably three or four. I got their

names and their ranks to avoid awkward moments of ex-

changing identities. Then I drove to the hospital for them.
The boys in the car with me are Pvt. David Dimmick (in

front seat). Pvt. Roger Jett and Sgt. Bill Willard. Sgt. Lloyd

Tavlor was with us, too, but you can’t see him in this picture.

Lunch was the important thing and we had it as soon as we
arrived at the house. No fancy food. It might be against

their diet rules. No dress-up linen and dishes. These boys

are from simple homes too and we knew they’d be more at

ease with regular family fare. But what a boner we pulled!

We served lunch at 12:30, when they were used to having it

at 11:30. No wonder the boys were so quiet at first. They
were hungry! However, they made up for lost time when we
sat down to eat. The food and the informality of the meal
loosened them up and the boys began talking back and^

forth. That’s the advantage of having several boys.

I tried not to let them overdo, because they weren’t well yet and needed to

take it easy. We played a little Ping-pong in the patio. It doesn’t have to

be a strenuous game and it’s fun. Lloyd (he’s the one on the right) is

from Minnesota and he loved the California sunshine. So we stayed out-

side for a while and let him enjoy the sun. Lloyd has leg and chest

wounds but hopes it won’.t be many months before he can go home. The

other boys are native Californians.



Bonita Granville speaking: Here’s a new and exciting experience—a morale

builder for you and the boys who have fought for you. Let me tell you about it

Afterward, they wandered around the house looking at pic-

tures and kidding me about the soft furniture. Then we gath-
ered around the piano and you should have heard the boys
give! But don’t think you have to have a piano. They’ll en-
joy a dart game just as much. 1 also learned it’s a good idea
to get several little box games—the kind you tilt until the
small balls roll into the right spot—to have for the boys to
occupy their hands when they can’t think of anything to say.

1 told Roger’s fortune while David looked on. David, with
the Infantry in the African campaign, was wounded at Anzio—a leg wound. They both got a kick out of my fortune-
telling. So did I, because I knew nothing about it—

I

just bought a pack of fortunetelling cards and whaled
away. I didn’t ask them what battles they’d fought in or
how they got their wounds. These are things they’ll talk

about themselves, if they want to. Leave it up to them.

Afterward the boys were glad to relax, even though they
wouldn’t admit it, so we decided to listen to some music from
my record collection. They all picked their favorites and we
had a strictly-by-request program. Roger Jett is picking his
record here. His own record includes the Purple Heart. He
was with the U. S. Rangers all through the African campaign
and saw some rugged action at Anzio, where he was wounded.

We danced—not too much. But it was fun. In fact, the

whole afternoon was wonderful—for me, and, I think, for

them. You can have this same fun. Our convalescent hos-

pitals are in every sector of the country. Call them and
they’ll send the best guests you ever had. Don’t be discour-

aged if no one is available at the moment y’ou call. Try again
tomorrow. For you’ll have a grand time—I promise you!
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all for

Allbritton

Louise, that tornado

from Texas, the lass who

leads her life with flair

BY KATE HOLLIDAY

T
IME was when the ability to look
entrancing behind the ribbon

counter or at a Hollywood soda
fountain was the sure road to motion-*

picture success. But nowadays, a gal

has to know how to act.

Thus, with a minimum of effort,

we come to Louise Allbritton. And,
as you can see by the accompanying
portrait, the prospect is delightful.

Miss Allbritton is part of Holly-
wood’s “you-gotta-show-’em” or
“the - industry - has - become - adult”
phase. Though she is stately, blonde,
and possesses a lovely face and a
fine frame, her main attraction to

the boys in the back room is that
she can handle any part from a
beat-up grandmother to a lisping

ingenue. At present, due to some
unexpected dynamite on celluloid

called “San Diego, I Love You,” she
is being touted as the logical suc-
cessor to the comedy crown of the
late Carole Lombard.

It all began in Texas, where her
father is a mogul of sorts, owning
the entire traction system of Wichita
Falls and a healthy interest in a
nationwide bus outfit. The imme-
diate result was that Louise’s mother
shuddered 'when she heard her
daughter lapsing into the drawn-out
diction of the plains.

The treatment for the malady was
a public speaking course, in the
study of which the girl met up with
one Wm. Shakespeare, a wordy indi-

vidual but good. So good, in fact,

that Louise not only lost her accent
but acquired a passion for biting a
backdrop.
High school and two years at the

University of Oklahoma followed.

For Allbritton, they were a proces-
sion of dirty stages, flats which
wouldn’t stay where you put them,
make-up and the learning of lines.

Then, in due (Continued on page 100)
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Home runner: Eddie Ryan appearing in Fox’s “Bon Voyage'

rooting for

Ryan
Eddie, the boy from

Brooklyn who is kicking up

the dust in Hollywood

BY ELEANOR HARRIS

MAKE no mistake about it—maybe
Eddie Ryan lives in Hollywood

now, but part of his heart is back in

Brooklyn. Maybe he’s been seen in

“The Sullivans,” “Take It Or Leave
It,” and “Wilson”—but he’s still see-
ing, in his mind’s eye, a certain block
on Midwood Street in Brooklyn: the
block between Flatbush and Bedford
Avenues. This block was his nurs-
ery, living room, playground and
very nearly his bedroom for all of

his twenty years, and naturally he
misses his home!
Not that Hollywood hasn’t pro-

vided him with plenty of new sensa-
tions in the past year, since he first

arrived. He was nineteen then, a
kid with a pointed face, an infectious

grin, brown wavy hair, alert blue
eyes and a trim, skinny body of me-
dium height He wore (and still

wears) the proper clothes for Man-
hattan ... a gray double-breasted
suit, a pale red tie, a snowy hand-
kerchief peaked in his breast pocket,

a gray fedora. Everything was neat
and conservative, except his shoes.

They were an hysterical brown and
yellow and the Negro redcap couldn’t
help letting out a whistle of respect-
ful fascination at sight of them. On
the gay shoes Eddie walked into

Twentieth Century-Fox Studios and
began his life in the giddy film

colony.
His life, however, is giddy in a far

different manner to that of his fellow
citizens. You see, he doesn’t drink
or smoke; and when he first reached
Hollywood he didn’t dance or drive
a car. Eddie is not exactly the most
sophisticated guy you’ll ever meet,
but he’s definitely one of the most
likable. And by this time he can
dance (sometimes) and he can drive
(somewhat)—though you’ll never
find his sparkling blue sedan parked
in front of a (Continued on page 68)
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Don’t Be a

Joyce Reynolds young star slated for another “Janie” picture—by popular demand
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Joyce Reynolds with some “I know from experience” tips to teensters

N
OT so awfully long ago just about
the most annoying thing that

happened to you were those years
between fourteen and seventeen
when you were too old to be spanked -

but too young to attain that glorious

goal, the age of permission. In those

days life most distinctly did not
begin at fourteen.

Nowadays, however, it’s the gold-

en age* The junior miss has come
into her own in fashion, fiction and
film. “Janie,” the Warner Brothers
picture about the adolescent little

Miss Fix-it who becomes a one-
woman USO, is a glowing example.
And being its namesake star, Joyce
Reynolds has been taken to the heart
of young America.
As such, “Janie” Reynolds has a

few words to say on the subject of

pitfalls to be avoided in being a
junior miss. In the words of Joyce
it all boils down to this:

“It’s swell to be a junior miss. But
don’t be a junior mess.”

In speaking to her kind, Joyce
doesn’t pretend to be a smarty-pants
or know-it-all. In fact, she says
nineteen-almost-twenty is too young
to be handing out advice to anyone,
especially other young people who
get a good deal of it anyway. “All
that happens is that you get called

a barf for your trouble,” she says
from bitter experience. A “barf,”

in case you’re wondering, is a drip,

a hag and a repulsive character.

From the outsider’s point of view,
however, Joyce is the logical ,candi-
date to take the stump in the matter
of junior messes. She barely is out
of the age bracket herself, and there-
fore knows the problems of teen-
agers. And furthermore

—

“And furthermore, I once was a
junior mess myself and made a prize

chump of myself!” she confesses.

“It was awful.”
That was back in 1941, shortly

after she had come to California

from her native Texas with her
mother and grandmother. She was
sixteen at the time and a senior at

Beverly Hills High School. A movie
contract the following year was the
last thing in the world she expected.
The family had moved to California
because for years they had spent the
summers here and liked the climate.

Besides, the move made it possible
for Joyce to attend the University
of California at Los Angeles, where
she had decided she wanted to start

college.

“I won’t say I didn’t hope to get
in the movies some day,” she said
frankly. “I did hope that, very much.
I always wanted to be an actress,

although there never had been one
in our family and I thought a good
way to start was to major in drama
at UCLA. Deep down, I suppose,
I thought maybe a miracle would

happen and I’d get a chance in

Hollywood.”
The miracle happened so swiftly

it left her gasping. While she was
still a freshman, a Warner studio
talent scout spotted her at the dress
rehearsal of the college production
of “Alice In Wonderland” and was
struck by her fresh young beauty
and appeal. He invited her to call

at the studio when the school play
was over. There she was tested,

given a modest contract, and three
days later found herself playing a
bit part in “Yankee Doodle Dandy.”
A two-year grooming by the studio
experts ensued, during which she
played small roles in four big pic-
tures and then was entrusted with
the title role in “Janie.” One look at

the rushes convinced everyone that

a new star was about to be born and
straightway a sequel to “Janie” was
planned by her delighted bosses.

DUT to get back to Joyce’s un-u forgettable debacle. She blushes
even today at the memory of it,

recalling in painful detail every mo-
ment of the affair. The occasion was
the big school dance of the year and,
to her ineffable joy and delight,

she had been invited by the “catch”
of the entire student body—a dash-
ing young man of seventeen who
had all the girls in a tizzy every time
he deigned (Continued on page 109)

Missives to soldiers from a miss Anyone can cook with a recipe book Gay music suits the Reynolds mood

Junior Mess
.
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THE TRUTH ABOUT THE

Stars’ Night Life

S
TARS shine at night—in night
clubs!

After dark—in Hollywood’s fa-

mous rendezvous—the stars appear
off guard. There you see them not
through the imaginations of their

press agents but as men and women
possessing faults and frailties as well
as greatness and glamour.
What the maitre d’hotels, captains,

waiters, doormen, coatroom and
cigarette girls and powder-room
maids do not know about the stars,

for instance, isn’t worth knowing.
Through the eyes of the night club
staffs, as well as from personal ob-
servation, Fearless gives you some
revealing incidents which show you
the stars as they really are. . . .

A favorite night club story tells

of Bing and his wife, Dixie, when, in

New York on a holiday, they dropped
in at El Morocco. “How’s business?”
Bing asked the girls selling War
Bonds. They said it wasn’t very
good. Bing thereupon announced he
would sing a song for every Bond
buyer. And he did, while the sales

mounted, until he was so tired that

when someone requested his theme
song he couldn’t remember the lyrics.

Wherever Bing goes, whatever he
does—with or without benefit of

press agent—he has the wonderful
habit of emerging, in his quiet, sin-

cere way, quite a guy.
Night clubs frequently are the

backdrop for dramatic and amusing
vignettes. . . .

When Dorothy Lamour goes to the
Stork she is showered with gifts and
attentions from host Sherman Bil-

lingsley, who knew her when. Nine
years ago Billingsley gave Dottie a
job—to please her manager who re-
imbursed him every week for Dot-
tie’s salary. Thus Billingsley and
Dottie’s manager bolstered her fading

Ciro threesome: Fun, not fisticuffs, for Errol Flynn, Flora Hall and Bruce
,
Cabot

1

Faye Emerson, with Steve Crane at Mocambo, might have you betting—and losing

courage and supplied her with the
experience she needed to find her
star brightly if scantily wrapped in

a sarong.
More often than you might think

the stars find themselves the targets

at which unpleasant, defensive peo-
ple aim barbs. Recently an obnoxious
gentleman standing beside Lieu-
tenant Bruce Cabot at a bar asked,
“Why aren’t you overseas fighting?”

Bruce didn’t hit him—not physically
anyhow. “I just came back from
overseas,” he said quietly, “and I

don’t remember seeing you there!”

There is the matter of tipping. One
famous star tips sparingly and fre-

quently pockets at least a dime or

two from the tip her escort gives her
for the powder-room maid. (She
never has any change in her jeweled
bag!) The other night, after seeing



This is no whispering campaign, but the

untinted facts on the behavior of the stars after dark

BY

George Brent and Herbert Marshall'.

Mrs. Herbert Marshall, however,
knows exactly what she wants and
how she wants it. She insists the
meat—usually English roast beef

—

be a certain cut, the mashed potatoes
very thick, the toast thin. Bart never
opens his mouth.
Chester Morris is another generous

tipper. The personnel of night clubs
admire him no end. He entertains

them as well as his guests with his

card tricks and jokes.

George Raft, probably the most
generous tipper of all, can be found
almost any night, with his girl of the
moment, where the steaks are thick-
est, where the music is hottest, and
where Scotch comes at a dollar a
drink. George himself, however,
drinks nothing stronger than coke.

He sends champagne to friends to

bring his bill up to what it should be.

M EEDLESS to say, the stars’ pref-
1 ^ erences in food, drink and enter-
tainment are well known to astute
maitre d’hotels everywhere. . . .

Bette Davis goes ga-ga over a
plate of frankfurters. . . .

Humphrey Bogart likes Martinis
and beer and will play the bull fiddle

when he’s feeling good. . . .

Bonita Granville enjoys spaghetti
with butter and cheese and cokes
with a dash of cinnamon. . . .

Fred MacMurray favors pot roast,

sauerkraut and pork. ...
Hedy Lamarr, indifferent about

food generally, enjoys boiled and
fried eggs and lots of milk. . . .

Paul Henreid often dines in sport
clothes and slippers and likes cock-
tails, steak and scrambled eggs and
bacon. . . .

Ingrid Bergman favors com on the
cob and big steaks; also oriental food
and soft (Continued on page 77)

Dottie Lamour, who got her start at the Stork Club, dates husband Captain Howard

Chicken on Danny Kaye menu—so June Lang stops at his table for the trimmings

this star accept a dollar from her
escort as a tip for the maid, a ciga-

rette girl strolled into the powder
room. “Just got a handsome tip,

didn’t you?” she asked. “I got a

quarter. How much did she get?”
said the maid. Whereupon the maid
and the cigarette girl had a good
laugh. This particular star’s tricks

are well known.
Among others who have a reputa-

tion for being poor tippers are Cary
Grant, Sonja Henie, Basil Rathbone,
Rudy Vallee, John Loder, Wallace
Beery and Sonny Tufts. It is, how-
ever, Mrs. Sonny who holds the purse
strings.

Good tippers—usually those who
make few demands—are Greer Gar-
son, Fred MacMurray, Joan Craw-
ford, Phil Terry, Edward Arnold,
Walter Pidgeon, Frank Morgan,
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Favorite relaxation: A good boot

Three men and a maid: Joseph Cotten, starring in “I’ll Be Seeing you*” his

lady, Mrs. Joe Cotton, Orson Welles and Stork Club host, Sherman Billingsley.

Painting in subtle strokes—Joe, with the many-faceted personality, a modern man

who might have been a country squire three hundred years ago

i

H
E has a sartorial weakness for

checked vests and yellow gloves.

His favorite classical joke ends,

“that’s telling ’em, lady, ain’t it?”

He has a black sheep uncle he’d

rather not discuss.

He has a passion for six-day bi-

cycle races and every Christmas,

regardless of how 'much money he

has, he spends it all on his wife.

His name is Joseph Chesire Cotten.

He is scared to death of horses and

admits that his knowledge of lan-

guages is limited to English and

Southern Accent.
He hates anchovies and marinated

herring. He gets extremely annoyed
at personal questions in an interview

and avers that golf is the dullest

game in the world.

He is crazy about Lynn Haven
oysters from Chesapeake Bay. His

attitude is completely realistic and
he most enjoys walking on Four-
teenth Street, New York, from Fifth

Avenue to the East River. He hates

cats.

He is inordinately proud of his

ability to make chocolate fudge.

He is always punctual and for ten

years has followed the adventures of

“Terry And The Pirates.”

He was bom in Petersburg, Vir-

ginia, and dislikes hunting because
he cannot abide shooting animals.

He believes that the chief charac-
teristic which has made the Amer-
ican such a successful soldier in such
a short time is that he has to win
every game and he never admits
when he’s licked.

Joe has more superstitions than a
dog has fleas, but he doesn’t mind
walking under ladders.

He loathes wearing new shoes.,

He is six feet two inches tall and

BY JOSEPH HENRY STEELE

prefers listening to experts on the

subject rather than entering into

political or social discussions. His

parents call him Joe Jr. and he has
been in the Metropolitan Museum
well over a hundred times.

He has a horrible memory for

names and faces and invariably calls

people by wrong names.
He is very fond of loud neckties

and has attended symphonic concerts

in nearly every hall in the country.

His wife Lenore was at one time

an associate editor of Harper’s Ba-
zaar. His eyes are green.

He never sings in the bathroom,
never aspires to climb a mountain
and gets terribly conscience-stricken

when he doesn’t answer letters

promptly.
He wears a pocket-watch and has

never worn a derby.
He chews gum with a vengeance

to keep from getting nervous. He is

very fond of what he calls rat cheese,

enjoys swimming exhibitions and
confesses to being an easy “touch.”

He can’t stand Hawaiian music.
He prefers urban to suburban life

and at the age' of nineteen he failed

in his attempt to become the potato-
salad king of Florida. He claims the
big monopolies ruined him.
He gets very self-conscious after

eating garlic, which he loves, and if

he ever failed as an actor he would
like to become a producer. His wife
Lenore, an accomplished pianist,

plays the grand piano which is the
only musical instrument in the Cot-
ten maison.
He can never remember the li-

cense number of his car. His favorite

way of loafing is to play three sets

of tennis and then he in the sun. He
likes sardines, cannot read music
and is meticulous with his personal
belongings.
He can’t stand Irish tenors.

He is allergic to conversation be-
fore breakfast.

JOSEPH COTTEN’S hair is so dry
J and kinky that he has to use an
oil to comb it. He prefers gin to

vodka, dislikes hillbilly music and
thinks sincerity an uncommon virtue.

He first fell in love
—“and the only

time”—when he met his wife in

Florida in 1929. He is right-handed.
He misses vaudeville, is currently

reading a modernized version of the
Bible and gets fidgety at long tele-

phone conversations.
He always played cowboys and

Indians as a little boy, but because
he always played with bigger boys,
he could never become leader.

He has an aversion to birds in

cages.

He has never had a lighter that

worked, has great difficulty spelling

words with double consonants and
believes he can wear an opera hat
with the proper dash. He likes

watching polo games.
He favors cashmere fabrics and

laughs heartily, loud and long. He
weighs 185 pounds.
He hates reading in bed.
He has never worn a mohair suit,

considers himself a fatalist and is

capable of fixing any minor trouble
in his car. He never takes aspirin.

He played the “bones” expertly
when he was a kid and had he lived

300 years ago he would have been a
country squire. ( Cont’d on page 75)
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YOUR PROBLEMS ANSWERED BY CLAUDETTE COLBERT

D
ear miss colbert:

I am a sailor, twenty-

three years of age and my
first love affair has come up,
but—unfortunately—with a
married woman whose hus-
band is in the Army serving
abroad.

I met this girl at a dance
two years ago and at first

sight we fell in love—yes, I

said love. We had much in

common and we had a lot

of clean fun.

My ship pulled out and I

was gone for two years, but
during that time this girl

and I wrote letters, a lot of

them. Then I was trans-
ferred to a base near her
home so we saw each other
again. After two years of

just letters and missing each
other, we were together
again. Well, we were more
in love than ever, but what
to do? Again I must state

that we had a lot of clean
fun.

One evening, two hours
before train time, we sat in
the parlor and had a long
talk. We talked this way,
that someone would be hurt and it couldn’t be that man
abroad, it simply had to be me. It was hard, I’ll tell you
that, but I still believe that it was right. I kissed her
good-by and said I wouldn’t see her again even if it

killed me. We still write to each other and we’ll remem-
ber each other as well as love each other as long as we
remember. Yes, we’ve had other ideas, but you’ve heard
the story true and those plans had to stop.

This is sort of complicated but please, to the best of

your knowledge, did I do right?

Elman McD. •

Dear Mr. McD:
Yes, I think there is no doubt in the world that you did

the honorable thing.
However, / think to ease the difficulty even more, you

should gradually space your
letters farther apart until you
are writing only once a month,
then only once every two
months and so on, until you
have ceased to write entirely.
As long as there is the slight-

est tie between you, one or
the other, or perhaps both
of you will continue to suffer.
A letter is a bit of a person
and in a case in which you
have renounced that person,
this last futile exchange only
prolongs the agony.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
It does seem a shame for

me to take your time to tell

you my small trouble, but
you give such workable ad-
vice that I’m going to im-
pose on you anyway.

This is it: About a year
ago I was working at the
Railway Station, serving
with the Red Cross. We met
troop trains and served
doughnuts, cookies, fruit,

candy and such things. One
of the boys made friends

with me and asked me to

write as he was going to a
camp near by. I agreed and

we became pen pals. This went on for a year. Occasion-
ally he would telephone me and once he came up on
furlough and we had a pleasant visit. Nothing romantic,

but just good times.

His letters were just friendly ones in which he spoke
of his mother, his home, his ambitions after the war,
what he believed inland things like that. He also con-
fided in one letter that he thought he had fallen in love

with a girl he had met since he had been in the Army.
Well, that surprised me, but I wrote and wished him every
happiness, saying that any girl would be lucky to have
him in love with her. He answered at once, saying that

I was the girl and that he wanted to see me before he
was shipped overseas as he had something of great im-
portance to talk over with me before going.

GlflUDBTH BOM
If you were a service man and

fell in love with a girl whose
husband was overseas, what would
you do?

This is one of the problems
that came to me from a Photoplay
reader this month—a vital and
important one which I have an-
swered to the best of my abil-
ity. I want to be of service to

as many of you as I can. So if

you think my advice can help
you, write to me in care of
Photoplay (8949 Sunset Blvd.,
Hollywood 46, California) and if
your problem strikes a general
need. I'll answer on these
pages. Your name and identifi-
cation will not be revealed.



Typical problems answered by Miss Colbert this month:

'•'I met a boy at the railway station when I was serving with the Red Cross. For a year we have been pen
pals. Now he wants me to marry him. What should I do?"

"My mother thinks sixteen-year-old girls should be in bed at nine. I don’t think this is fair, do you?"

."I’ve gone out with lots of boys but one date seems to be the limit. I’m depressed. Can you help me?"

Now I’m pretty sure that he’s going to ask me to marry
him. I don’t want to say yes, because I don’t know him
well enough. But I don’t want to say no either, because
after the war I might get to know him better and like him.
So that’s my problem, and I’ll bet lots of girls have the

same trouble: How can I refuse to marry or be engaged
to a boy now, yet keep him interested in me for later? I

don’t want to hurt him, you know; but I don’t want to

commit myself, either.

Thank you for some smooth suggestions.

Marjorie L.

Dear Miss L:
It seems to me that you are being extremely wise in

thinking over this problem ivith the obvious care you have
devoted to it. I agree with you that you shouldn't marry
this boy at the present time ; nor should you terminate what
has been a very pleasant association via letter. If he has
enjoyed your letters to date, think how much more important
those letters are going to seem when he is overseas!
Why don’t you be frank with him; tell him that you

admire and respect him and that when he comes back from
overseas you hope to see him and get to know him better
Don’t forget to mention the advantages on his side of a
friendly bargain—after all, he might meet some girl in

England (if he is sent in that direction) or in Australia in
rest camp (if he is sent to the South Pacific), with whom
he might fall sincerely in love. A great deal of hurt could
be spared both of you if, under such a circumstance, it didn’t
become necessary for him to write to you, breaking an en-
gagement, but merely to let you know of the new experience
in his life.

I smiled when I read your last line, thanking me in ad-
vance for some “smooth” suggestions. I hope the above
answers that description.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
My problem is the same as many other girls of sixteen.

You see, my mother thinks that all girls and boys should
be in by nine o’clock.

To begin with, I love roller skating. There is roller

skating every night except Mondays and I go almost
every night. After skating the kids love to go out to

Barney’s, a place to eat. Skating starts at eight and closes

at eleven on week nights and eleven-thirty on Fridays
and Saturdays, so you see we never get in much before
twelve or one, at least.

I usually go right home because if I don’t, Mom doesn’t

let me go out again for a week (Continued on vaqe 96)



1937

. . . Timid is the word for
Joan. Overshadowed by her sister

Olivia, she is a bit uncertain pos-
ing for her first publicity picture

1938

. . . She wears the same
unsophisticated clothes she wore
as a schoolgirl and seeks to
hide her shyness with a smile

1939

... A clinging vine of a
bride—but so pretty. It was her
shyness that won Brian Aherne,
immune to the greatest charmers

Timid To Terrific
The metamorphosis of a Cover Girl

1940 . . . On her
way to her goal and
trying to live up to

it. But in her at-

tempt at sophistica-
tion she didn’t do
so well although
she tried hard—for
this was the type
she longed to be

1945 . . . Terrific is the word
for Joan—a star of first mag-
nitude, a charming woman of the
world, our February Cover Girl!

1943 . . . No one in the Holly-
wood scene is lovelier or gayer.
Wherever Joan goes eyes follow.
She isn’t timid any more

1942 . . . When she wins the Acad-
emy Award for her work in “Sus-
picion” something is added. She
finds a bright new confidence
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JLt’s easy to see why her tall blond

Navy fiance adores Patricia!

There is a bright, warm aliveness

about her that is infinitely endearing

—

and she is so lovely to look at ! Eyes of

deep, sparkling brown . . . rich, glossy

hair . . . and from the tip of her little

pointed chin to the top of her smooth

high brow, a skin as arrestingly beau-

tiful as a new-opened rose.

Like so many other engaged girls,

Patricia trusts her flawless complexion

to Pond’s Cold Cream.

"I began using Pond’s when I was in

college at Northwestern—and loved it

right from the start— it’s such a

soothing, silky-textured cream!

"Then, while I was studying acting

and stage make-up at the American

Academy of Dramatic Art, I grew to

respect Pond’s more and more. It does

such a grand job of removing make-up

and of keeping my skin really clean

and really smooth !”

)

CHARLES CHOSE
this square-cut, beauti-

fully mounted 2h6-carat

diamond for Patricia.

AT THE STATION,
Patricia and Charles

silently share the

memory of wonderful

days together. Till

Victory, Patricia is

writing for The Nyack
U.S.O. Councilor, serv-

icemen’s newspaper.

Patricia’s complexion is disarmingly fresh

and sweet—a lovely tribute to her daily

Pond’s beauty creamings

—

Every night, every morning, Patricia

smooths Pond’s Cold Cream over her

face and throat. Pats to soften and release

dirt, make-up. Tissues off.

She rinses with more snowy-satin

Pond’s, whirling finger tips lightlyjover her

face for extra cleansing, extra softening.

Tissues off. "My double Pond’s creaming

makes my skin feel so blissfully smooth,”

Patricia says.

Give your face this Pond’s beauty care.

You’ll see that it’s no accident so many
more girls and women use Pond’s than

any other face cream at any price.

Ask for the big jar— you’ll love being

able to dip the fingers of both hands in

the luxurious big jar!

A oft/ie
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LADY LOUIS MOUNTBATTEN

MRS. PIERPONT MORGAN HAMILTON

MRS. ROBERT BACON WHITNEY

THE LADY MORRIS

GLORIA VANDERBILT DE CICCO
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COMMAND PERFORMANCE

Once again the boys and girls of the Armed

Forces request special poses of their film favor-

ites. Hymie Fink took the pictures. Here are

the choices of the three lucky winners who

will receive the original autographed pictures

p

M

M
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He’s a seaman in the Submarine Branch of
the Navy and when he was in Hollywood on
furlough he went to the Canteen. He says,

“There I met and danced with a certain very
pretty blonde hostess. 1 know she may not
be a great movie star, but when I think of
Hollywood, I’ll always remember her. All in

all, it sure was wonderful being home on
leave.” Her name. Rusty Gordon, is Betty
Jaden. She’s a stenographer at M-G-M.
Herewith her picture—especially for you

S 1/c Gordon
San Francisco

Sgt. Steve Pizzo from San Francisco, but now
at sea, writes: “My request ... to see just

how Ann Blyth (hoy, she’s tops!) would look
in her car if I were hitch-hiking in Holly-
wood and she happened by to give me a lift.

I plan to go to Hollywood on my furlough,
so, who knows, my request may come true.

Meanwhile, I can dream, can’t I ?” Here is

Ann, Sgt. Pizzo, with her car, plenty of room
and all set to pick you up when you happen
along her way and give her the signal

(See page 66 for more Command Performances)

Sgt. Pizzo
in the A.T.S.

Sgt. Herman P. Lopez, who’s stationed at

Camp Ricker, Alabama, knew Lana Turner in

San Francisco before she was a movie star.

“I mentioned this to my buddies in the ser-

vice,” he writes, “but they demand more proof
than my word alone. I'd like very much to see

a picture of Lana signing a photo for me, and
most of all I’d like to receive a personally
autographed picture.” Well, here’s the
double-take picture of Lana, Sgt. Lopez! Sgt. Lopez

Camp Ricker



this softer, safer sanitarynapkin

in iwo -forms

A I M DELIGHTED I CAN
u

GET MY MODESS WITH

A DEODORANT SEALED

\ RIGHT IN IT/

7oM,JskfirMOSESS
STANDARD OR WITH DEODORANT

t. MODESS WITH DEODORANT

Z. STANDARD MODESS

GOOD! I CAN KEEP

RIGHT ON GETTING MY

"STANDARD" SOFTER,

SAFER MODESS /

Here’s modess with TWO wonder-

ful kinds of sanitary protection.

Now you can take your choice.

1.

Softer, safer Modess with a

fine deodorant powder sealed in— for

those who want daintiness protection

right inside a napkin. Tried out for a

year by thousands of women; tested

by a famous impartial laboratory and
proved to be most effective.*

2

.

Softer, safer Modess— without

deodorant— if you’d rather have it

that way.

And, either way, you’re bound to

get greater safety, greater softness,

because:

209 nurses, in hospital tests, found
Modess gives far more protection

than nationally known layer-type

napkins.

49,701 women stated that they
switched to Modess because it’s

“So soft”. . . “So safe”. . . or “So com-
fortable.”

Both kinds of Modess cost the same.

But— to get softer, safer sanitary pro-

tection—be sure to ask for Modess!

*LOOK! Facts about MODESS containing a DEODORANT
1. The sanitary napkin with

fine deodorant powder sealed

right in.

2 . Only sanitary napkin with

deodorant tested for the past

year. Fastidious Southern women
who tried it are overwhelmingly

enthusiastic—prefer it to any
other napkin they’ve ever used.

3 . Modess has been proved by U.S.

Testing Co., Inc., to guard dainti-

ness more effectively than any other

napkin containing a deodorant.

4 . Only Modess gives you such

proof of its effectiveness. So if

you prefer a napkin with a de-

odorant right in it, Modess is the

only napkin for you.



The971b.
Weakling
—who became "The World's Most

Perfectly Developed Man"
“I’ll Prove that YOU

too, can be a NEW
MAN!”

T KNOW, myself, what
J-it means to have the
kind of body that people
pity! Of course, you
wouldn't know it to look
at me now, but I was
once a skinny weakling
who weighed only 97
lbs. I was ashamed to
strip for sports or un-
dress for a swim. I was
such a poor specimen of
physical development
that I was constantly
self-conscious and em-
barrassed. And I felt
only HALF-ALIVE.

Then I discovered
"Dynamic Tension.” It

gave me a body that won
for me the title "World's
Most Perfectly Devel-
oped Man."

When I say I can make
you over into a man of
giant power and energy,
I know what I'm talking
about. I've seen my new
system, "Dynamic Ten-
sion." transform hun-
dreds of weak, puny men
into Atlas Champions.

Only 15 Minutes A Day
Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine,

powerful chest—biceps like steel—arms and legs,

rippling with muscular strength—a stomach ridged
with bands of sinewy muscle—and a build you can
be proud of? Then just give me the opportunity to
prove that "Dynamic Tension

"

is what you need.

No "ifs,” "ands,” or "maybes.” Just tell me
where you want handsome, powerful muscles. Are
you fat and flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you
short-winded, pepless? Do you hold back and let

others walk off with the prettiest girls, best jobs,
etc.? Then write for details about "Dynamic Ten-
sion" and learn how I can make you a healthy,
confident, powerful HE-MAN.

"Dynamic Tension

"

is an entirely NATURAL
method. Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily
is enough to show amazing results—and it's actu-
ally fun! "Dynamic Tension" does the work.

Send for FREE BOOK
Mail the coupon right now for full details and

I’ll send you my illustrated book, "Everlasting
Health and Strength.’’ Tells
all about my "Dynamic Ten-
sion" method. Shows actual
photos of men I’ve made into
Atlas Champions. It’s a val-

uable book! And it’s FREE.
Send for your copy today.
Mail the coupon to me per-
sonally: CHARLES ATLAS,
Dept. 90 2, 115 East 23rd
Street, New York 10, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 902

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.

I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic
Tension'" will help make a New Man of me

—

give me a healthy, husky body and big muscular
development. Send me your free book, "Ever-
lasting Health and Strength.’’

Name
(Please print or write plainly)

?

^ Address ...
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(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 64)

COMMAND PERFORMANC

Ensign Chester J. Bobbish has been in
the hospital in Detroit recuperating. He
hadn’t a snapshot tc send, but his request
was, “An autographed picture of a sin-

cere, unmarried, charming actress. No
one in partieular.” Mary Ganly of M-G-M
aptly answers that description. Here
Mary stretches out on the floor (it’s her
favorite spot and position) to answer your
very special request. Ensign Bobbish. She
hopes too that you are recovered ere this

From south of the border comes this

letter. Sub Lieutenant of Cavalry, Robert
P. Sales of the Mexican Army and sta-

tioned at Echegaray, Mexico, writes, “The
actress that I admire is Miss Ingrid Berg-
man who appeared in your unforget-
table film, ‘Casablanca.’ I would like to

see her singing. Thanks a million.” Here
is Swedish-born Ingrid Bergman, saluting
in song our good neighbor, Mexico’s
fine Army and Lieutenant Robert Sales

Pfc. Robert Fecht is in the 422nd Infaii

try and he’s stationed at Camp Atterburj
Indiana. He says, “There is nothing
would like better than to see a picture o

Judy Garland making a phone call jus

to me.” Judy, relaxing in her own room
was most happy to obey the orders of tb
Army. She’s posing here trying to get i

long distance call through to you, Bob
The smile is an extra dividend—for yoi

and all the boys of the 422nd Infantry
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Use lipstick brush for neater, more
lasting job. Rub brush in lipstick,

make curved "x” in center of
upper lip. Outline lips clear to

corners, cutting down cupid’s bow.
Use corner of a Sitroux Tissue to

remove lipstick that smears over.

Fill in upper lip. Press lips to-

gether; fill in lower lip—clear to

corners. Blot with one-half of a
Sitroux Tissue. (Absorbent Sitroux

blots away all excess lipstick—

•

leaves a smooth, even coating.)

Powder lips lightly. Moisten and
apply second coat of lipstick. Blot
with other side of tissue. (SAVE
Sitroux* ) Keep Sitroux handy for

facial cleansings, manicures and
hundreds of other uses.
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Rooting for Ryan

(Continued from page 51) night club.

You’ll find it resting before more simple
pleasures: Miniature golf courses, badmin-
ton courts and baseball parks. Eddie is a
young man with opinions and none of them
favor the indoor life or night clubs.
He lives in Hollywood as he has lived all

his life—in an apartment. It’s four rooms
in size and ironically enough it’s only a
couple of blocks from all of Hollywood’s
swankiest night spots—Mocambo, the Troc-
adero, Ciro’s and the Clover Club. It boasts
only one bedroom (housing shortage, you
know), which is used by Eddie’s parents;
and Eddie himself can be seen every morn-
ing by the paper boy sleeping peacefully
on the pull-out couch in the living room.
If the paper boy took the trouble to peer
farther through the glass front door, he
could see that the living room was fur-
nished in tans and browns, and that there
wasn’t a magazine in the house.
When the paper boy left he would miss

the family scuffle over the bathroom every
morning. He’d miss Eddie’s lightning-
dressing act and dash for the studio. He’d
never know that plump and peppy Mrs.
Ryan, Eddie’s mother, rushes off every
morning to business as does Mr. Ryan. He
would also never know that neither of the
Ryan parents need to work, because Mr.
Ryan’s business in New York left them
with a very pretty bank account; but that
both of them just like being busy! In Man-
hattan, Mr. Ryan ran a credit checking
business which investigated charge ac-
counts to see if the applicants could pay
up; but since the war and the abundance
of ready cash, there was no more need for

Ryan Senior’s business.
All day long the apartment is empty and

at sundown the three Ryans come home
almost at once They suffer no servant
problem, for after they greet each other
and decide which is the least exhausted—
that one becomes the cook! Yes, Eddie,
Mr. Ryan and Mrs. Ryan are all equally
good cooks.
Eddie learned his culinary tricks while

traveling on the road with various shows,
and when he’s chef he comes up with
mouth-melting roasts, eggs any style from
sunny-side up to Eggs Benedict and
apple pie that would make gourmets groan
in envy. He calls “Dinner!” when it’s ready.

and then he and his father both put on
coats and the three sit down to eat. After-
wards, likely as not, the Ryans engage in a
loud and violent game of poker. Or (just
as likely) the three go off to a movie; for

Eddie sees them all.

IRLS? Well, of course; Eddie takes out
June Haver and Virginia Weidler oc-

casionally, and his favorite badminton
partner is Ann Blyth. But the girls usually
find themselves at a movie with him, too;

and only once has any of them seen a night
club in Eddie’s company.
His dream-date with some future dream-

girl he hasn’t yet met goes like this: In
the morning, he rows her around a lake in

a rented boat; after lunch, they go bicycling
in the Hollywood hills; then some bad-
minton, some Ping-pong—and after that,

dinner, a movie or a baseball game, and
more food!

All of this is pretty astounding sim-
plicity for a kid who grew up in grease
paint . . . for a kid, actually, who was
headed for grease paint even before he
was born. When Dorothy and Edward

:

Ryan knew he was coming some twenty
years ago in Brooklyn, Dorothy said to her
husband, “If it’s a boy, I want him to be
an actor.” And Papa agreed.
You can see that Eddie didn’t have a

chance to dodge an acting career; and
what’s more, he didn’t want to. At the age
of three and a half he won the Baby
Contest in Prospect Park, Brooklyn, and
his picture appeared in all the papers
dressed in a tiny policeman’s uniform,
while he “arrested” a baby girl in a bathing
suit. Jesse Lasky was one of the many
people who eyed the picture fondly and by
the time Eddie was four he was on his

way to Hollywood — for two dreadful
months of lonely oblivion before he and
his mother came back to Brooklyn and
Papa Ryan. There, by the time another
year had passed, small Eddie could thumb
through magazines to the advertisements
for malts, cold remedies and soap—and see
himself in most of them. For he’d become
a model.
He was five years old when he was in

his first Broadway play—“When Hell
Froze,” with Jane Cowl. In it the young
actor made his first faux pas. He knew

Ryan roundup: A family where fun prevails—Mr. and Mrs. Ryan and their Eddie

68



every line in the show and when the great
Miss Cowl forgot a line one night Eddie
promptly told her about it. The entire

cast, aghast, forced him to apologize to her
—which he did manfully, although lisping

a little! From then on he graced the
Broadway boards in eighteen plays alto-

gether, including “They Shall Not Die,”

“Give Us This Day,” “St. Joan,” “French
Without Tears,” “Let Freedom Ring” and
“Watch On The Rhine.”
He was also in thirty movies, made on

the East Coast, including all the Penrod
and Sam comedies and in hundreds of

radio shows, including “The Aldrich Fam-
ily,” “Gang Busters,” “Let’s Pretend” and
every soap opera going.
All of this theatrical whirlpool swirled

around Eddie all the time, every day.
Meanwhile, he managed to graduate from
the Professional Children’s School, to

which he gives all credit for his education.
And every free afternoon you could have
seen him on the parade ground in Pros-
pect Park, Brooklyn, playing baseball with
the neighborhood gang. It was baseball
that finally aced him out of the Signal
Corps, which he joined in 1942. The week
before he completed his training, he got
a leave and went like a homing pigeon to

the usual neighborhood baseball game

—

only to twist both knees hopelessly out of

joint in a wild dash for home plate. There
followed two weeks in the hospital and
then a medical discharge. And then, im-
mediately, a screen test for “The Sulli-

vans”—and Eddie was Hollywood-bound.

DUE to the fact that Eddie was in the
theater constantly, he never had an op-

portunity to see the other half of his pro-
fession—Grand Opera, until he came to

Hollywood. He took his baseball field

glasses and appeared at the auditorium to

see Lily Pons in “Lucia di Lammermoor.”
He couldn’t get over the incoherent ges-
tures of the leading man and the slowness
of action. And while he enjoyed it, he still

retains the theater as his first love.

The awful truth is that he was born
thirty years too late—for his true love is

black face. Leave him alone with a piece
of charcoal, and his face is midnight-black
at once—while he mimics his hero A1
Jolson and patters jokes like the m.c. of

a minstrel show. In black face, he spends
many evenings at the Hollywood Canteen.
Naturally, when Eddie’s bent is toward

black face and the excitement of the stage,

he finds the sophistication he’s picking up
in Hollywood a little tame. Learning to
drive wasn’t exciting, for instance, because
the first two cars he bought were too old
to run. Each stayed doggedly parked be-
fore his door until he resold them; and
then he finally bought the shiny blue sedan
he now boasts, which is of later vintage
and which does run. He learned to dance
because a producer asked him to escort his
daughter to her school party.

In the not-too-distant future, Eddie
would like a life neatly divided between
Broadway and Hollywood productions; a
completely furnished wardrobe of clothes
(until now, he’s been reluctant to build a
wardrobe because he was still growing);
and he’d like to be, in his words, “an
American Claude Rains.” He’d also like

to continue his education at a local college.

But most of all he’d like a chance to
work out with the Hollywood Ball Park
baseball team on week ends—and, even-
tually, a baseball-mad wife to cheer him
from the stands.

Eddie, as we have said, is no sophisticate.

But he’s a personality that stands out like

the Statue of Liberty. And if his 2,000 fan
letters a week mean anything—he’s as well
liked professionally as he is personally, and
that’s saying all there is to say!

The End

“WW a aMip I”

’Wot mildness . . . wot speed . . . it’s soap-erlative!”

Young man, you took the words right out of our mouth

—except that you didn’t say, ’’It’s Fels-Naptha!”

But that almost goes without saying, if letters from

Fels-Naptha users are proof. These women tell us

that golden Fels-Naptha is the best laundry soap

they ever used. That it gives them whiter

washes. With less hard work. In less

time. That it saves wear and tear on

fine fabrics.

N.B.— Since so many experienced house-

keepers agree about Fels-Naptha Soap,

why don’t you try it yourself?
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Man of Conflict

(Continued from page 31) a guy as you
would ever want to meet.
You have to know that here is a super-

sensitive, highly emotional, forceful man
with all sorts of inner conflicts. A man
of ideals beyond the power of most humans
to fulfill, of great desire for things of the

spirit and with correspondingly lusty en-
joyment of all the good things of life. You
can’t help but wonder what time and the

things that have happened to him have
done to him.

I thought about it all one night when
I went to dine with Mr. and Mrs. Bud
Lighton—Bud being the man who pro-
duced Tracy’s grea. picture, “Captains
Courageous.’’ Over our heads, as we sat

after dinner in their charming living room,
we could hear footsteps pacing back and
forth. And Bud, with his wise smile, said,

“Spence is thinking something through. He
always has to think it through. Some
people can let go of a thing before they
know the answer, but not Spence.”

\A/HEN I talked to Spencer Tracy, I knew
’ ’ that he had been having experiences
and that they had made him grow—and
"rowing isn’t always-fun.

^he minute I mentioned “A Guy Named
Jo' ”—I knew that was part of it. I knew
fl-at Joe had done something to him. Just
as he did something to you and me. I had
an idea that being a guy named Joe for all

the people in America had brought Tracy
that same humility.

I asked him if that was so and he said,

“Yes. Of course.” With an embarrassed
chuckle and a twinkle in his eyes, but
there it was.
“You lived Joe, didn’t you?” I said.

But again he looked embarrassed. Al-
most shy. The role he dislikes most in life

is that of being an actor—especially when
you say he is a great actor. Because he
has an almost brutal honesty about him-
self. He wanted to be an actor and so he
became one. He has reached real heights
on the screen that I do not believe any-
body else has touched. But he isn’t an
actor in the sense of knowing all the tricks,

all the technique, all the ways of getting
effects that most great actors have had.
For instance, when he was asked to play

General Doolittle, he took a long time
making up his mind. Had the studio con-
cerned. They thought maybe it was be-
cause the part in “Thirty Seconds Over
Tokyo” was relatively small—wasn’t, as
they well knew, nearly big enough for
Spencer Tracy. Finally somebody went to

see him. Spence actually didn’t know what
the man was talking about! He just low-
ered his head and stared at the visitor and
said, “I don’t know if I can do it right. I

don’t know whether I can or should even

attempt to—to show them what a man like

Doolittle is and must be. It’s such a big
thing to try to do I’m sort of scared of it.”

C O WHEN you tell him what a fine per-
formance he has given, he wriggles

and squirms under it. Gets red down the
back of his neck. Starts to talk about
Clark, or you, or what shows did you see
before you left New York? He doesn’t like

talking about himself much. Rather tell

you about the ranch out in San Fernando
Valley which Mrs. Tracy runs and where
he spends his week ends, though when he’s

working he holes in at the hotel. Rather
brag about Clark’s war training film.

But I wasn’t having any. I had a ques-
tion in my mind and I was going to get it

answered.
In “A Guy Named Joe,” Spencer played

a pilot who was killed but who found a
hole in the sky and went on serving. No-
body in the picture ever mentioned im-
mortality. It had plenty of belly-laughs,
a great love story and some magnificent
flying. But when it was over, you had a
wonderful new inner feeling that you had
seen immortality and that the men who
have gone West in this war still carry on
somewhere. I wanted to know whether
these things had any lasting part in the
forming of Spencer’s philosophy of life;

whether becoming these people—who are
different in so many ways—as he does
in order to get them over to you and me,
went inside him and contributed to what-
ever he was thinking about life in these
days when everything is reaching and
searching.

“Did you believe ‘A Guy Named Joe?’
”

I asked flatly.

“Yes—I believed it,” he said. “There was
something about it that made sense. At
least, the way I see it. I don’t suppose I

ever thought much about it. Immortality,
I mean. But when—well, Joe was a guy
and you got to know him pretty well and
when he died and then went on doing a
job, trying to serve, still working out his

own problems and his own inner feelings

—you thought, why sure, this is it, this

is the way it will be. There are cer-
tain things you can take with you. Joe
took a lot of them, good and bad. He had
to go right on living and loving and learn-
ing and—you felt it kind of got through
to him after a while that he was immortal.
So the sooner he got on with finding out
how to do it, the better. Oh sure, I be-
lieved it.”

All highly imaginative and emotional
people suffer a lot about this war.
When, like Tracy, you can become another
person to play him on the screen, you are
a cinch to become a lot of men and women
you read about, to enter into them, to come
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closer to knowing how they feel than

others do.

So—I asked Spence what he felt about

this present time. I asked him if he’d

gained anything from Father Flanagan and
Doolittle—and even that simple, shining

soul Manuel in “Captains Courageous”

—

that helped him.
“I guess I just have an idea that you can’t

change the laws,” Tracy said slowly. “I

guess I feel that—we planted this war all

during the peace years. I don’t know
whether I’ve evolved what you’d exactly

call a—a working philosophy. But when
you get to know and realize what kind of

fine people there are in this world—like

Father Flanagan—when you touch a man
like that even in make-believe—then -ou
know it had to come from somewhere. You
know there couldn’t be things like these

men see and do if—well, if it wasn’t all

possible to every man.”
He hesitated quite a while and then said,

very simply, “I have come to believe that

every man has a possibility of choice with-

in himself. And I believe that whatever
there is—will make that choice come true

if you yourself work with it. The choice

isn’t just one crossroads. It’s almost a new
crossroads every day. But you yourself

are ' the one who can decide—and when
you do, the road is open to you. If you
take the right road, I sort of imagine you
get help all along the way. And if you
take the wrong one, you have to struggle

back and find where you went wrong and
that’s pretty unpleasant. I don’t believe
you ever lack—well, guidance or direction
—if you want it.”

DERHAPS the big reason he makes these
* great people come so truly to life on the
screen is because Tracy believes in them
far more than he believes in himself.

I knew, as perhaps not many people did,

that it was humility that kept Spence from
going overseas to the men before he did.

“What can I do?” he said, miserably. “I’m
no good. I’m just an actor. I have to have
a part and a play and everything and how
can you do that? I can’t talk well myself.
I’m not the guy they see up there on the
screen at all. I’m just a very ordinary
man and probably not nearly as sure of
things as they are. I can’t sing or dance
or tell stories. Send somebody who can
make ’em laugh, somebody who has some-
thing to offer.”

He told me the happiest moments he had
ever had in his" life were when in Hawaii
he realized that the men did want to see
him, to talk to him, that it did something
for them to know someone they had ad-
mired and enjoyed on the screen had come
out to visit with them. So that now he is

looking for a play—or plays—that he can
do in the camps—now he has some restored
self-confidence. I actually think that he
believed they would take one look at him
and say, “Is that Spencer Tracy? What
a sell. Tell him to go away and send
Betty Grable.”
He’s a reasonably difficult and complex

and complicated guy—this guy named
Spencer Tracy. Hot tempered, bull-headed,
violent and strong in anything and every-
thing he feels, good or bad, right or wrong.
But I came away with a picture I think

I shall always keep, one that I seemed to
get with an inner sense, as though it was
happening all the time while we just sat
there in his pleasant chintz-hung living
room. A picture of man, as man, always
struggling upward.

Struggling. Oh yes—and sometimes
against obstacles—s ometimes pushing
things out of the way—sometimes slipping
and falling and going ahead on his hands
and knees, sometimes moving with a great
leap and a song of joy. Struggling all right.
But always upward.

The End

Q. How does that girl rate such kisses?

A.. Her skin’s smooth as satin. Yours can be, too,

But my skin is dry.
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These Exciting People

(Continued, from page 39) Romero was in

his Navy uniform, having just returned
from battle duty in the South Pacific, and
Greer wore the first party dress— an
Adrian creation in gold lame—that had
been designed for her personal use in two
years. She has done little socializing, like

everyone else in Hollywood, due to the

war and its demands, and her own career
program. Besides, her husband, a Navy
officer, is on active duty.

On this singular night, however, because
it was a party with a purpose, Greer was
as gay as a young girl at her debut and
she danced throughout the evening with
Cesar and Danny and Joseph Cotten and
other friends and fellow artists. She and
Danny Kaye made a striking looking
couple as they rumbaed and sambaed to-

gether. They both have burnished, cop-
pery hair which added to the pictorial

effect.

F
INALLY, everybody gathered around
the piano while Rubinstein went “all

out” in demonstrating how he could vary
between light music and serious—every-
thing, in fact, short of boogie-woogie. He
also played waltzes for the dancers and
it was somewhat like the Vienna of olden
days, as I knew it, when he gave this

music its natural rhythmic swing. I no-
ticed that even Rita Hayworth, who—as

the French say—was enceinte at that time,

was lured to the dance floor by the irre-

sistible melodies. Imagine the illustrious

Rubinstein playing waltzes for gay ball-

room dancers!

Elsa presented a formal program that

was extraordinary. Besides Rubinstein,
she had Lauritz Melchior, Judy Garland,
Frank Sinatra, Edgar Bergen and Charlie
McCarthy, Danny Kaye, Alicia Markova
and Anton Dolin, the celebrated ballet

dancers, as her stars. Each doing his or

her own special top numbers.
It would have cost thousands of dollars

to assemble such a group as this for a

commercial concert, and it could never be
achieved anyway because the artists would
not, or could not, appear on the same pro-
gram together. They all hold tremendous
loyalty to Elsa, however, because she
helped many of them in their early strug-
gling days, particularly in Europe, secur-
ing them important social engagements,

I

which helped them sometimes in a mone-
tary way and in prestige.

At the close of the program Charles
Boyer feelingly recited the “Marseillaise”
and the audience then sang the words.
This was a most dramatic moment, espe-
cially for all of us who have lived in

France and who will always be faithful to

her beauty and her best ideals. One of the

voices that rang out above the others was
that of Katina Paxinou, who started her
career in Greece as an operatic songstress
and who has a beautiful singing as well as

speaking voice.

Our new friendships here began as a

result of those that had already become
established in Europe. Mary Pickford, for

instance, Marlene Dietrich, the Darryl
Zanucks, the Sam Goldwyns, the Jack
Warners, Clifton Webb, Barbara Hutton,
Gary Cooper, Maria Montez and many
others.

If I were to choose the outstanding male
personality of the screen, I think Gary
Cooper would best qualify, because he is

more typically American, to my way of

thinking, than any other. He is rugged
and a real man. When you think of the

typical American, for some curious reason,

your mind goes to the West, and Gary
seems to represent just that.

Furthermore, he has humor of a dry
character. He is a big, rangy kind of man,



and even shy in his attitude, which makes
him very interesting and attractive. My
husband and I both like him immensely
for himself and as a screen personality.

We have found him to be a natural coun-
terpart of the clean-cut types he portrays

in the films.

Joan Fontaine has a child heart with a

matured, brilliant mind. When she darts

across the room impulsively right in the

midst of a formal social gathering, she is

not trying to arouse attention or be dif-

ferent, but merely obeying the whim that

possesses her at the moment. For this rea-

son she is not always understood. We
have found her warm and kindlv and
thoughtful, and great fun as well. She is

a lovely actress and on the screen, as in

real life, reflects radiant beauty.

I

KNOW and very much enjoy Maria
Montez. Naturally, she is known as

Mar-ee-a, but I call her Mar-/-a, and it

seems to divert her. She is a clever girl,

sophisticated, ambitious and talented. I

like her for her decisive approach to

everything pertaining to her career and
for her congeniality.

She enters thoroughly into an occasion,

as for instance, the night at Elsa Maxwell’s
party when she did- a Russian dance with
the impresario, Sol Hurok, who sponsors
the Ballet Theatre and various other
groups. It was a colorful note to highlight

the evening. Maria, I am sure, will go far,

due to her energy and enthusiasm, and
her bright, spontaneous nature.
To me Bette Davis is a phenomenon

when it comes to people who concentrate
in attaining perfection in their work. She
anpears to grow in artistic stature from
picture to picture. She proved herself a
superb actress in “Mr. Skeffington.”
When I met her she impressed me as a

very sincere young woman who is deter-
mined to fight to maintain her position as
the top actress in Hollywood. I like that
sort of devotion to a career. Bette has the
simplicity of manner and dress of the
person who shuns glamour for genuine
achievement.

I also admire Ingrid Bergman who is

such a strong Nordic type and has such
great capabilities as an artist.

Greta Garbo, also emnhaticallv Nordic,
I have known for a number of years, and
she, too, has admirable gifts which I am
sure will always entitle her to respect for
what she has signified through the years
in pictures. She is very serious and moody,
perhaps even a bit too introspective, but
emotionally has rare depth.
Judv Garland has visited our house sev-

eral times and we enjoy her for her gra-
cious qualities. She is very quiet and
unassuming, which contrasts so favorably
with her surpassing talent. Once when at
a party she sang “The Last Time I Saw
Paris,” she had most of us weeping. While
she had never been in Paris, it was amaz-
ing how she evoked a nostalgic mood.
The individuality of the women in Holly-

wood always fascinates me. They are smart
and up-to-date, well-groomed and socially
conscious in a modern, sophisticated man-
ner. They do not adhere to tradition in
dress; thev are making new traditions.
The informality of Katharine Hepburn,

for example, even has its justification.
After all, she was educated in a fashion
to know what represents the best in taste.
If, therefore, she chooses to break the
rules she knows that is her privilege. She
has found that her freedom in attire—

-

slacks, sweaters, overcoats—allows her the
latitude for living and accomplishment
which she desires.

It is her mental gifts which assume pre-
eminence. She is one of the most vigorous
and unusual young women you will ever
encounter. Gifted, clever and original in
her work, she is a thinker, a doer, who
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Use a fiR/Gfft /DEX to show off your

CAMPANA LOVELY HANDS
It’s fun to pull on wooly mitts, a-

jingle with tiny bells IF your hands
are Campana-lovely! Try Campana
Cream Balm—massage a bit of this

creamy lotion into your thirsty skin.

Right away you’ve silken-surfaced,

soft-skinned hands you’re proud of.

Scientists say lanolin duplicates

the functions of the natural oils of

your skin better than anything else!

No wonder Campana Cream Balm,
which contains lanolin, helps keep
your hands soft and
pretty . .

.
guards against

dryness, roughness—
even in winter weather.

Look for the yellow and white

package at any cosmetic counter.

25*, 50* and $1

Campana Cream. Balm
RICH IN LANOLIN

WIND

Hands badly CHAPPED

?

Use ORIGINAL CAMPANA BALM for instant relief!

Original Campana Balm is the richer,

heavier Campana lotion that thou-

sands change to in chapped-skin

weather. Ask for Original Campana
Balm in the green and white package.

25*, 50* and $1.

WEATHER WATER

never wavers or delays, but fills the day
with activity.

I think Norma Shearer has made much
of life. She has had remarkable success.

Her first marriage to Irving Thalberg was
one of intelligence and happiness—a rare
combination. Norma had a rich life do-
mestically with her husband and two chil-

dren, and she had her husband’s expert
guidance in her career.
She has found new happiness in her

second marriage to Marty Arrouge, fol-

lowing her widowhood. Under the stress

of wartime she is giving herself completely
to this new union. Mr. Arrouge is in the

Naval Air Service and Norma has put her
career into the background. I think she
is wise under present circumstances be-
cause the hazards to personal happiness
brought about by the war are very great

indeed. Norma Shearer is therefore lead-

ing a well-balanced life, showing excep-
tional adaptability.

D ECENTLY I enjoyed renewing my ac-
l' quaintanceship with Loretta Young,
who is again resuming her career after an
interval for motherhood. She has charm
and a progressive mind. She was dressed
in exquisite taste on the recent occasion
of a big dinner party. Her gown was an
off-white heavy moire, with a tightly-

fitted long-sleeved basque type of jacket.

Her jewelry was antique, her coiffure

was dressed high at the sides from a mid-
dle part in her hair, and low at the back
of the neck. The impression she gave was
veritably that of a gentle picture right out

of the moyen age.

A most delightful young girl is Shirley
Temple. I always loved her as an adorable
and precocious child star, and her transi-

tion into lovely young ladyhood seems to

have been accomplished with grace. She is

so pretty—her eyes and her pinkish cheeks
shine with the glow of health—and her
conversation is lively and effervescent,

with just the proper restraint.

I think I shall always remember her
wearing a bouffant dress of white net over
white taffeta, adorned with silver butter-
flies on the shoulders of the square-cut
bodice and on the full skirt. The tiny

ornaments shimmered against her golden-
brown hair as if they had just lighted

there. All in all, Shirley was not unlike

the dream come true of the wishful think-

ing of all girls of sweet sixteen.

Among the newer young men of the

screen, I have found Turhan Bey an ar-

resting type. Naturally, because of his

Turkish birth, environment and education,

he has acquired a Continental air and
manner which are very intriguing.

He escorted Lana Turner to a party

where we met for the first time. Lana’s
very fair coloring offered an interesting

accent to the swarthy tonality, let us say,

of Turhan. I think he’s bound to be a big

success on the screen, not alone because of

his personality, but because the war is

bringing about many changes in the world
map. Turkey, India and China are no

longer far away and as time goes on I feel

pictures will use more and more back-
grounds of all countries of the world.
Turhan Bey is a flexible type. He could

fit well into almost any romantic story

with a foreign locale. He seems to have
come along, too, at about the right time

—

even as did Rudolph Valentino during the

last war. He has a similar exotic appeal.

But, after all, who am I, a newcomer
to this wonderful world of “make believe,”

to appraise qualifications? I can only be

an onlooker grateful to have found such

peace in a “cockeyed world.”
So much beauty—so much glamour—it

is difficult to remember them all as they

pass in review down the corridors of my
memory.
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Portrait in Cotten

(Continued from page 59) He is inordi-

nately fond of candy.
He likes his dry Martinis very dry.

He never rides a hunch, deliberates all

problems carefully and recently signed a

long-term contract with David 0. Selznick

of “Gone With The Wind” fame. He once
attended a dramatic academy at Washing-
ton, D. C., where he managed his tuition

by playing professional football.

He likes avocadoes and his father is

superintendent of mails at Petersburg, Va.

He plans to visit China when the war
ends.
He disclaims any ability to cook, never

forgets articles and wishes there were more
public rest rooms and public telephones in

our cities. He likes all kinds of dogs.

He does not believe in astrology or for-

tunetelling. He likes the pungent odors

of a delicatessen and the only traffic ticket

he ever got was for speeding—a charge he
violently claims “was framed!”
He does not take advice easily.

He likes his showers very hot, then
suddenly cold. His only taste in jewelry

is in cuff-links, of which he has a huge
and curious collection.

He loves champagne and full-bodied red
wines, is entirely free of “moods” and en-
tertains a secret desire to be a tap dancer.

He sang ip a choir until he was twelve,

when his voice changed. He is adept with
tools and loves to make things. He has
never won a prize and doesn’t like night

clubs.

He dreads being introduced at dinners,

fearful of always saying the wrong thing.

He usually smokes cigarettes, occasionally

a cigar or a pipe. He seldom wears a hat.

HE HAS never been able to stand up on
ice skates. He first became associated

with Orson Welles in the WPA Federal
Theatre. He is easy-tempered, drinks
much water and plays no musical instru-

ments. He has never worn glasses.

He revolts at sparkling burgundy.
He loves trotting races, scrambled eggs

in hash-house style and gets stage fright

every night of a performance. He never
reads poetry and in 1939 played the leading

male role with Katharine Hepburn in the

Theatre Guild’s “The Philadelphia Story.”

He thinks snobbery is an inherent qual-
ity in human nature. He likes eating in

quiet places without music and dancing.

He never wears an undershirt.

He seldom catches cold, never gets a

headache and misses most in Hollywood
the Queensborough Bridge

—
“It seems like

Long Island out here but you never get to

the city.”

He admits that a child could beat him at

checkers or chess and if he had life to live

over again there is nothing he would have
done differently. He likes heavy, exotic
perfume on women.
He does not believe in matrimonial vaca-

tions. He doesn’t like picnicking and
loathes living in apartments or hotels.

Joseph Cotten likes shopping so much
that he buys nearly all of his wife’s things,

'

including lingerie. He belongs to no clubs.

He is an avid reader of PM and likes

earrings on his wife. He is a colorful
conversationalist and dances an excellent
waltz and fox trot.

He likes Panamas and straw hats.

His favorite singer is one Burl Ives, a
ballet and folk singer known as the Way-
faring Stranger. His last streetcar ride was
in a cable car in San Francisco.
He likes his wife to wear geraniums in

her hair. He doesn’t like Chinese restau-
rants. He sees very few motion pictures
and can tell you almost where anything is

in the Metropolitan Museum.
He has no delusions about having any

Sally went# skat/ngr...and
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-But HOLD-BOB p/ns kept her hair

neat and attractive l

HCNLD-MB
"The bobby pins that HOLD"

• Why is a bobby pin? To hold your hair

—smoothly, firmly, invisibly. And that’s

the way hold-bob bobby pins are made

:

for longer-lasting, springy power. Re-

member, only hold-bobs have those

small, round, invisible heads. Add satiny

finish and the rounded-for-safety ends

...and you have the advantages that

make hold-bobs America’s favorites!,
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talents othe’- :han his chosen one, acting.
He poss;ss°s a ten-year-old worn-out

black dressing gown which he hasn’t the
heart to throw away. He loves Western
films, shaves with a safety razor and
played in stock for more than a year.
His spelling is affected by his southern

accent. He likes air travel and finishes

everything he undertakes. He once sold
paint in Miami, Florida.
He cannot rumba or tango.
Joseph Cotten, when a boy, was very

popular with the girls.

He doesn’t like playing cards.
He is very fond of playing catch, likes

swing and thinks it is not possible for any
individual to set a pattern for his life and
follow it through.

His favorite fairy tale is “The Little

Prince” by St. Exupery.
He has read Mary Baser Eddy and hopes

that someday, someone will write “Porgy
And Bess” into a ballet. He has a weak-
ness for chocolate malted milks, worries
about his everyday job and has never been
to Palm Springs or any desert resort.

He sleeps soundly and likes his coffee

black. He once worked as a life guard,
boasts that he can do a nifty jackknife
dive and always regrets a heavy luncheon.
He hates amateur discussions.
He likes his beer only on draught. He

seldom dreams, but when he does, he has
terrifying nightmares. His favorite break-
fast is of southern-style grits and with salt

and butter, “when you can get it.”

He is superstitious about hats on beds
and whistling in the dressing room.

H E AND director Alfred Hitchcock call

each other every Sunday to discuss the
adventures of Smokey Stover, the comic
cartoon hero. He likes caviar.

He likes wearing sandals. His father,

brother and himself all have permanent
football injuries. His favorite modern
painter is Renoir.
He likes old houses in the South, Gothic

churches, club sandwiches and has no
plans for the future, living from day to day.
He likes reading essays, and dislikes per-

sonal appearances.
He is so farsighted that when he is on

the air he places his script on a music
stand and stands five or six feet from it.

He and his wife frequently ride bicycles to

shop in Westwood, a ten-mile round trip.

He never gets seasick, likes blues and
grays in shirts and thinks money extreme-
ly important to happiness.
He cannot carry a tune or read a score,

but he can tell immediately when a con-
ductor makes a mistake. He doesn’t go in

for gambling much, but when he does, he’s

never lucky.
He hasn’t had a manicure since 1927 be-

cause he’s constantly biting his nails

down. He always wears gloves during re-

hearsals to keep from biting his nails.

He plays an excellent game of badmin-
ton and tennis. His favorite American
author is Ring Lardner, he doesn’t like the

opera and hates snow and cold weather.
He uses a typewriter like a newspaperman.
He hated the subjects of languages at

school because his southern accent “always
got in the way.” He once invented a method
of pasting labels on gallon cans of paint,

which to this day still remains in use, “but
no royalties.”

He is blond and when playing baseball

at school he could never hit a single, but
frequently hit a home run.
Joe likes the memory of drinking beer

at a place in Milwaukee “that looks like a

set for ‘The Student Prince.’
”

He never has a political argument with
his wife and every Christmas Eve the

sheer excitement of the occasion makes
him so ill that he invariably leaves his

guests and goes to bed.
The End

JUST OVER 30 . . .

and my hair going gray

You can imagine my discouragement! And then my beauty

operator whispered "ETERNOL" in my ear. What a revela-

tion! My hair's restored to its natural-looking color . . .

but so much lovelier, I'm breathless! All silken-soft

. . . and gleaming with highlights. And in one simple treatment!

ETERNOL'S exclusive color-con-

trolled action is so swift, -jJKr

sheer nonsense to put Jr

eternol
TINT OIL SHAMPOO
Tints, reconditions, cleanses

in one simple operation

Caution:

Use only as directed on label

C P C IT • New. 12-page booklet "Radiant Hair on the 7- day Plan". Write
* I* t L • Paragon Dist. Corp., Dept.M-2, 8 W. 32nd St., New York I, N. Y.

Here’s nurses’ secret of quick, soothing relief
Are your hands red, rough, chapped and
sore? Actual tests show that Noxzema
helps heal even badly chapped hands faster.

That’s because Noxzema is a medicated
formula. It not only brings quick, soothing
relief, but helps heal the tiny "cuts” and
cracks. Nurses were among the first to dis-

cover how effective Noxzema is for red,

rough hands. Try it for your cracked,
chapped hands! It’s greaseless! Get a jar

today at any drug counter. 10f>* 35^,* 50tf*

and $1.* *Plus Tax.NOXZEMA

CHAPPED HANDS
Heal Faster
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The Truth about the Stars'

Night Life

(Continued from page 57) lights. She hates

waltzes and loves Latin rhythms. . . .

, Simone Simon’s French is not so good
when ordering in that language, waiters

claim. . . .

Danny Kaye, a big eater, dislikes steak

but is mad for chicken. Lucky guy in

these days. . . .

Sonja Henie eats pheasant with her
fingers; but she is no connoisseur of

food. . . .

Susanna Foster goes for watermelon,
thick steaks and Italian spaghetti. . . .

Rita Hayworth nibbles at her food and
prefers to be up and dancing, especially

the rumba and tango. . . .

Carole Landis, according to waiters, is

a terrific eater. . . .

Sometimes night clubs are milestones in

the success stories of the stars. When
the lovely Coq Rouge in New York was
decorated about twelve years ago, Cary
Grant worked for a dollar a day filling in

the paint in the frogs in the murals.
Speaking of murals, El Boracchio has a

Kiss Room. Visiting celebrities are asked
to imprint a kiss on a card and sign it. The
card then is pasted up.

A LL movie stars—whether they are the

“lens hotinds” who go to night clubs
mainly to be seen, photographed and itemed
in columns or whether they go for the food
and dancing and fun—know the import-
ance of posing prettily. Stars try to hide
wrinkles by turning their heads at flat-

tering angles, by wearing large hats or

affecting veils. Some, like Mary Pickford,

frankly ask the camera boys to retouch
their pictures.

Baldish men also have a problem. They
must be alert not to be caught without
hat or toupee. Bing Crosby takes great

care not to be snapped with a shiny top.

Brian Aherne and Charles Boyer don’t

much care. Xavier Cugat never used to

worry how he was photographed. But
now that he is in pictures, his manager
is trying to retrieve the old pictures which
show him minus hair.

K. T. Stevens loves to be photographed
and will pose all over the place. So will

Maria Montez, Gloria De Haven, Lupe
Velez and Helmut Dantine.
June Farrell, a newcomer, has endeared

herself to night club staffs and habitues
because she is so generous spirited. When
service men mistake her for Dolores Moran
and ask for an autograph she signs “Do-
lores Moran” rather than disillusion the
boys—even though this doesn’t advance
her one little bit.

Arlene Judge has a favorite gag which is

most welcome to the recipients. She likes

to send out food. Her friends frequently
answer their doorbell to find a messenger
from the night club where Arlene is din-
ing—be it Mocambo, Ciro’s or the Troc

—

bearing a bowl of iced caviar, a boned
squab, frogs’ legs, or a chafing dish of

lobster in absinthe sauce.

Down at the Village Barn in New York
they like to tell how Jane Withers cele-
brated her eighteenth birthday there, par-
ticipated in all the robust country games
and was the only girl strong enough to

carry her boy escort on her back in the
pickaback game.
Faye Emerson flabbergasted everyone in

the crowded Mocambo by suddenly getting
up from her chair at a ringside table,
balancing a glass of champagne on her
pretty head and walking across the floor
and back while the customers made excited
bets whether or not she’d spill it. P. S.
She didn’t. She just wanted to prove she
could do it.

Are you as nice close up ... as you are at a distance?
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You’ll never have to wonder about

staying sweet and dainty if you use

F F\E S H ! For Ff^ESH contains the

most effective perspiration stopping

ingredient known to science!

Ff\ESH is effective! Stops perspira-
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Ff^E SH is gentle! Won’t irritate nor-

mal skin.

Fl\ESH is sure! Keeps perspiration
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never turns gritty. Doesn’t dry

out in the jar.
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NO DULL
DRAB HAIR

Whan You Uso This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse
In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 Important things

to give YOUR hair glamour and beautyi

1. Gives I ustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.

3. Tints the hair as It rinses.

4. Helps keep hair neatly In place.

LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse.

In 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
Al stores which sell toi/et goods

25 r for 5 rinses

r/- rPATzct/irrms
Abo Club Pina and Emblem*. Artiatic da*

aiffna. Finest quality. Reasonable price* from lia

up. Write for illustrated catalog.

Dept. J. Metal Arts Co., RochesterS, N. Y.

Look yonr
loveliest— always I

Don't let superfluous hair spoil
your good times, ruin romance and cause
others to whisper behind your back.
Amazing ADIEU Hair Remover, made
entirely of safe, non-chemical natural in-

gredients, takes out unsightly, unwanted
hair in a jiffy—without messy heat— and
leaves your skin clean ,velvety ,baby-smooth—so you can wear the filmiest gowns, the
scantiest bathing suits, the sheerest stock-
ings— or no stockings at all! You apply
ADIEU cold right from the jar. In a few
moments the unsightly hair is out, not merely off.

So Safe, a BabyCan Eat It!
Yes, the hair oomes out— not merely off I

New hair must grow before it reappears.
ADIEU is not a bleach, sand-paper, razor
or clipper—no“shaved-off” look, no stubby
regrowth; results more lasting. Pure, safe,
natural ingredients—no smelly, dangerous
sulphides or chemicals. Positively NON

-

IRRITATING! Will not spoil. Used by ex-
clusive Hollywood beauty salons catering
to movie stars. You’ll be delighted with
how ADIEU takes OUT (not off ) the un-
wanted, superfluous hair from face, arms,
legs, lips, back of neck, eyebrows, etc.

r Rash coupon foY gener-
i oasly ampjesupply.^oy

.. . 3 days.
If not delighted return unused portion and we re-
fund money you paidus immediately. Mail coupon.

S. J. WEG MAN COMPANY
© EAST 45th STREET, DEPT. P-102. NEW YORK 17, N. Y.

FS. J. WEGMAN COMPANY, DeptTP-10
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| 9 E. 45th ST., NEW YORK CITY 17, N. Y. |

I
Please rush generous Jar ofADIEU HAIR REMOVER in PLAIN
PACKAGE on 30- Day Money - Back Guarantee Trial. I will pay I
Postman $2.00 plus postage and Federal Cosmetics War Tax, on

J
delivery.

I

atwu nu munm ously ample supply.

!

postman only $2.00 plus postage and Federal C
metics War Tax on delivery. Try ADIEU 30 d£

NAME
ADDRESS

^ ADIEU Hair Remove

Frank Sinatra, in New York, spends
much time at the famous Toots Shor’s.
Shor, a devoted friend of Frankie’s and a
famous kidder, bawled Frank out the other
day. “I don’t care if you never come back
to my restaurant,” he yelled after him.
“You’re so skinny you’re no advertisement
for the place!”

It was the staff of a Hollywood night
club that saw Lana Turner and Steve
Crane fall in love the same night they
met. “The band’s playing my favorite song,
‘Tangerine,’ ” Steve told Lana. “Will you
dance?” At three o’clock in the morning

—

they’d danced the whole night through—
Steve proposed while they were dancing to

“I Realize Now.”
It wasn’t too long after Lana and Steve’s

second elopement that the staff of Bob
Daltons, an attractive steak house, knew
all was over. They saw Steve wait hours
for Lana to return after she walked out
following a quarrel. And she never did
come back.
Now, of course, it’s Turhan Bey and

Lana who dine a deux, usually not at the
fancy places, however. Since they are a
sensational looking pair, easily recognized,
they prefer the quiet places where they
have a better chance of being left to them-
selves.

Whenever Lana visits Copacabana, Man-
ager Jack Entratter pretends he won’t let

her in unless she’s wearing a sweater; even
keeps one on hand for her.

ANN SHERIDAN’S romance with publi-
cist Steve Hannagan, has flourished

largely at the Stork Club. . . .

Bob Hope met his wife Dolores when
she sang in a night club. . . .

Judy Garland and Dave Rose spent many
hand-holding nights before and after mar-
riage, in late spots. Their favorite tune
was “Embraceable You,” which Judy still

sings at every opportunity. . . .

Gene Tierney and Oleg Cassini did most
of their courting at Mocambo where, night
after night, they danced cheek-to-cheek.
They’re still doing it. And no wonder.
Oleg dances marvelously. . . .

Press agents sometimes use night clubs
as a stage upon which to present “ro-
mances.” If a press agent wants to build
up a starlet he dresses her up smartly,
gets her an escort more important than

she is, if possible, and sends the two to <

night club that has a press agent, a photog-
rapher and is a hangout for newspapermen
Press agents also pay kids fifty cents oi

even a dollar at such times to wait outside
and ask the starlet for her autograph
Juveniles, of course, are built up in the

same way in reverse.
Stars who are publicity conscious alsc

“date” at night clubs. George Jessel, whe
arrived at Mocambo one night with a prettj

little starlet, tipped the captain five dollar!

and asked that photographers be sent tc

their table. “This little girl is going to be

a big star in a few months,” Georgie con-
fided to everyone. Then Lois Andrews
George’s ex-wife for whom he was torch-
ing, came in and was shown a table near-
by. George promptly asked for his check
and vanished. The young starlet who he

had insisted was destined for great things

has not been heard of since.

Errol Flynn, because of his devotion tc

fisticuffs, is the subject of some of the best

yarns the late spots yield. Favorite among
these tells of the night Errol was dining at

El Morocco. And very quiet and circum-
spect he was too until another guest began
badgering him. Finally, having had enough
and more, Errol challenged, “Come on out-
side!” They went to the street where Errol,

swinging his famous right jab, missed his

accuser and caught a deb emerging from
El Morocco straight in the eye. She passed
out cold.

Errol rushed her into the club kitchen,
applied about twenty red points worth of

choice sirloin to her eye and hurried off to

find a doctor.
When he returned the deb was conscious

and the sirloin was gone. He asked what
had happened to it. “I ate it,” she told

him. “I’ve been mad for raw meat ever
since I was a child.”

No newspaper published this story be-
cause no reporter believed it. It happens,
however, to be true. The deb is still a

steady patron of El Morocco and an ardent
Flynn fan. Would you be, under those
circumstances?
No doubt about it . . . Maitre d’hotels,

captains, waiters, among others, know the

truth about the stars. They see the stars

shine at night in night clubs. And some-
times their star-dust comes off!

The End

Party line-up: Warner Brothers celebrate the return of repeat hit director Mervyn
LeRoy—Dr. Griffin and his Irene Dunne, Jack Warner and the guest of honor
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Romantic Love Gift

A LANE CEDAR NOPE CHEST /S THE

No. 1964. 18th Century drawer design in
Honduras Mahogany. Simulated front
with one drawer in base. Hand-rubbed
satin finish.

39-
Slightly higher in West and Canada

Subject to OPA rulings

Lane Cedar Hope Chests can
he had in many styles and

woods.

ftfAT
STARTS The

To Men and Women in the Armed Services— If you don’t know
the Lane dealer’s name in the town where you want a chest sent,

write to us. It will be delivered in accordance with your wishes.

#Co-starred with Ginger Rogers and
Cotten in Selznick-lnternational's

SHIRLEY TEMPLE

"
I’LL BE SEEING YOU

Built of %-inch Aromatic Red Cedar in accordance
with U. S. Government recommendations, LANE
Cedar Hope Chests combine an age-old romantic
tradition with nature’s own moth destroyer ...
the aroma of Red Cedar.

No other wood has that aroma. No other wood
possesses the power of Red Cedar to destroy
moths. LANE Hope Chests are the only pressure-

tested, aroma-tight Red Cedar chests in the world.
That’s why Lane moth protection

is sure. That’s why it is guaran-
teed by a free insurance policy,

written by one of the world’s

largest insurance companies.

The Lane Company, Inc.,

Dept. K, Altavista, Virginia.

In Canada: Knechtels Ltd.,

Hanover, Ontario.

No. 2101. Front panel of 4-

piece matched American
Stump Walnut with diago-

nally matched inlays of New
Guinea woods at either side.

Balance of chest American
Walnut. Has Lane Patented
Automatic Tray. Rubbed,
polished finish.

/
|P i

A Million Maidens

Yearn forThis

Conserve!

Save Woolens
in a Lane

*
Buy War Bonds

No romance so thrilling as your own real-

life romance. No gift for the girl of your
heart’s choice so eloquent to express your
devotion as the perfect love gift itself. . . a

Lane Cedar Hope Chest. Sanctuary for her
treasured possessions, it is the ever-present

symbol of your dreams and hers . . . the gift

that starts the home. Claim your Valentine
now with a Lane, the glorious gift with many
practical advantages for the girl you love.

LANE is the only chest with all these

MOTH PROTECTION features
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Miss Babs Merrick — one of John Robert Powers' beauties who keeps
naturally bright and lustrous with Kreml Shampoo

Reveal Natural Sparkling Beauty That Lies

Concealed In Your and Every Girl’s Hair!

Those enchantingly lovely Powers Models—the epitome of beauty and charm-
must take exceptional fine care in washing their hair.

And these stunning girls are advised to use only Kreml Shampoo!

Beautifying Kreml Shampoo washes hair and scalp spanking-clean. It thor-

oughly washes out dirt and loose dandruff and leaves the hair silken-soft—so

much easier to set—sparkling with natural brilliant highlights and glossy lustre

that lasts for days.

So take a tip from some of the world’s most beautiful girls and give your hair

a glamour-bath’ with Kreml Shampoo. It takes only 10 minutes—right at home.
Excellent for every color and every type of hair whether oily or dry. All drug and
department stores.

No Better Shampoo For Children’s Hair

If your child's hair is dull, stringy, lifeless-looking—

either oily or dry—"glamour-bathe” it with Kreml
Shampoo. Kreml Shampoo positively contains no
harsh chemicals or caustics. Instead it has a beneficial

oil base which helps keep hair from becoming dry or

brittle. Children like its soft, billowy suds. And you’ll

take pride in the way your child’s hair looks.

KremlSffMIPOO
FOR SILKEN-SHEEN HAIR—EASIER TO ARRANGE
MADE BY THE MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS KREML HAIR TONIC

Guaranteed by
i Good Housekeeping ,

Hey There, Haymes!

( Continued, from page 37) give Skipper
his bottle. She didn’t complain. She didn’t

bother me about the bills, which seemed
to make up the bulk of our mail. She
must have worried, but she didn’t say so.

But I think she was a little scared to tell

me about the second baby.”
Dick still laughs thinking of that scene.

“‘Joannie,’ I told her, after she broke
the news, ‘y°u and Skipper are going
home to your mother.’
“She almost burst into tears. She had

expected the news to be a new worry

—

but she didn’t think I’d throw her out.

“I had to explain fast.
“
‘Look, honey,’ I told her, ‘I think it

is wonderful about the baby. You know
how much I’ve wanted a family. But you
and Skipper and the new baby deserve a
better break than this. I’ll tell Tommy to-

morrow that I’m quitting, and then I’m
going to make good on my own. If I don’t,’

I added, and I meant it, ‘I’ll drive a truck.’
”

C OR a while it looked as though Dick
* were going to have to take out that truck
driver’s license.

He lived alone in an ugly little room
in a Hollywood hotel, missing Joanne and
Skipper terribly. His cold and “band-
nerves” refused to be shaken. He spent
every other day in bed, really ill. On
alternate days, he knocked on casting office

doors—but nobody wanted any leading
men, particularly, it seemed, if they could
sing, as well.

Then came a long distance telephone call

from Bill Burton. Burton is a manager
among managers, who takes only a few
young hopefuls as clients and then looks
after them like a mother hen. Dick had
met him through Helen O’Connell, one of

Burton’s “little family,” and Joanne’s best
friend. He had wanted Burton to manage
him, but Burton was sorry. Too busy.
Now, he said, he had time to give Dick

the kind of service he deserved.
“Get on a plane and come back to New

York and we’ll go to work,” he said.

“I can’t,” Dick replied, “because I’m
broke. And besides I don’t want to come
to New York. I want to get into pictures.”

“Don’t you know,” yelled Burton over
the wire, “that the only way you can get
into pictures is to leave Hollywood? I’m
wiring you $175—get on that plane!”
So Dick packed his two suits—his blue

suit and his bathing suit—and went to

New York. Joanne and Skipper and Bill

Burton met him at the airport.

“Burton’s face fell,” Dick recalls. “I

could see that he was looking at the knitted
tie I had tied around my pants as a belt.”

“Gee, kid,” he said, “I didn’t know you
were that hard up.”
Dick roared. He happens to like knitted

ties for belts.

“I told you I was broke,” he said.

“We’ll fix that,” Bill Burton said, and
they did. Within a week Dick was booked
into theaters in Newark and Hartford and
he enjoyed the sound of the clink of money
in his pockets once more. It didn’t last

long for he bought Joanne a fur coat and
Skipper a tricycle.

Then Burton booked him into New
York’s swanky La Martinique. And Dick
immediately bought Joanne a car and
Skipper an electric train.

“Stop buying presents,” Burton pleaded,
“until you get some money in the bank.”
Dick explained that Joanne and Skipper

hadn’t had any presents in a long time.

“All right,” moaned Burton, “then we’ll

just have to get you some more money.”
He decided to try Dick’s luck at re-

cording. The union ban was on at the

time and no orchestra was available, so



Dick recorded with a choral background.
His first record, “You’ll Never Know,” sold

1,600,000 copies. The first four sides he
recorded brought Dick, in royalties,

$18,000—a hike over the $20 a side he col-

lected during his band-vocalist days.

Radio was the next step. Dick signed
to star on a new series, “Here’s To Ro-
mance.” After that the Fox contract was
easy. Burton was right. Fox ’’discovered”

Dick in New York, and rushed him to

Hollywood to play in “Four Jills And A
Jeep.”
And Dick bought Joanne a house with a

swimming pool and Skipper and Helen
Joanna—who arrived last May—a truck
load of toys.

The suddenness of the switch from
bankruptcy to the fat of the land didn’t

phase easy-going Dick Haymes at all. You
see, his whole life has been like that.

H E was born in Argentina, into a wealthy
household. Spanish was the first lan-

guage he learned—from his father, an Ar-
gentinan of Irish descent. His American
mother, Marguerite Wilson, then a musical
comedy star, taught him English, and a
governess taught him French. Dick and his

brother Bob spoke three languages fluently

before they started to school.

They went to school in Lausanne, Switz-
erland, later in Normandie, finally in Paris

—for their parents had separated, and the
boys traveled about with their globe-trot-
ting mother. From his mother, Dick
learned how easily money is made—and
spent. And how very little, if you’re eat-
ing, it matters.
He remembers once when he was twelve

sailing from New York to Paris with his

mother aboard the finest liner afloat. Dur-
ing their stay in France, the dollar dropped
on international exchange. They came
back on a tanker.

In October, 1929, his mother was worth
a million dollars—in contracts with New
York stores for gowns designed in her
Paris salon.

In November, 1929, the Haymes family
was penniless.

It was always like that. Dick always
wanted to be an actor. But when no one
wanted to buy his services, he found
it easy to adapt himself to circumstances.
Before he was twenty he had sold the At-
lantic Monthly a series of short stories

—

based on the mysterious life in the sewers
of the Paris beggars. That was the end of

his career as a writer—he had decided to

be a song writer. But if he knew where to

lay his hands on those stories, he’d peddle
them again. They are particularly timely
in the light of recent reports that the
French Underground carried on during
German occupation by taking to the
labyrinthian sewer system under the
streets of Paris.

Dick lived for a year on advances for

songs he wrote—not one of which ever
became a hit. Some of those advances were
among the debts he paid off when he can-
celed that worrisome $9,000 recently.

Dick was rather fond of some of those
debts. One was to Harry James, who
loaned him the money for his honeymoon.
“Harry was my best man,” Dick ex-

plains. “And a nice guy. He didn’t raise

an eyebrow when I told him I had spent
all my money for a formal afternoon suit

for the wedding and didn’t have a cent in

my pocket.”
The doctor who officiated at Skipper’s

birth also was surprised with payment in

full. So was the hospital where the great

event took place.

Dick’s greatest kick these days is that

now he’s the one who can loan money to

his down-and-out friends.

“They’ll be rich tomorrow,” he says.

He thinks it’s that easy.

The End

The growing vogue for rose-tinted powders finds a lovely sponsor

in Lady Stanley of Alderley.

She chooses the soft, soft rose of Dreamflower "Natural'’ to give

her fragile blonde complexion the clear, fresh translucent look

so perfect for her coloring. "It’s the softest, most flattering 'natural’

I’ve found— exquisite shell-pink, with just a touch of cream,” she

says. "And Dreamflower texture is so fine and clinging!’’

If your skin is blonde, try Lady Stanley’s delicate, rose-tinted

favorite—Pond’s Dreamflower "Natural.” You’ll love the soft appeal

it gives to your complexion!

New Pond^LIPS” shade! ^ llgJ1

Ponds Dreamflower R>wder

NATURAL—soft shell-pink

RACHEL—creamy ivory

ROSE CREAM—delicate peach

BRUNETTE—rosy beige

DARK RACHEL—rich, golden

DUSK ROSE— warm, glowing

491, 25f, lUt (plus tax)

Now— six breath-taking

shades. Try bright new “ <

BEAU BAIT—rich,

round crimson-red I

49(S, 10|f

(plus tax)
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Originally created for New York’s super-critical fashion models,

Models’ Special Make-up now brings your complexion the picture quality

you’ve envied in the fashion pages ... the quality that dramatizes the model’s

simplest clothes. Betty Ribble, famous for her modeling of sleek,

sophisticated fashions, wears Models’ Special Make-up in the picture above.

She says, “Not even brilliant costume colors fade a Models’ Special

complexion.” In five perfect skin-tone shades . . . Creme, Natural,

Natural Rose, Rose Tan, Tan— $1.50 plus tax. Bree Cosmetics,

New York, Los Angeles, 165 West Wacker Drive, Chicago 1.



HOTOPLAYS
“FIRST-RUN” FASHIONS

Carole Landis — enchanting star

of RKO’s “Having Wonderful Crime”

—

chooses for its Edwardian elegance this

afternoon - to - after - midnight cut - away

suit. A black sheath of a dress, done in

rayon crepe . . . topped with a short,

jet-collared jacket in champagne rayon

bengaline. A Rose Barrack design at

B. Altman, New York: Bullock’s Wil-

shire, Los Angeles
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Magnetic as a heady perfume

for important after-dark hours. Miss

Landis wears this worldly, guileful print,

created by Rose Barrack. Startling in its

black-on-white effect, its slim, sleek lines

are deceptively simple. At Bergdorf

Goodman, New York; Neiman Marcus,

Dallas _



CREATED IN RIO A FINE RAYON CREPE BY RIOROAN

A crisp bow . . . tucks by the row, sounds simple doesn’t it? But look at the suit

and skirt magic it works . . . lending an oh-so-ever feminine

Beau Brummel touch to everything it teams

with. Inimitably tailored by Betty Barnes with

underscoring on extra fine workmanship. White, blue, pink, maize,

and lime. Sizes 32-38. About $5. Betty Barnes Blouses, 1375 Broadway, New York City.
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ELIRTATION’<

THE

FASHION . . .

.

IF CHIVALRY’S YOUR GOAL, be

a lady fair in this Turrets and Tourna-

ments print, created by Merley. (The

whole design was lifted straight from an

old English wood cut and should bowl

your beau over). In rayon jersey. Cham-

ois, aqua, pink, limelight or white with

black. 9-15. About $15 at Joseph Magnin,

San Francisco; F. & R. Lazarus, Colum-

bus, Ohio



Be charming

. . . DISARMING

Let yourself go gorgeously feminine. Now
is the time to deck yourself in old-world

prints, to Haunt a graceful fan. Romance is

hack and woman's place is to look her pret-

tiest possible, please. Photoplay presents a

group of heart-winning, head-turning fash-

ions . . . priced thoughtfully for your budget

. . . but guaranteed to make you look ador-

able. (And better yet everything shown will

be as smart and sweet in June as it is now

in January)

(Top) Sweet enough to eat, this confection by Sandra Sage. It's a two-piecer with a hlaek rayon

alpaca skirt, and for contrast, an irrepressibly crisp spun-sugar-y jacket of eyelet embroidered

cotton in white, pink or blue. 9-15. About $15 at James McCreery, New York

(Middle) Be protectable, irresistible in this heart’s-ease print. Doris Dodson put lure a-plenty in the

peek-a-boo neck, capped the climax with tiny cap sleeves. In pastel pink, blue, gray or gold

printed rayon alpaca. 9-15. About $13 at Emery, Bird, Thayer, Kansas City

(Bottom) Maybe you take to feminine tailoring. Your dish, this J.L.F. Original two-tone triumph

with its slightly dirndled skirt. In rayon crepe. Powder blue, chartreuse or pink with navy or

black. Brown with aqua. 9-15. About $23 at Saks Fifth Avenue, New York
87
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The
OLD-FASHIONED

LOOK

is the new fashion look. And
nothing’s more downright

disarming than this Evelyn

Alden print with its riot of

roses and great big beautiful

velvet bow. In Joyce’s rayon

jersey. 9-15. About $15 at

William Hengerer, Buffalo

Powers Dry Goods, Minne-

apolis
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tor precision tailoring

For you perfectionists wlio

adore fine tailoring and clean

lines. In CROSSTOWN—
a Rosewood rayon gabardine w itli

the l .'nidure permanent crease-resistant

finisli. Dramatized in Banana, Charm
Pink, Maize, Bahama Blue, White.

Shes 12-20. About

*** * I* j'i***&& it* #*/**#*» i&t

eve arlington, 134 west 37 street, new york is, n.y.



ONE OF THE MOST FAMOUS NAMES IN FASHION

GOOD NEWS FOR JUNIORS! Two Peggy Paige fashions that are harbingers of Spring ... Left:

No. 8033 Button-down front dress with flattering ruffled neckline . . . styled in HESS GOLDSMITH
rayon print crepe . . . stripes of navy, fuchsia, gray, green on white. Right: No. 8034 Two-piece
dress with tucked bodice, pleated peplum and ornamental shoulder flower . . . styled in HESS
GOLDSMITH printed rayon crepe . . . white floral print on coral, lime gold, aqua, gray. Both

styles in sizes 9 to 15 . . . both at the surprisingly little price of $6. At these and other leading

stores throughout the country.

Akron, Ohio M. O’Neil Co.
Birmingham, Ala.

Loveman Joseph & Loeb
Boston, Mass Jordan Marsh
Buffalo, N. Y J. N. Adam &. Co.
Camden, N. J W. L. Hurley Co.
Canton. Ohio Stark D. G. Co.
Chicago, III The Fair
Cincinnati, Ohio. . . . Mabley &. Carew
Cleveland, Ohio Higbee Co.
Dallas, Tex W. A. Green Co.
Davenport, Iowa

Peterson Harned & Von Maur
Denver, Colo May Co.
Detroit, Mich Crowley Milner

Write us for the name of the

El Paso, Tex White House
Indianapolis, Ind. ..Wm. H. Block Co.
Kansas City. Mo.

Emery Bird Thayer D. G. Co.
Little Rock, Ark Pfeifer Bros., Inc.

Los Angeles, Calif May Co.
Memphis, Tenn.

B. Lowenstein &. Bros.
Miami, Fla Richard's
Milwaukee, Wise Gimbel Bros.
Newark, N. J....Kresge Dept. Stores
New Orleans, La Maison Blanche
New York, N. Y Bloomingdale’s
Philadelphia, Pa Gimbel Bros.
Pittsburgh, Pa Gimbel Bros.

Portland, Ore. Lipman Wolfe & Co.
Rochester. N. Y McCurdy’s
St. Louis, Mo Famous & Barr
St. Paul, Minn Emporium
Salt Lake City. Utah Z. C. M. I.

San Antonio, Tex.. Wolff &. Marx Co.
San Diego, Calif Whitney & Co.
Scranton, Pa Cleland Simpson Co.
Sioux City, Iowa. Davidson Bros. Co.
Syracuse, N. Y.

E. W. Edwards & Son
Trenton, N. J Goldbergs
Utica, N. Y Boston Store
Washington, D. C. Lansburgh &. Bros.
Wheeling, W. Va Stone & Thomas

store in your city. PEGGY PAIGE, 224 West 35th St., New York 1

Be
A
BUTTERFLY

and dress the part in this

script-line print by McKet-
trick. Picture-pretty with its

peplum look, it's practical

because it's suds-able. In

Crown Shan rayon, a Soap
n’ Water fabric in ice-cream

pastels. 12-20. $9.00 at

Bloomingdale’s. New York;
Filene s, Boston

SEE PAGE ]08

for a representative list of stores

where you can buy these Photoplay

First-Run fashions.



Endorsed by

John Robert Powers

in fine rayons

about $1.79

at better stores

Write for free

booklet — "A
Word About
Modeling"
John Robert
Powers

Louis Herman & Co.

creators of
MOVIE STAR SLIPS

Dept. O

59 Madison Aye.. N. Y. 16, N. Y,

VERSATILE V NECK DICKEY

At all leading chain stores

3kSpanking crisp,

dean-tailored, this

sharkskin dickey

hits a high V or

a way-down-low V
with a finger-flick.

Good company
with suits, dresses

or sweaters, it

can't be matched

for quick-change-

ability. Oniy 39c

HOWARDS • FIFTH AVENUE
417 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C.

The Bewildering Bogarts

(Continued from page 29) ordinary run of

movie queens.
Even though Bogie has a yen for the

Bacall girl, he didn’t wear his heart on
his sleeve and take her out publicly. For
when “To Have And Have Not” was finally

in the can, Bogie had another of his

famous fights with Jack Warner and he
and Mayo retired to his thirty-foot boat,

“Sluggy,” there to remain incommunicado.
He refused to make “God Is My Co-Pilot,”

saying he was tired and needed a rest.

Weeks went by and neither Jack Warner
nor his star relented an inch. The wire
from Bogie to Jack saying that he was
ready to return to work remained un-
answered and it wasn’t until Howard
Hawks came through with the murder
mystery, “The Big Sleep,” which the
unpredictable Bogart liked, that he pock-
eted his pride and returned to his studio.

However, no sooner had Bogie and Mayo
come off the boat and returned to their

life on land than the fireworks cut loose.

Just what brought about the sudden plan
of the Bogarts to separate a second time
is known to only a few people. I am one
of them. I don’t intend to reveal the secret
Bogie told me, but I think I can say with-
out breaking his confidence that he ad-
mitted it was hard to break up his mar-
riage of six years, but that Mayo hadn’t
been herself for the past year; that she
was emotionally unstable and upset and
jealous of every move he made.

“I wouldn’t do a thing to hurt her,” he
told me. “She can have a generous finan-
cial settlement. All I want is my freedom.”

Surprisingly enough, Mayo says she
doesn’t want money—she wants Bogie.
The first parting of the ways followed

on the heels of Bogie’s remark to one of

the studio executives that he didn’t think
she’d throw any more glasses; that he
believed their fighting days were over.
The day after he made that statement

he took her to see “To Have And Have
Not,” and the next day they announced
their separation. I wouldn’t want to say it

was seeing him in the arms of the attrac-
tive young model that brought about the
separation. That wouldn’t be fair to either
of the Bogarts, but Mayo had not been
happy over the new leading lady for a long
time—and we girls do get jealous some-
times, with or without cause.

KA ANY.are the fantastic stories told about
*’* the battling Bogarts. One of them is,

whenever Bogie is in New York and cele-
brates, he goes straight to the apartment
of his first wife, Helen Menken, like a
homing pigeon, and Helen, who is happily
married to a doctor, can’t persuade him to
leave. I have often wondered whether
this is not a fable although it has been
widely circulated and repeated. He only
lived with Helen one month after their
marriage and she must have moved in the
fifteen years since they were man and
wife. I am too liberal-minded to believe it,

yet the story has a Bogart flavor.

His second marriage to Mary Philips
lasted longer. They were together nine
years. Bogie has a great regard for talent
and all three of his wives, Menken, Philips
and Methot are real troupers.
Mayo gave up her career when she

married Bogie six years ago and made it

her business to look after him. These two
have had as much fun together as any-
body in the world. Their tastes were simple.
They cared nothing for society nor for
big parties. I don’t suppose, in all the
years I have lived in Hollywood, I have
seen them at more than two parties. George
Frazier has quoted Mayo as saying, “In
five years we’re going to retire and be-
come beachcombers. That is, if Pa can
keep his hair and teeth that long.”

^
your hairm

WHAT
GIRL
DOESN’T!

And it’s so easy to make your hair more
glamorous with richer color and radiant

highlights when you use Nestle Colorinse.

AT WORK—
You'll thrill to the compliments of your
friends when they admire the loveliness of

your hair. For Colorinse transforms dull,

drab-looking hair into brighter, shining

locks—gleaming with colorful highlights.

AND AT PlAVf
Men go for girls with silky-soft, glamorous
hair. Let Colorinse help give your hair this

bewitching new beauty. Whatever its color;

there’s a shade of Colorinse to help it look

brighter, more entrancing. Try it after your
next shampoo.

^

*

sk
'
,our •,e<,u,ition f°f 0,1 Opalescent Creme Wove

y
*** j by Nestle — originators of permanent waving.

TfeitiCe.

COLORINSE
In Wf and tSf tiles.

At beauty counters

everywhere.

£*mu
KEEP
For that well-groomed look,

whether you wear your hair up
or down — a delicately per-

fumed hair lacquer. Just a few
drops of Hairlac will keep
your coif in place throughout

fhe day. 2% oz. bottle 25fS

HAIRLAC



"Our husband belongs io us again
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Julie: Can it be true? Jack has fallen

in love with me again! He’s mine—
just like in the beginning!

Her Other Self: Of course it’s true,

darling—except you mean he’s OURS.
It’s US he’s in love with, this time!

I’m your smarter self . . . remember?
I'm the one who told you to go see

Dr. B. when you wanted to go home
to mother after that big quarrel.

Julie: Yes, that was wise— seeing the

doctor._
H.O.S.: Wise! That’s a prize under-

statement! Dr. B. turned out to be a

one-man rescue party for your . . . our

marriage when he explained about

the “one neglect”.

Julie: But I never even dreamed that

a wife can lose her husband’s love by
being careless about feminine hygiene.

Well, Dr. B. set you straight

on that—and he told you what to do
about it, too.

Julie: Yes. He told me to use Lysol

disinfectant for my feminine hygiene

care. “An effective germ-killer that

cleanses thoroughly and deodorizes”

—that’s what he said.

H.O.S.: Correct! And it doesn’t harm
sensitive vaginal tissues, either. All

you have to do is follow the simple

directions for douching.

Julie: How right he was! I’ve found

Lysol so easy to use— so quick and
economical.

H.O.S.: And ...

Julie: And it works wonderfully!

H.O.S.: AND . . .

Julie: All right, Mrs. Smartie—since

you love hearing it. I’ll say it: Our
husband belongs to us again!

heck these focts w>'h
ro«^«l-hsJ^ fs“n bottle

' «* l0” SS,.S~-hf"S.“_keees <«»

._.Lyso\ is ge
v gg!

FOR FEMININE HYGIENE USE

' For now FREE booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or

letter to Dept. A-44. Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Avenue, New York 22, N. Y.

* BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS * Copr., 1944, by Lehn & Fink Prodacts Corp.

Now, where does Bogart come from
The man who, out of thirty-four picture:
was in prison in nine, put to death in eigh
and a gangster in practically all. Hi
mother was Maud Humphrey Bogart,
magazine illustrator, and his father wa
Belmont Bogart, a prosperous surgeor
Humphrey was born on Christmas Day
1894, and the drawing his mother made e
him as a baby was famous. Almost d
famous as his own hard-boiled mug i

today. Though he got his start in picture
in 1930 it was not until 1936 that Leslit

Howard took him to Warners to play Duki
Mantee in “The Petrified Forest.” Bu
it took “The Maltese Falcon” and “Casa-
blanca” to bring him recognition as one o:

Hollywood’s top actors.

Bogie’s never done anything to promofi
his stock. He has never been particularly
eager to have interviews. I happen to be e

personal friend of his and I have always
been fond of him, but Bogie doesn’t care
about courting favors with anyone.
One thing he has is a great sense oi

humor. When he returned from overseas,
he told me with great glee the story of the
private who was in the plane with them
when they flew over Pompeii. “I was
really awed at the spectacle and remarked,
‘Look at those ruins.’

”

“The private piped up and said, ‘Hey,
bo, you ain’t seen nothing. Wait till you
see what we’ve done to Bizerte.’

”

He didn’t boast about going to Italy and
entertaining the boys, but he liked to talk
about it and he told me he wanted to go
again. For a little while he seemed more
serious, but Bogie has never taken any-
thing in his life seriously. Life to him has
always been a good time. When he re-
turned from Italy he stopped in New York,
and just to make the people in the big
town know he was there, he raised some
cain at “21” and had quite a set-to.
One story told about him is that the

manager of a certain night spot in Holly-
wood had been asked to keep him out.
One night, when he was with a party, it

was decided to go to that spot for scram-
bled eggs and coffee very early in the

Celebrities at La Rue: Bogie and Mayo
during the period of their reconciliation



ogie said, “I can't go. I know they won’t

me in.”

Oh, there’s nothing a five-dollar bill

n’t do,” said one of the men with him.

/hen they tried to bribe the doorman,

refused to be bribed,

inally, after much persuasion and prom-

; of good behavior, the manager agreed

take one more chance and admit the

ant Mr. Bogart. The rest of the party

Iked ahead and before Bogie was seated,

started in on the doorman who had

used to let him in. And yet, for all his

lutation, I have found him to be one of

most lovable people I know,
le is always easy to get on the telephone

1 even at the time he was on the boat,

en I called to ask how things were

ng, he was completely honest and would

I me, giving me a round-by-round ac-

mt of his fight with Jack Warner.
This wasn’t the first argument he and
. big boss had over his pictures in the

u-s he has been at Warners. He always

:faces his remarks when he is on sus-

lsion with, “I like Jack Warner a lot,

i he likes me, but I will be darned if

let that so and so work me to death.

;k understands that and that’s why I am
ing to take my time about going back.”

Je has great admiration for Howard
iwks, and both he and Howard tele-

oned me one day to tell me about a

ok they had bought which they wanted
make together. It never occurred to

gie that Warners might object if he made
independently. They finally hit a com-
omise by doing it for Warners. But
mpromises don’t come readily to Bogie,

has never been easy for him to under

-

ind why he can’t express himself freely

all times, work when he wishes and lay

when he doesn’t feel like working.

While there is a great deal of the play

y, a sort of devil-may-care about Bogie,

has a serious side, too. He is very in-

digent. I have talked with him about

litics, literature and the theater. I knew
jm when he was in the play, “Cradle

latchers,” a young juvenile just starting

t. I have always felt his cynicism is a

se, for underneath the sneer that comes
his face at the mention of people he

iiesn’t like is an extremely lovable, warm
art. He will hate me for saying it, but

have known him to go out and really

ark hard for someone who needed it.

Yet no one can be more caustic than
pgie about certain people. He denied

iatedly that he and Eddie Robinson had
•er had words, but he related with great

ee the fight that Robinson had with
eorge Raft when they were making
Janhunt,” laughing uproariously at the

ea of the two men holding up production.

Whether or not Mayo is the right wife

r him, I don’t know. But I do know,
.•cording to her lights, she gave him a

ivotion that may have been selfish, may
uve been possessive, but was sincere.

Maybe if Bogie hadn’t had such dizzy

access and made so much money so fast

is might have settled down with less

'slligerency. But you cannot fight alone

id Mayo has been at fault in stirring

im up when he needed to be calmed.
In his own words to me Bogie expressed

i is need to abandon the battle of six

ears. Obviously he wants to settle down
|> something more dignified and quiet.

I would like to see both of them happy,
/hether parting from Mayo will solve the

roblem is a question. On the one hand,
sympathize with Bogie’s desire to change
le fighting pattern of his life. On the

ther, my heart goes out to Mayo. For I

uppose there can be no more crushing
/ords to a woman in love than to have her
nan say, “I want my freedom.”
Let’s hope it works out for the good

f both.
The End

Mrs.Pierpont Morgan Hamilton

Beautiful Mrs. Hamilton, one of New York’s most dynamic

society leaders, is admired for her fine work as executive vice-chairman

of the famous Lewisohn Stadium Concerts . . . for her delightful

entertaining at home . . . and for her perfect style sense and

faultless grooming. "Three or four times a week I give myself

a 1-Minute Mask of Pond’s Vanishing Cream,” she says.

"It’s the ideal quick beauty pick-up ... so easy and so effective!”

How to “re-style” your face— qulckly!

Slather a fragrant, pearly-white coat of Pond's Vanishing Cream

over your cheeks, chin, forehead—everything but eyes. Leave this

creamy-cool Mask on your face for one full minute. Then tissue it off.

Results of the Mask show right away! "Keratolytic” action of

Pond’s Vanishing Cream has loosened and dissolved powder-

scuffing little skin roughnesses and beauty- dulling dirt particles!

Your "re-styled” complexion feels blessedly smoother. Just right

for make-up ! And it looks so much

prettier! Clearer . . . fresher. Even

lighter! But see for yourself—have

your 1-Minute Mask today

!

Mrs. Pierpont Morgan Hamilton—devotee of the 1-Minute Mask

For extra-quick powder base . . .

Slick on a very light film of Pond’s

Vanishing Cream—and leave it on.

Smoothing . . . protective . . . non-greasy.

Takes make-up beautifully!

Get the luscious BIG jar!



"I used to think baby powders were all alike, but look at these differences . ..

• Most baby specialists all over the country say that Mennen is

the best baby powder* . . .

• Comparing 3 leading baby powders . . . microscopic tests show
that -Mennen is smoothest of all! (No wonder, ’cause a special

Mennen process makes this powder satin-smooth). . .

• 3 out of 4 doctors say baby powder should be antiseptic; being
antiseptic, Mennen powder helps fight harmful germs . .

.

"So. Mom, ple-e-eze help protect my delicate skin against painful chafing,
prickly heat, scalded buttocks and other skin troubles—with the best baby
powder, and I do mean Mennen

!

It makes me smell so sweet, too”

I
*According to survey$
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•

Mennen./"

Also ... 4 times as many doctors prefer MENNEN
ANTISEPTIC BABY OIL as any other baby oil or lotion.*

A Rather Remarkable Man
(Continued jrom page 43) riper, mellower
vintage none will deny, for these young

:

men with a future are all the more inter-

esting because they have a past.

Take Knox, for instance. He was born
in Ontario, Canada, thirty-odd years ago.

His father (like Wilson’s) was a Presby-
terian minister, and his mother (also like

Wilson’s mother) came from a long line of

Presbyterian ministers. Maybe the original

John Knox was one of them. That Scottish

reformer would make a dour ancestor for

anyone, though distant and eminent enough
to be proud of.

Alexander went to grammar school and
high school in London, Ontario, eventually
enrolling as a medical student at Western
Ontario University.
But he soon found he preferred writing,

elocution, acting, newspaper work, debat-
ing, politics and what not. He was ambi-
tious, self-confident, sure of himself—and
if you are not sure of yourself before you
are twenty, what chance have you later on?
He played Hamlet in a university produc-
tion, then joined the Boston Repertory
Theatre before his college career was
finished. The year in which this happened
was 1929—just about the hardest to be
ambitious in, even for a youth. So pres-
ently he went to the other London. That
milder, less hectic atmosphere proved con-
genial, so that within a short time Knox
found himself playing the part of a young
American in an Edgar Wallace play in a

West End theater. He was also writing his

first novel, as well as his first reviews of

other people’s novels.

F
OR several years after that he crossed the

Atlantic back and forth, “commuting,”
as he says, between England, New York and
Canada. 1937 saw him putting in a season
at London’s celebrated Old Vic. Then he
appeared in a Bernard Shaw play called

“Geneva”—which, with prophetic appro-
priateness so far as Knox was concerned,
dealt with the League of Nations. In be-
tween whiles he even wrote a play himself
and acted in it; then he took a writing
assignment with the Canadian Broadcast-
ing Corporation.

If one thing had become almost in-

evitable by this time it was that Hollywood
would go after him, even if he didn’t choose
to go after Hollywood. He didn’t, par-
ticularly, but Hollywood did—character-
istically and capriciously, so that presently,

with a touch of the divinity that shapes
people’s ends, “Wilson” began to appear on
his own and Hollywood’s horizon.
A matter of general as well as technical

interest is that he never took the usual
kind of screen test for “Wilson.” He made
a voice-recording of the entire part, and it

was the voice, one gathers, that clinched
the matter. (This, I suppose, gives him
something—if anything—in common with
Frank Sinatra.)
Of course Knox and I talked a good deal

about Wilson—not only the picture, but the
man in the picture, and also the man in

history. Knox is the sort of person who
would naturally read all the books about
Wilson he could get hold of, for sheer in-

terest in the subject—in contradistinction,
let us say, to Madame Sarah Bernhardt,
whose acting ability and silver-tongued
utterance were both superb, but whose
intellectual concern with what she was up
to was sometimes so slight that she was
said not to read a play completely, but
merely to know her own cues in it. (It is

only fair to add that some of the plays she
appeared in fully justified this economy
of effort.)

Anyhow, it did not really surprise me to

find that Knox was something of an au-
thority on Wilson, since intellectual as well



as artistic understanding was everywhere
evident in his screen portrayal. All of

which doubtless led us to a discussion of

Hollywood’s rapidly expanding mental
level, and its consequent assortment of

new ideas and hangovers of old ones.
There. ate still ad writers in show busi-

ness who think that the public can only
be lured to see a picture like “Wilson” by
being assured that it is the love story of a
president. (So ,it is, too—the story af a
president’s love for humanity, but that sort

of love doesn’t count at the box office, so
the old-timers tell you . . . and the absurd
part about that argument is that “Wilson”
has done good business, thereby proving
how far the new-generation public is

ahead of old-generation publicity.)

Knox, I found, has some forthright ideas
about Hollywood. Like all modern-think-
ing people he realizes the power of motion
pictures in the world, and like most people
who have approached Hollywood with some
sophisticated experience of other enter-
tainment fields, he finds plenty in it to

praise as well as criticize. He thinks Holly-
wood has not been given enough credit

—

especially by highbrow film reviewers,

some of whom write stuff that goes as far

overboard in one direction as the puffery

of the ad writer does in another. Because
the movies are a mass-art, like radio; and
however good a film is, it fails in its prime
function if it appeals only to the small
minority. The great achievement of a pro-
duction like “Wilson” is that it can enthrall

the mass-audience. And so Knox realizes

that the uplift of Hollywood’s brow, how-
ever desirable, is only worth while so long

as both feet are kept on the ground, the

ground being the heart and understanding
of the people.

So we talked and talked and presently
it was time for me to leave, and only when
he asked if I had enough material for an
interview did I remember it was supposed
to be one and not just a visit.

Our final remarks, I think, were about
Bernard Shaw. We had both met him, ad-
mired him, read him and possessed letters

from him in that familiar long-looped
Shavian handwriting. And Shaw was a

world-famous man before either of us was
born, and long before Hollywood was born.
That is a sobering and yet also an exciting
thought, when one sees a picture like

“Wilson.” Pictures are so new in the world
and yet they have already gone so far.

That the new generation of actors like

Knox will see and take them much further
is one of the sure things one can prophesy.

The End

V/.VAV.VA'.V.V.V.

The March winds bring

—

LESLIE BROOKS AND JIM BANNON
APPEARING IN COLUMBIA'S

TECHNICOLOR PRODUCTION

"TONIGHT AND EVERY NIGHT"

YOU: I’d love to have such smooth, soft hands.

Leslie brooks: Then why not use Jergens Lotion?

YOU: Do you use Jergens Lotion yourself, Miss Brooks?

Leslie brooks: Indeed I do use Jergens.

as she is today on Photo-

play's March cover with

a delightful story

by Elsie Janis . . .

On your newsstand Feb-

ruary 1 6th or as soon

thereafter as war trans-

portation can get it to

you!

WWAVAVAV.V.V,

Personal Hand Care of the Stars is Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1.

For very good reasons: Such sure softness-protection for

your hands! Jergens Lotion furnishes beauty-

guarding moisture most hand skin needs. Persuades

even “kitchen-conscious” hands to exciting softness and

the young, smooth look with the same 2 ingredients

many doctors prescribe. Like professional

hand care! But so simple. No inconvenient stickiness.

Take this easy-to-follow advice . .

.

FOR THE SOFTEST,

ADORABLE HANDS USE

JERGENS LOTION
95



THEN TRY THIS PROVEN EASY SYSTEM ON YOUR

HAIR— Helps Prevent Brittle Ends From Breaking Off

LONGER HAIR DRESSES BETTER IN LATEST STYLES

#
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Here is thrilling new hope for millions

who want their dry, lusterless, unruly

brittleand breaking-offhair more lovely

. . . longer. The Juelene SYSTEM has

helped men and women all over the

nation to find new happiness and con-

fidence in more beautiful, healthy ap-

pearing hair. Yes, hair may get longer
when scalp and hair conditions are nor-

mal and the dry, brittle breaking-off

hair can be retarded. This wonderful

Juelene SYSTEM helps relieve hair

dryness that is paused by lack of natu-

ral oils. See if Juelene’s tendency to

soften harsh, difficult-to-manage hair

can during application help yours to

become softer, silkier, more lustrous

than it has been before

—

in just one
short week.

Marvelous Help for DRY HAIR

Dry hair is not only hard to manage
but a continual source of embarrass-

ment. Try the Juelene System. See

how much more beautiful your hair

may be in such a short time, after the

dry hair condition has been relieved.

Actually make your hair your “crown-

ing glory!” So take advantage of

Juelene’s 7-Day Offer NOW!

test JUELENE
FOR 7 DAY'.

Thrilling

Results or

MONEY BACK

Just try the Juelene System for 7 days and see for

yourself if your brittle, splitting hair can be softened,

made more sparkling and lovely. Your mirror will tell

you the thrilling results and so will your friends! If you
aren’t absolutely amazed with the glistening sheen ... if

you aren't delighted with the ease in which you can man-
age your hair, we will refund every cent of your money.
So don’t wait. Mail the coupon right now— today!

JUEL CO., Dept.C-610, 1930 Irving Park Rd., Chicago 13, III.

Yes. I want easy-to-manage, longer hair. I will try the JUELENE
SYSTEM for 7 days. If my mirror doesn’t show satisfactory results,

I will ask for my money back.

O I am enclosing $1.00 plus Excise Tax
Send C.O.D. plus postage and Excise Tax

Name

.

Address.

City. Zone Stale

.

Our Customers Participate in Gifts

What Should I Do?

( Continued from page 61) or even a month.
Do you think one o’clock is too late for a
sixteen-year-old girl to get in? The rest
of the gang that I run around with make
fun of me when I go right home. We are
young just once, you know.
My mother remarried after my father

died and my stepfather doesn’t like it

when I go out. I let this pass because Mom
loves him and I want her to be happy. I

would like to know what to do. I want
to have my fun now while I’m still young
and alive.

Malvina K.
Dear Miss K:

In answer to the first direct question
in your letter, “Do you think one o’clock
is too late for a sixteen-year-old girl to get
in?” I can answer with utmost candor
that I certainly do think it is too late.

This problem of hours to be kept by
girls in high school comes up so often
that I am answering it again this month.
While I am working, my curfew is nine
o’clock every night except Saturday and
even then I certainly try to be at home
before one A.M.

So many girls write to me about having
bad skins, dull and lifeless hair and a
general feeling of being “out of things”
that I find myself connecting late hours
with each of these problems. There is no
single beauty remedy ever devised that
will do as much for a girl as nine hours
of sleep a night. That is the first thing
we in Hollywood learn when we have to

face a camera all day every day.

If I ever have a daughter, I shall im-
pose this rule: School nights she must be
in her room by nine o’clock unless there
is some special school function that 1 have
given her express permission to attend:
on Friday and Saturday nights, provided
l know where she is and with whom,
she may remain out until midnight.

I knotv that it is only natural to, as you
put it, have fun while you are “young and
alive,” but you will be young much longer
and alive to a greater age if you get your
sleep during your adolescent years.

Your Dutch Aunt,
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
Well, here is a letter from a troubled

soldier. My wife and I were married in

1938. We were married just fifteen months
when she left, saying she was sick of mar-
ried life, and went back to her mother,
taking our baby with her. Our second
baby was born after we had been separated
six months. Before I was inducted, I went
to see her regularly, took her presents and
did everything I could think of to get her
to come back to me, but she said she didn’t

care for me.
When I went into the Army, I saw that

she got my allotment, but she never even
wrote and thanked me for that. I’ve been
in the Army a year and I’ve never had the
scratch of a pen from her.

Well, the usual thing happened. I met a
really nice girl and got to care for her. I

told her all about me from the very first

—

no false pretenses between us—and she
said it was all right with her because we
would be just good friends. Which was nice

except that I fell in love with her. I saw
her every week end (if I could get a pass),

and when I couldn’t get away she would
write me two or three letters.

I made up my mind what to do. I went
home on furlough and put it up to my wife
that I wanted a divorce. She said she had
changed her mind and was in love with me
again and that when I got out of the Army
we could talk about making a home again.

I don’t believe her because she could
have at least dropped me a line now and



then if she was in love. After what she’s

done to me I can’t love her although my
kids are sweet and I’m willing to support
them. Is there any way I can get a divorce

before I’m shipped over?
Jerry B.

Dear Mr. B:
Your query as to whether you can get

a divorce before you are shipped overseas

involves legal advice , which I cannot give

you. tiowever, if you will discuss this

problem with your chaplain, or if you
will write to an attorney whom you knew
in your home town before you went into

service, he will be able to help you.
I know that if you can get a divorce

and if you are very much in love with
this new girl in your life, you will not be
inclined to give much attention to one
thing that t would like to say: Why don’t
you wait until the war is over to remarry?
Time and distance are two of the world’s
greatest workers for change. Marrying
quickly, you would probably have only a

few short months with this new wife,

then you would be separated for an in-

definite length of time. Your reunion
might reveal great personality changes
to one another.
Although your present wife would

seem to be a selfish, self-centered, irre-

sponsible child, it may be that she needs
time to grow up. Because there are two
children involved in your decision and
because you are obviously fond of them,
1 think it would be ivise for you to take
no drastic step at the present.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am just twenty and have had every

advantage a girl of my age can have. I’ve

attended the best schools wherever we’ve
lived: China, Japan, the Philippines,

Hawaii. I can ride, sail, dance, play golf.

I’m now attending college after having
worked for a year and a half in an aircraft

factory. That should really be enough for

a girl of twenty, shouldn’t it?

It isn’t though. I’m not doing well in

college because I haven’t any interest in it.

I flit from one thing
. to another, get ab-

sorbed for a week, then I’m through.
I think my main trouble lies in the fact

that I don’t seem to have the knack of

acquiring boy friends. I’ve had lots of

chances and I’ve dated some swell fellows
—Navy, Army, Marine and civilian, but one
date seems to be the limit. My grand-
mother once said, “You are as intelligent

and poised as a woman in every respect
except one: You are very young in emo-
tional matters.” I’m completely Irish right
to my toes and when I am depressed I go
down to the black pit of infinity, but when
I’m happy I’m like a lark.

Right now, however, I’m one big nagging
torment of restlessness inside. If you can
help stop it, I shall be most grateful.

Marsali A.

Dear Miss A:
To judge from your letter—which, in

your case, I would consider an exception-
ally well-tooled key to your personality—you approach everything you do with
too much violence.
When you are “in the black pit of in-

finity’’ I daresay that everyone within a
radius of four miles knows it; and when
you are “like a lark’’ perhaps your sing-
ing disturbs the air for a like distance.

I don’t wish to sound pedantic or orac-
ular, but from everything that I have ob-
served about men, I would say that noth-
ing in the world will frighten them away
in droves as quickly as the sight of a girl
holding high dramatics without benefit of
footlights. Most men are casual beings
and you will find that the most popular
girls are those whose general attitude is

oung

mothers

dare not ignore

this advice

Scientific research has proved that every infant ,
every growing child

needs the protective benefits of the “cod liver oil" vitamins A and D.

That is why doctors recommend and prescribe these two

essential vitamins. They know that a prolonged deficiency may
seriously impair normal growth, retard the natural develop-

ment of bones and teeth, cause life-long, physical handicaps.

Every day, children of all ages need adequate amounts of Vitamins A
and D. Before it is too late—before a threatening shortage undermines

health, start giving your child Vita-Baby.

Vita-Baby is a liquid concentrate of the health-aiding Vitamins A and

D. Derived from biologically tested fish liver oils and activated ergosterol,

and manufactured under the latest and most scientific laboratory control,

Vita-Baby's formula meets the rigid requirements of recognized vitamin

therapy. Yes, when you give your child Vita-Baby, you can be sure you

are giving an outstanding product. A few drops in cereal, milk or direct

on the tongue with the handy dropper provide full, daily requirements.

Don't deny your child the wonderful, protective benefits of this proved,

growing-aid. Get a bottle from your druggist today. Show it to your doctor.

He will approve the formula or your money will be refunded. Regular

size—75c. Large, economy size—$3.00.

3A 13 Y
Guaranteed by

1 Good Housekeeping
j
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A PRODUCT OF THE GROVE LABORATORIES, INC.
Vitamin Division

Manufacturers and distributors of quality pharmaceuticals for over fifty years
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Richer, heavier, concentrated— this lotion, de-

signed specifically for protection against raw,

biting winds and for instant relief from chap-

ping. Even cracked . . . smarting . . . painfully

chapped skins show wonderful improvement

overnight. Even extra dry, extra sensitive skins

respond instantly to this soothing, softening lo-

tion. Get your Original Campana Balm today

—see why thousands of women and children

depend on this richer lotion for real pro-

tection against raw winds and hitter cold.

The GniginaJZ

Campana
Balm.

2Si, 50*

$1

BACK
Last winter, the ingredients of Original Campana Balm went to war. This year

IN! —they’re back again, just when you need this wonderful protective lotion most.

SOOTHED INSTANTLY
with tltiA fa+no-uA

cold weather lotion

IN A MINUTE!...

From COLD Discomfort... to WARM Smiles

Rub MINIT-RUB on chest and back.

1. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub stimulates

circulation, brings a sensation of warmth.
That quickly helps relieve surface
aches and pains.

2. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub’s wel-

come pain-relieving action begins to

soothe that raspy local irritation.

3. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub’s active

menthol vapors begin to ease that nasal

stuffiness feeling.

MINIT-RUB is wonderful for both chil-

dren and adults. Greaseless! Stainless!

Disappears like vanishing cream ! Won’t
harm linens. Get a jar—today!

MINIT-RUB
The Modern Chest Rub

calm, slightly kidding and without show-
offishness of any kind.

Just settle down ; forget that you are
Irish or anything else right to your toes;
take an interest in the man instead of
expecting him to be an audience for
your attitudes and you will be alt right.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am a soldier somewhere overseas. When

I was home on a furlough I met two of the
sweetest girls in the world and for the past
year I have been receiving letters from
them regularly. An odd thing has hap-
pened. One girl writes like this: “Darling,
I’ll be waiting for you always. Don’t let

anyone else take my place.” The other girl

will say, “My love, when you come home
we will be together forever.”
The two girls don’t know each other so

they aren’t doing it as a gag. It sounds like

a joke, but it’s no joke to me.
When I answer them, I write only about

scenery and weather. I’m not serious and
I don’t have any intention of getting mar-
ried for a long time yet, but I don’t want
to be a goon and hurt anyone’s feelings.

What’s wrong with girls nowadays?
What’s all this love stuff pouring out for?
What should a calm, friendly guy like me
do?

Pfc Aiden Y.

Dear Mr. Y

:

In this case I am going to stick up for
the girls. I’m going to ask you what you
said to the girls when you were with
them. Sometimes the furlough moon in-

spires an ordinarily speechless man to
flowery phrases. Perhaps, in your eager-
ness for a good-night kiss you made
speeches that you didn’t really mean. If
you didn’t, you are unique, judging from
the stories I have heard of the behavior
of military men on furlough.

However, if this situation is really an-
noying you, the only thing to do is to ex-
plain to both girls that you find their ar-
dent statements a little disconcerting. If
you want them to continue to write to
you, tell them that—as you are deeply
interested in the scenery and the weather—you would like to have those subjects

uDt 4 AlwidLe^
"

“. . . regrets to inform you . . . killed in
action . . .” That’s what the telegram
Jeanne Bates (appearing in the OWI
short, “It’s Murder”) reads while her
puzzled son (George Nokes) looks on.
Somebody talked. It might have been
you! Remember—the enemy has ears!
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discussed in their letters in preference to

the state of their emotions.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

I have read your column in Photoplay
quite often and have enjoyed it so thor-

oughly that it occurred to me that you
might be able to help us.

There are quite a few of us in this little

town who are interested in the theater and
radio. We have quite a bit of talent and
ambition with no way to use it. We would
like to form a little theater guild or some-
thing of that sort.

The manager of our radio station has
gladly consented to give us time on the

air, but the big cloud on the horizon is the

fact that we have no material. Can you
tell us how to go about starting such an
organization and obtaining the necessary
material? We’d be so grateful.

E. Marguerite M.

Dear Mrs. M:
May I say that I admire your energy

in assembling a group of this kind? So
many people write to me, complaining
about the lack of such an organization
in their communities, but you are the
first to tell me of constructive steps that
have been taken.

Probably the first thing for you to do
would be to write to Samuel French, New
York City, New York, and request a cata-

logue describing the published plays
available for purchase. This catalogue
will supply you with information about
the number of scenes necessary, about the
extent of the cast, the type of story and
the amount of royalty required for ama-
teur production. The Samuel French or-

ganization will also be able to give you
information pertaining to the radio pro-

duction of such works.
However, it ivould seem to me that

while you are gaining experience with
standard plays, you should be developing
a battery of playwrights within your own
group. If there is no one enrolled with
you at present who has writing ambi-
tions, why don’t you advertise in your
local paper? You might check ivith the
local high school for talented seniors or
recent graduates who are still available.

If you have the acting talent sufficient

for forming a stock company, I’m sure
you will be able to develop the writing
talent to supply it with material.

I shall be eager to hear from you as to

the development of your project.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am a man of twenty-four and I have

been in the Army for two years. At present
I am overseas, but before I came over here
I got into a couple of things that are now
giving me some serious thought.

I was sent from the West Coast, where I

grew up, to the south for my training and
there I met a girl of seventeen and fell

in love with her. Every week end, while on
pass, I would go to see her. This went on
for over three months, then I was trans-
ferred to another camp, but this girl and I

correspond regularly. Then I received a
letter from this girl stating that we
shouldn’t write to one another any more,
that she thought I really didn’t love her.

Where she got that idea is beyond me,
because I loved her dearly and still do.

After that I wrote two or three letters

but received no reply. Well, to make a
long story short, I was pretty disgusted
during this period and one night after a
few beers, I married a girl I had picked up
in a park. We were only together one day

before I came overseas. That day I asked
for a divorce, 'but she just laughed at me.

Well, when I came over here I received
a letter from the first girl, asking me to

forgive her and to take her back. Of course
she doesn’t know that I am now married.
I’ve written her quite often since then, but
haven’t mentioned my marriage because
I’m afraid I’ll lose her. Still, I don’t think
it’s right not to tell her the truth.

Well, how can I keep her for my girl

until I can get back and get straightened
out?

Sergeant Grode J.

Dear Mr. J:
In reading over the many, many let-

ters that contributors to this department
send me, I experience one sensation
again and again—astonishment that
people will choose an involved and
turbulent course in preference to a simple
and direct manner of dealing with one
another.

In literally hundreds of pathetic cases,

if one person in the controversy had sum-
moned the courage to be frank, endless
misery and misunderstanding could have
been avoided. I must say that the decep-
tion that brings on so much unhappiness
is usually inspired, not by malice or cun-
ning, but by a solicitous attempt to spare
the feelings of someone.

However, I am convinced that the only
possible action for you is to sit doicn
some evening when you have several
hours’ free time and write this girl a
complete history of your actions. The
other girl is your wife and, no matter
how impulsive your marriage, must be
considered. I’d keep on writing her too,

telling her how you feel about the mar-
riage. Maybe she’ll give you a divorce.

Claudette Colbert
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All for Allbritton

(Continued from page 50) and natural
course, she enrolled in the Pasadena Play-
house, where she took the usual two-year
regimen and spent another twelve months
in post-graduate work. Last spring the

head men of Pasadena proved how highly
they thought of her by naming her the
outstanding alumna of the institution and
awarding her the plaque which goes with
the kudos. This, incidentally, is the first

time the august body has deigned thus to

honor a woman.
When she was an undergraduate at the

school, however, she worked like a dog.

And Hollywood was not exactly idle. Holly-
wood made overtures, begged and pleaded
for Allbritton to test, at least. But she
would have none of it. She was learning
her trade—and father was conveniently
sending a check the first of every month.

Finally, though, she decided the time had
come. She charged across the bridge from
Pasadena, found herself an agent and began
to make the rounds. It was then that her
height, which had previously not bothered
her, became a question of some interest.

She was five-seven. Her agent was five-

four. When they entered an office, it was
as if she were bringing her baby brother
to see about a part.

The difficulty was solved by Louise’s
wearing flat heels and looking delicate and
the ten-percenter acquiring a pair of
built-up brogues. A role in a B picture
immediately came about, followed by a
contract at Universal. There she at first

managed to hold her own opposite Abbott
and Costello and, in an unprecedented
move by the studio script writers, won
John Wayne from Marlene Dietrich in

“Pittsburgh.” After this triumph—true to

Hollywood tradition — the Universalites
threw her into two also-rans “Fired Wife”
and “Her Primitive Man” with Robert
Paige. Much to everyone’s surprise, how-
ever, Miss A. and Mr. P. did such a pleasant
job of footage-rescuing that the public
was enchanted and the coffers rang gaily.

It was this happy condition which caused
the front office to take another look and
toss Louise into the aforementioned “San
Diego, I Love You” and the Lillian Russell
part in “Bowery To Broadway.” And they
do say that in the latter she makes Russell
herself look like a piker.
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L
OUISE has what is known in the trade
> as “flair.” What she does she does

dramatically, whether an audience is

present or not. At one point in her career,
for example, she decided that she had not
the proper attitude towards her art. She
should starve a little, learn what the garret
was like, feel the pangs. Therefore, she
conscientiously spent every sou when it

arrived from home, so that she, too, could
know the delicious sensation of being
broke.
Off-screen, she is either the essence of

patrician dignity or the Texas tornado she
was in her childhood. Then, her delight
in whooping it up with a bunch of the
boys resulted in having her nose broken
three times. The first of these abrasions
occurred when she was tackled going
around right end and landed against a fire

hydrant. The second happened when she
did all the approved things on a jackknife
but failed to notice that the diving board
was also sticking its neck out. The third
took place when she achieved such power
on a high dive that she ploughed up the
bottom of the pool. As an adult, she
stopped breaking things but she’s still

the left half of the neighborhood team.
In her home-on-the-range mood she

wears dungarees that would shock Crosby.
She has a temper which flares like thermite
for five minutes, accompanied by a voice
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reaching the last row in the balcony with
ease. She has a childlike impatience and
hates to wait for men, women or small

children. She can ride a horse as only a

Texan can and swim as if there had been
a lake in her own back yard.

Due to her upbringing, she has very
little idea of the value of money. She
will see a hat she likes, buy it and dis-

cover that she has nothing to wear it with.

This results in her investing in a new
outfit. It also results in such pangs of

conscience that she buys War Bonds like

crazy to soothe it.

When she is being patrician, there isn’t

a more striking woman in town. Then All-

britton’s fly-away hair goes into smooth
rolls and pomps. Her clothes become per-
fectly fitting suits and fantastic, wonderful
hats. She wears superb jewelry. She glides

into restaurants and the wolf pack howls.
Whatever she does—she does with “flair.”

With this more mature attitude, she real-

izes that all she needs to be a great star

is one role which will bring to the public

attention that she has both ability and
training.

Then, too, she exhibits the qualities

which make her one of the most likable

people on the screen. She refuses to let

a friend who works late in a broadcasting
studio come home alone in the rain. She
drives up and waits outside until the gal

is through. She takes time out to coach
a girl who is auditioning for a part. Any
present she receives must be shared with
her group of intimate friends.

F greatest importance to her right now
is the plight of our soldiers overseas.

For Louise, last spring, took a tour of the
Mediterranean theater of war. She saw
things there which both thrilled and re-

volted her. Among the latter was the evi-

dence that many American women are not
holding up their end of the fight, keeping
their promises to men in uniform and
waiting loyally for their return.

Louise heard innumerable stories of

broken engagements and marriages and so

on while at the fighting fronts; she en-
countered even more of them when she sat

at a phone in New York, calling personal
messages from the boys to their women at

home.
Having seen with her own eyes what the

men themselves were doing at Cassino, for

instance (she was closer to the actual
hand-to-hand fighting there than any of

the other entertainers), Louise was defi-

nitely worried.
The tour as a whole had the unforeseen

effect of sobering her immensely. She saw
soldiers die while she was holding their

hands. She watched their faces light up
when she appeared—as if she were a
vision of what they had left behind. She
saw the tremendous respect the men in
uniform had for a little guy named Ernie
Pyle, met him herself and was honored
by being mentioned in one of his news-
paper dispatches.
She lived with the courage and humor

and valiant spirit of America overseas for
months and she returned with some of
her own laughter quieted. She knows the
soldiers want to laugh; that’s one of the
reasons why she’s playing comedies at this
point.

But, she knows, too, that what they are
doing is no laughing matter and she wants
desperately to go abroad again, to do what
little she can to make their lot more liv-
able.

Most Texas tornadoes have a way of
getting where they want to go. Don’t place
any bets that this one with the initials
L. A. written in the clouds won’t do like-
wise, be it in the Hollywood heavens or
over a lonely jungle swamp.

The End

Marilyn Corwin, of Minneapo-
lis, takes off 44 pounds, star-

tles her friends by the change.

Fellow students called her “Fatso,”

teased her about her weight. She

didn’t mind — much. Fat since child-

hood, she had just supposed nothing

could be done about it. But in art

school at 18, she started sketching

ideal figures—and they made her con-

scious of her own heavy hips, her sway-

back, slouched shoulders. She considered taking

the DuBarry Success Course— put it off until her

weight got up to 178. Then she made the decision.

“It was the most wonderful thing that ever hap-

pened to me,” says Marilyn now. She found the

change in food habits surprisingly enjoyable, the

exercises really fun. Unsightly pads of fat disap-

peared from her hips, her posture improved amaz-

ingly. That wasn’t all. “My skin is now smooth and

clear and fine-textured,” continues Miss Corwin,

“and I have learned many of

those make-up tricks the experts

use so cleverly.

>“As a result of it all. I’m a

healthier, happier girl, with in-

creased will-power and self-con-

fidence and a new zest for life.

That’s what this wonderful

course has meant to me.”

HOW ABOUT YOU?
Haven’t you wished that you

could be slender again, wear

youthful styles, hear the compli-

ments of friends, feel like a new

person? More than 160,000 wom-

en and girls have now followed

this practical way to personal

improvement, to extra energy for

the extra demands of wartime

living. You’ll find it an adventure

to “eat as a beauty eats,” practice those fun-to-do exercises. The Course

brings you an analysis of your needs—then shows you how to bring your

weight to normal, remodel your figure, care for your skin, style your

hair becomingly, use make-up for glamour. You follow at home the same

methods taught by Ann Delafieldat the Richard Hudnut Salon, New York.
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Marilyn is just 21,

with a brilliant ca-

reer and a happy
life ahead of her.

What a wonderful
thing to discover
that you can get rid

of excess weight,
have a figure
you’re proud of, be

a beauty while
you’re young!
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Her Heart Is Gay
( Continued, from vage 45) I first heard
about her. The first day at lunch in the
commissary the head waitress came over
to take my order. Before I had time to

preen myself on this special attention, she
spoke.

“I came over, Miss Kimbrough, to tell

you how pleased we all are at Dolly’s
getting the part of Emily in your picture.”

I answered that I was delighted, too, but
that I had not met her.
“Well,” the queen of the dining room

continued, “when you do you’ll be as crazy
about her as everyone here. I don’t think
there’s anyone on the lot who has more
friends than Dolly.”

“I’m terribly afraid,” I told her, “that
there’s been a mistake. I understand that
the girl who is to play Emily is named
Diana, Diana Lynn.”
The queen of the dining room laughed.
“We’ve all known her so long,” she ex-

plained, “that we forget her new name.
She’s Dolly to us, Dolly Loehr. They only
changed her name recently to Diana Lynn,
but to us she’s always Dolly. We all root
for our favorites here, you know, but I

don’t think there’s anybody who’s had as
many people wanting her to get that part
as Diana.”
Later that afternoon I went over to the

gymnasium to see my old friend Jim
Davies. He had worked over Cornelia
and me during the winter before when we
were trying to offset the ravages of deli-

cious California food. Jim wasted very
little time on renewing our acquaintance.
He wanted, he said, to tell me how tickled
they all were that Dolly was going to play
the part of Emily.”

“She’s a great kid,” he assured me. “De-
serves everything they give her. I bet
there isn’t a person on this lot who doesn’t

know her. She’s shy, but she likes every-
body.”
That same day I saw Preston Sturges.

He waved to me from across the garden
which the Paramount buildings surround.

“I hear you’ve got my child Diana,” he
called. “Everybody will tell you what a
nice kid she is, and what a good trouper.
Let me tell you, she’s an actress. You’re
in luck to have her.”
This went on for nearly two weeks.

Diana was away on a holiday. By the
time she got back I had heard the refrain
so often that I was apt, when someone
approached me, to say immediately, “I

think we’re lucky to have her, too.” Even
when it turned out to be an invitation to

me to go out to dinner.

S
OMETIMES I think that when another
human being is so highly and so con-

stantly praised, the result is apt to be a

slight antipathy set up in the mind of the
hearer—or perhaps I am just that con-
trary. At any rate, I began to have a
slight feeling of uneasiness. It wasn’t pos-
sible, I brooded darkly, that people who
were as much liked as that could turn out
to have much character.
Edith Head, who is the czarina of the

Paramount costume department, tele-

phoned me one morning.
“Diana is here,” she said, “for her first

fitting. Could you come over?”
I went of course, but as I reached the

door of Edith Head’s office I almost turned
around and went away. I realized sud-
denly that I cared terribly about the girl

who was going to play Emily. Not out
of conceit, but out of a sort of homesick-
ness for that other Emily, a kind of yearn-
ing to see her once more just as, for all

her absurdities, she was. I opened the
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door, walked in and stood very still.

Diana was standing before the long mir-
ror in the fitting room beyond Edith’s

office.

Edith said, “Here is Miss Kimbrough,
Diana.”
She turned around quickly, and came

toward me. My first gasp was at her
enchanting looks. It is not, I daresay, un-
usual to find that a young Hollywood star

is pretty, but I had been thinking of her
in terms of Emily, therefore I was sur-
prised. And then in succeeding gasps
came the realization of how young she was,
really young, and how intelligent. You
couldn’t have that broad forehead, those
clear wide-apart eyes, very grave, a little

anxious, without intelligence behind them.
And what lovely manners—charm, too.

We shook hands. There was no archness,
no fluttering, no coyness, no gushing

—

just a very clear-eyed, straightforward,
sober look.

And she said, “I want very much to do
this part well, Miss Kimbrough. I’m work-
ing hard at it. Could we, do you think,

talk it over from time to time when you’re
not busy?”
When I was not busy—I whose days

were spent drawing pictures of candy
tongs and nail buffers for the property
department! This was a star whose days
were crammed with rehearsals, coaching,
dress fittings, dancing lessons, photographs,
publicity and interviews. But this star
was a well-mannered, well-bred, charming
young girl who asked an Emily who was
twenty years older to give a little of her
time to young Emily.
We did talk together frequently. A few

days after this meeting, we were photo-
graphed together. As the camera was
turned our way, the shy young girl Diana
became the experienced, wise Hollywood
expert.

“Don’t actually look at me, Miss Kim-
brough,” she instructed me privately,

“when they tell you to. Look just beyond,
like this.” And she demonstrated. “It

comes out much better.”

She gave me a few other instructions,
which I tried stumblingly to follow. She
was the expert. When the photographer
had finished, she was a shy, earnest, young
girl again.

I teased her about the duenna who was
always at her heels—an elderly woman
always a little out of breath and always
with the look of one harassed almost to

the snapping point.

“She’s my teacher,” Diana explained,
“poor dear. I think she does get worn out,

having to go everywhere I go.”

I found out that under the rules of child

labor or the Motion Picture Guild—both,
perhaps—anyone under the age of eighteen
appearing in pictures must be accom-
panied at all times by a teacher or chap-
erone and must have so many hours of

lessons a day.
I wish my children and their friends

could have seen Diana and her duenna
doing Latin, History, French while the
hairdresser worked on a new hair-do for
a trial photograph, or in the interval in

a fitting, when a fitter went back to the
workroom to sew a seam; while workmen
altered a set, or electricians changed
lights between “takes” of a scene. They
might, seeing these schoolrooms, derive
some inkling of what concentration can
mean. Diana herself was troubled about
her French. The duenna was not French.
Therefore Diana was not sure she was
acquiring the proper accent, though she
felt that the groundwork was sound. She
was going to engage a French woman to
supplement the required work with actual
conversation.

“I’d like,” she told me, “to be good at
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languages. I’ve always wanted to be.”

She was good enough at this time in
music to have played with the Los An-
geles Junior Symphony and for Stokow-
ski. She had come, I learned, to Para-
mount by way of a piano, rounded up
with some other child musicians for a
picture, “There’s Magic In Music.” It is

to Paramount’s credit, though undoubtedly
a loss to the music world, that the studio
snatched her from the piano stool and
turned her in the direction of becoming
an actress. And yet the young Lynn has
had something to say for herself in the
matter. Music was too deep a part of her
life for her to cut it off so easily. There
was no reason, she decided, why a career
of a pianist should be entirely sacrificed
for that of an actress. She was on her
way to the concert stage. Therefore, she
would consider each career only a tem-
porary interruption to the other. In a
pause between pictures this last winter
she worked up a program and gave a
recital, placing the highly commendatory
reviews of that in juxtaposition to those
of her acting triumphs.

IT TAKES something more than talent to
1 achieve either of those careers. It takes
ambition and a greater than average capa-
city for work. Diana has both these, plus
remarkable talent. I have a great respect,

myself, for people who can and do work.
I have, in consequence, a very deep re-

spect for Diana Lynn. I have seen her
stand in front of those mirrors in Edith
Head’s dressing room and sway, unable to

hold her balance, because she was so tired;

but I have never seen her willing to admit
it, nor forego any job to be done because
of fatigue. I have seen other actresses

blow up and go home because they were
too tired to carry on. I had the greatest
sympathy for them and wondered that

they had been able to carry on as long as

they had. I have never seen Diana give

up and go home.
That rigidity of standard might make

a solemn, heavy and rather dull indi-

vidual—what we used to call a greasy
grind, back in those school days of “Our
Hearts Were Young And Gay.” But you
cannot estimate Diana if you forget her
dimples nor would you be, on the other
hand, aware of them were she not a gay,

bubbling child. Her eyes actually do
dance with laughter behind them.

When Joe Lefort, assistant director of

the picture, went with me to the dance
studio, it was for the purpose of showing
the young members of the cast how to

dance the Castle Walk, the Boston, the

Hesitation, and the Maxixe. We enjoyed
it enormously, Joe and I, swooping down
in a long curve for the Boston, rising to

what we considered a very pretty tip-toe

for the Hesitation—rather fancying our-
selves on the whole as something sophis-

ticated and chic for these youngsters to

see. That is, I fancied ourselves until the

day when on a particularly swooping
curve, I passed the eyes of Diana Lynn.
The rest of her face was discreetly hidden
behind the script of the play. She could
not hide her eyes, because she had been
instructed to watch us dance. No more
could she hide the dancing taking place

in them—a positive gavotte of merriment.
I had no doubt then of her irrepressible

sense of humor; I only wished that their

inspiration might have been something
other than me. I never again felt myself
quite the replica of Adele Astaire.

The day I showed her how the crown
of my hat blew up, and how Cornelia’s

and my money belts bulged on our figures,

or swung, she didn’t laugh. She was to

make the scene in which those articles

occurred hilariously funny. She was,
accordingly, concerned with its technique.

Mha EYES
are the first j

things he sees /

Deep set. Bright with color. Engaging
eyes that invite a second glance. Smart
indeed is the girl who knows the impor-
tance of good eye make-up!

Just a touch ofWinx Mascara (Cream
or Cake)— a few strokes with a Winx
Eyebrow Pencil—Winx Eye Shadow
softly blended—and all the natural beauty
of your eyes has been emphasized. For
Winx has deepened them, set off their

brilliance and character.

Winx is a natural beautifier, water
resistant, easily used and comes in the
popular shades. Buy Winx today at any
10 <t store, and see for yourself what a
difference it makes.

FOR LOVELY EYES

STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction,” describes the Bogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-

tering—successful for 44 years. Benj. N. Bogue,
Dept. 1168, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

BLONDES
All Ages...

All Shades

New 11-Minute

Shampoo

Washes Hair

Shades Lighter

Safely
This special shampoo helps

'

keep light hair from dark-
ening—brightens faded
blonde hair. Called
Blondex, its rich cleansing

lather instantly removes
the dingy film that makes
hair dark, old-looking.
Takes only 11 minutes at

home. Gives hair lustrous

highlights. Safe for chil-

dren. Get Blondex at 10c,
drug and dept, stores.
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Take Orders from Friends, Neighbors for Lovely

—v ./- Rayon Hosiery
In Individual Fit Patterns

up to 52200 in a Week
in SPARE TIME

Yes—money of your own! Earn it easily RAYON HOSIERY, made in a variety
in your spare time by calling on your of leg patterns to fit customers to their

friends and neighbors and taking their individual requirements. Beautiful and
orders for this sensational new kind of longwearingbecauseiteliminatescom-
Individual Fit Hosiery. You don t need m0n hosiery complaints such as: too
experience it doesn t matter how old long, too short, too tight, too loose,
or young you are. Show your friends

twisted seams, wrinkles at ankles, etc.
this amazing new kind of TRU-FIT
Mail Coupon for rnm fmmmrnmmmmmm

Complete Outfit... Dent Mitt: {American
Women are delighted when why it’s easy to earn money . .

*

they see how they can have of your own taking orders. « ,* _
perfect fit in Tru-Fit Rayon Housewives, mothers, school * Indianapolis 7, Ina*
Hosiery by ordering their in- teachers, etc. are blessing the 1 Please RUSH my
dividual Leg Pattern. That’s day they mailed coupon for 1 r0mnlete hosiery

LoEmf°v T
M

I

Jnh,
ENI

? i nn
0 * outfit. I understand this outfit Is ABSO-

,“
arn what Umean^tohave ! LUJTXY FREE to me, and tha. I am not »

money in the bank and cash _ obligated In any way.
in your purse, for a few hours r
delightful, dignified, easy, J Kame !
spare time work. Don’t wait.

Women who join us now Rush coupon TODAY with fl

will be among the first to letter about yourself for gor- | Address Age.
I

introduce nylon hosiery to geous outfit, sent to you abso- g g
friends, as soon as ready! lutely FREE1

;g City State....... g

AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept.G-18,lndmnapolis 7, Ind. I.......................*

BE FIRST WITH

nylons

That is because she is an excellent ac-

tress, a comedienne of the first order,

and she would as soon have thought of

doubling up over a Bach fugue as of

allowing herself to laugh over the prep-
aration of a scene in a picture—however
funny that scene was intended to be.

On the day when the scene concerning
the swinging of the money belts was
taken, men rocked the set rhythmically
and constantly. They did this by means
of superimposing the scenery on large

rockers, and then by attaching ropes on
either side. At a given signal the crew
on one side hauled on the ropes and then
the crew on the other. The result was a

motion unmistakable to any of us who
have gone as much as a hundred yards to

sea. The result to both the girls was un-
mistakable, too. You could see it from
the pale green cast that came over their

make-up, and from the somewhat glassy
look in Diana’s eyes. No one will ever
make Diana believe that any part of that
scene was funny.
But she was such a good sport about it.

Over and over she let them rock her,
tottering back after nature had shown her
what happened to seasick people, and
trying the scene again. She will try any-
thing again and again, if it’s part of her
job. She may be dropping from fatigue,

or seasickness, but she will not give up
until the director says “cut.” Then she
will be back on her job at seven the fol-

lowing day—and gay.
Her manners are those of a beautifully

brought-up child. Her capacity for work
and her ability to make it count are the
qualities of a very intelligent and well-
oriented adult.

It was quite an experience to meet that
Emily Kimbrough. But, as the old woman
said in the Mother Goose rhyme, “Lawk
o’mercy, this is none of I.”

The End

mrnmimmmYr

0‘n Ijf&ut 4/cad?

Whatever goes up comes

down—on your head or on

the ground.

If prices go up—and you can

bet they will—way, way up,

if you buy too much—it’s

going to hurt when they

come down on your head.

Make sure now—that your

shopping sprees are for es-

sentials or for War Bonds!

Act* Promptly to Help Relieve Congestion

in Upper Breathing Passages, Coughing
Spasms, Sore Throat, Muscular Soreness.

Every young mother here should know
about this modern way of relieving dis-

tress of children’s colds. You just rub
Vicks VapoRub on chest, throat and back
at bedtime. (No internal dosing to upset
child’s stomach.)

Right away VapoRub’s wonderful
penetrating-stimulating action (pictured

above) starts to work and keeps on work-
ing for hours to bring grand relief. It

invites restful sleep. Often by morning
most of the misery of the cold is gone!
Remember this, Mother . . .

ONLY VAPORUB Gives You this sPe-

cial double action. It is time-tested, home-
proved . . . the best-known home
remedy for reliev- ^
ing miseries of |
children’s colds, VAPORUB

ty0c Young Mother

Should nST About Colds
HOW MODERN WAY WORKS FAST TO RELIEVE MISERIES

PENETRATES
TO UPPER

BRONCHIAL TUBES
WITH ITS SPECIAL
MEDICINAL VAPORS

STIMULATES
CHEST AND BACK
SURFACES LIKE

A WARMING
POULTICE
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New-Design San-Nap-Pak Sanitary Nap-
kins made with special "Pink Layers”—

give triple projection! Cotton faced for

comfort— tapered to prevent bulging. All

at no extra cost!

Send name and address! Girls! Boys! Ladies! Attractive
Wrist Watches withface about size ofa dime, ringrs, jewelry;
other personal and household premiums or CASH COM-
MISSION easily yours! SIMPLY give colorful pictures
with White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE for chaps and mild
bums sold to friends at 25c a box (with popular picture) and
remit amounts stated for premium wanted, as explained in

catalog sent with order, postage paid by us. Our50th year.
Write for trial order of salve and pictures on trust to start.

WILSON CHEM. CO., Dept. 65-50 TYRONE, PA.

satisfaction of serving humanity can be yours
as a Trained Practical Nurse. Ages 18 to 60.
High School not necessary. Training plan welcomed by
physicians. Prepare in spare time. Many earn while
learning. Nurse’s Outfit and placement service included
FREE of extra cost. Write now for facts and fascinating
FREE sample lesson pages.

WAYNE SCHOOL of PRACTICAL NURSING, Inc.
2301 N. Wayne Ave., Dept. G-l, Chicago 14, Illinois

Can't Sit or Stand Still ?
Are there times when you are Wakeful, Restless and Irrita-

ble? These discomforts, as well as Headache, and Digestive
disturbances, may be caused by Nervous Tension. DR. MILES NERVINE helps tt»

relax Nervous Tension. Get it at your drug store in liquid or effervescent tablets. Read
directions and use only as directed. Effervescent tablets 35c and 75c, liquid 25c and $1.00.

D- SchollsZinopads

C0RNS.S0RE TOES
QUICK RELIEF
Nagging shoe fric-

tion stops instantly;

painful pressure is

lifted when you use
Dr. Scholl’s Zino-
pads. Separate Medi-
cations included for
quickly removing
corns. Sold at Drug,
Shoe, Dept. Stores.

vewsMRINGENGAGEMENTlW llv
BARGAIN
TEN DAYS’ TRIAL—*
SEND NO MONEY
Introductory offer; With
every order for smart,
new. Sterling Silver Soli-

taire engagement ring we
will include without extra

charge exquisite wedding
ring set with eight imita-

tion diamonds matching in

fire and brilliance the beau-
tiful imitation Diamond solitaire en-

gagement ring (the perfect bridal pair). Send
no money with order. Just name, address
and ring size. We ship both rings in lovely
gift box immediately and you make just 2
easy payments of $2 each, total only $4. We
trust you. No red tape as you make first pay-
ment and 20^0 Federal tax to postman on ar-
rival then balance any time within 30 days.
Money-back guarantee. War conditions make
supply limited. Act NOW.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.. Dept. ST -306. Jefferson, Iowa

Speak for Yourself
(Continued from, page 20)

$1.00 PRIZE
Lauding "Laura"

I WENT to the movies expecting to see a
second-rate detective picture. I hereby

confess I came out of that theater in a

daze. I was wrong and for once I am
very glad to admit it. You see, the picture

was “Laura,” the surprise hit of the year.

Something has happened to Gene Tier-
ney. Not only has she matured into a
beautiful woman, but she has learned to

act. Dana Andrews gave the most con-
vincing performance of a detective that I .

'

have ever seen. He really went about it,

not as if he were reading a script, but in

a way that a true-life detective would.
I’m now an Andrews fan for life. There
was someone else too—Clifton Webb. He
very definitely “stole the show” making the
picture shine with his Monty Woolley-like
disposition. The way he slung the sarcasm
around was side-splitting. I hope we’ll be
seeing a lot more of this Webb in the
future. Twentieth has turned out one of

this season’s best hits.

Peggy McShane,
New York, N. Y.

$1.00 PRIZE
Note to Roy Rogers

YESTERDAY I saw “San Fernando Val-
ley” and although I liked it very much,

I was disappointed when Dale Evans kissed
Roy Rogers instead of Roy kissing her. I

always thought that the man was supposed
to do that first—not the girl.

I know that there has been a lot of ques-
tions on whether or not he should kiss the
girl, but Republic Studios should remem-
ber that there are many teen-age girls who
are fans of Mr. Rogers and we don’t con-
sider love scenes “mushy” as the younger
kids do. Teen-age girls usually like ro-
mantic pictures and at least one good love
scene. Next time, how about having Roy
Rogers kiss the girl and in that way make
his pictures better than ever?

Marion Bishop,
Washington, D. C.

$1.00 PRIZE
Bars for Stars

THEY play in wet foxholes,
In tropical heat;

They freeze in the North
And wade in the sleet;

They sing to the G.I’s

And dance for the joes,

They give out with cheer,

Never bog down in woes;
For them, my hosannas,

Hallelujahs—hurrahs!
They fnay not wear medals
But they deserve “bars.”

Edith Serenson,
West Farms, N. Y.

$1.00 PRIZE
Hide the Rings, Please

T
HEY did it again. It was done by Cary
Grant in “Mr. Lucky” and now by Fred

MacMurray in “Double Indemnity.” Ima-
gine! Cary making love to Laraine Day
with a gold band on that third finger, left

hand. Well, he dood it and so did Fred
make love to Barbara Stanwyck with a

wedding band on that left hand. I should
think that those technicians would take

care of things like that. If the guy’s too

superstitious to take the ring off then why
not cover it with something so we, the

movie public who are supposed to be
caught in the spell of the moment, can
just imagine that the fellow on the screen
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Is just the least bit sincere in his actions.

p->w can we with a gold wedding band
being flashed at us from the screen?

Irma Savin,
Newark, N. J.

$1.00 PRIZE
Rivals for G. B.

F
OR nine years George Brent has been

my favorite and no one else has come
near the spot he holds in my heart. But

[ have just seen two dire threats to Mr.

Brent’s exalted position in said heart. One
of them is John Hodiak, the guy who is

going to take Gable’s place. Gable fans,

please calm down, for Mr. Gable is past

forty and can no longer play boyish roles

convincingly and I’m sure he doesn’t want
to. Hodiak has everything, including talent.

When an actor can play such entirely

different roles as those in “Lifeboat” and
“Song Of Russia” and be convincing in

both of them, he is talented indeed.

My other discovery is the fine actor who
j
stole the picture “The Impostor” from Jean
Gabin, a fine actor himself. His name is

Richard Whorf and he has a supporting

role in “Christmas Holiday.” It seems a

shame to waste star material in such roles.

If Mr. G. B. will return to the screen

tin a good picture, I’ll forget all. about
these new charmers.

Viola Haywood,
Fort Worth, Tex.

HONORABLE MENTION

I HAVE just returned from the beautiful
' Technicolor picture, “Greenwich Vil-

age.” I was terribly disappointed when
Don Ameche didn’t even sing one complete
song. I’ve been an Ameche fan for a long

ime now and I’ve never forgotten the

nusicals he made with the marvelous Alice
Faye. I was happy because he sang, and
hat’s what his fans really want.
There is no doubt in my mind that he

s also a great actor. This is not only my
ipinion but that of my part of Brooklyn.

Martha Brookoff,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

WE HAVE a fan club in Havana and
we are ardent admirers of the Holly-

wood stars and readers of your magazine.
The purpose of our letter is to ask you

;o publish one photograph of Kevin O’Shea
who was so good in “The Purple Heart.”
»Ve know he’s going to be a fine thing on
he American screen and we wish to know
ibout his life. So please “please us” and
et’s see his photograph in your magazine.
We love the U. S. and the movie people.

Marion Moreno,
Havana, Cuba.

Editor’s Note: Photoplay sends its greet-
Tigs to the Havana fan club and promises

! a do what it can in the near future on
heir favorite actor.

I" HIS is another fan whose voice is raised
1 in cheering for Errol Flynn. While
5rrol Flynn speaks you hold your breath
n suspense and his smile is so contagious
rou find yourself smiling with him.
This teen-age hep kitten, for one, says,
Mr. Flynn, you’re on the buttered side!”

Mary Lou White,
Columbus, O.

HAVE the picture of Jeanne Crain from
: your December issue tacked to the
i eiling right over my bunk. Being top man
n a double-decker, I’m only four feet from

^

he ceiling—-and Jeanne’s smiling face is

!

he last thing I see every night.
I’m really “nuts” about the picture be-
ause Jeanne looks just like any cute girl
rom my home town.

Pvt. Bill Putch,
Tyndall Field, Fla.

I was—SELF-CONSCIOUS! Now I’m-SELF-CONFIDENT!"

“I was too shy to ever
get ahead,” says Mona
Desmond, of Santa
Monica, Cal. “I was so
fat—with most of it on
my hips.”

Lost 20 lbs

Hips
3' 1

less

Woisf

23A" less

Bust

Vi" more

Mona’s “Photo-Revise”.
See how it showed Mona
which features to play up

—

which ones to play down.

“It was so easy , such
fun!” Mona lost 20
pounds, slimmed
her hips, gained “I’m afraid I’ll find I’m dreaming,” says Mona,
self-confidence— “When I started my Course I was an awkward
and a “Powers defense worker on the coast. Shortly after, I was
Girl” figure— won thrilled to get a modeling job. What wonderful
a modeling job in things this Powers Course can lead to!”
New York.

“Powers Girl” Creator

Offers YOU, too, new
Charm, Loveliness,

A “MODEL” FIGURE!

"Doesn’t my present job prove I’m no longer dumpy?” asks

excited Mona Desmond. "My friends say I’m really attractive

now; that makes any girl happy. I’m keeping right on improv-
ing—and I will always, with my Powers Home Course.”

Let the Powers Home Course help you, too, reveal your
REAL glamorous self. In the privacy of your own home, you
discover the personalized beauty secrets that have given figure-

perfection, style, grace and loveliness to thousands of "just

average” girls . . . made them "Powers Girls”, the world’s

envied women!
Through the Powers Home Course, in as little as 7 days, you

can see the REAL YOU begin to emerge from your mirror.

Why deny yourself the happiness, the beauty, the day-after-

day admiration this famous Powers’ Training can win for

YOU so easily, so inexpensively?

The complete course costs less than a good party dress. The
faculty advice, plus close attention from sympathetic Grace
Eden, Director of the Home Course, has helped thousands

of women find their hidden beauty.

Send the coupon for complete infor-

mation today. There’s no obligation.

EXCLUSIVE ADVANTAGES OF

PERSONALIZED “POWERS GIRL”

training— right in your own home!

Get thisfree, illustrat-

ed booklet, and your
confidential question-

naire.

60 individualized features! Your own
"PHOTO-REVISE” actually drawn

just for YOU! Help on your Figure!

Make-up! Grooming! Styling! Your

Voice! How to walk gracefully! The

famous "Powers Girl” formula for

charm and magnetism!

Mail this Coupon NOW
Write John Robert Powers
today. Creator of the fa-

mous Powers Models.
Confidant of motion pic-

ture stars. For 23 years

teacher of the Powers Way
to beauty, self-confidence,

happiness. He has
helped thousands,

|ust like you.

John Robert Powers Home Course
247 Park Ave., Suite B365, New York 17, N. Y.

Dear Mr. Powers: Yes, I’d like to learn the “Powers
Girl” beauty secrets. I’m really interested. Please

send me details of your Home Course, including

free, illustrated booklet.

“POWERS GIRL"

Creator i, _

1

(PLEASE PRINT)
1

|

P

City 1

1

(VI

Occupation —Age

I

i

1

HI
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FIBS Tampons

have rounded ends

to make insertion easy!

"I never dreamed

there could be such

a difference in tam-

pons ... that any

tampon could be so

easy to use . . . until

I first tried Fibs

Tampons!”
,

Instantly YOU will appreciate this differ-

ence between Fibs and ordinary tampons.

For only Fibs of all leading brands have

gently rounded ends— tapered to make in-

sertion easy.

And only Fibs are "quilted” to give you

greater comfort, greater safety.

So change to Fibs. You owe it to your-

self to try the kind of tampon that’s so

easy to use!

T
HERE have been juveniles discovered,
uncovered, re-discovered, etc., for years

and years—but when they ran upon the
Lynn lovely, they really made a discovery!
She is not only a wonderful little actress,

but also very attractive and talented in
more than just drama. I am an amateur
musician myself, but I pride myself on
knowing when a composition is being
played well or butchered. My reaction to

Diana’s piano playing was that I suddenly
found myself wishing that all the other
stars would float off into oblivion leaving
only the piano and Diana.

Patricia W. Howell,
Atlanta, Ga.

MY pal Leo and I had just gotten out of
' school and were walking down Main

Street. Two girls in front of us yelled,
“Look, there’s Linda Darnell.” Thinking
they were kidding, we yelled, “Sure, what’s
so good about that?” Just then I took a
closer look and lo and behold, it really was
Linda Darnell. We went over to her car.

Leo got the autographs while I just stood
and drooled. If Linda is a sample, Holly-
wood certainly turns out beautiful women.

Tom Beckham,
Bakersfield, Calif.

More Stores from Coast-to-Coast

where you can buy Photoplay’s

First-Run Fashions on Pages 86 to 90

Turrets and Tournaments print by
Merley

Cincinnati, Ohio—John Shillito Co.
Dallas, Tex.—A. Harris & Co.
Miami, Fla—Burdine’s, Inc.
Richmond, Va.—Thalhimer Bros.
Chicago, 111.—Marshall Field & Co.
Philadelphia, Pa.—Strawbridge & Clothier
Indianapolis, Ind.—L. S. Ayres fit Co., Inc.
Atlanta, Ga.—Davison, Paxon Co.
Seattle, Wash.—Frederick & Nelson, Inc.

Sandra Sage two-piece dress

Atlanta, Ga.—J. P. Allen & Co.
Brooklyn, N. Y.—Frederick Loeser & Co.
Detroit, Mich.—Russeks

Doris Dodson pastel pansy print dress

Louisville, Ky—Byck Bros. Co.
Los Angeles, Cal.—J. W. Robinson Co.
Pittsburgh, Pa.—Kaufmann Dept. Stores, Inc.
San Antonio, Tex.—Frost Bros.
Toledo, Ohio—Lamson Brothers Co.

J. L. F. Original

Atlanta, Ga.—Davidson, Paxon Co.
Chicago, 111.—Marshall Field & Co.
Hartford, Conn.—Sage, Allen & Co.
Portland, Ore.—Meier 6c Frank Co.
Washington, D. C.—Lansburg 6c Bro.

Evelyn Alden rose print peplum dress

Chicago, 111.—Carson, Pirie Scott 86 Co.
Cleveland, Ohio—Higbee Co.
Dayton, Ohio—Elder 86 Johnston Co.
New York, N. Y.—Oppenheim, Collins 8c Co.
Rochester, N. Y.—E. W. Edwards 8c Son
New York, N. Y.—Russek’s

McKettrick Classic butterfly print

Indianapolis, Ind.—L. S. Ayres & Co., Inc.
Newark, N. J.—L. Bamberger & Co.
Rochester, N. Y.—Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co.
St. Louis, Mo.—Stix, Baer & Fuller Co.

NEW READER SERVICE.

Photoplay has arranged with its

fashion advertisers to answer your

inquiries by return mail—advise you

promptly of the store in your commu-
nity where you can buy the fashions

advertised in Photoplay’s First Run

Fashion section. Photoplay suggests:

write to them today!

STUBBORN ASA MULE?

CONTROL IT . .

the
hairtamers!

*

No wonder
£RS* Practi-
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tld S' Strand exactly

Dept. C-2

DIADEM, INC., LEOMINSTER, MASS.
•Trademarks Registered

Does

Gas Keep
YouAwake Nights f

GAS OFTEN SEEMS to be at its worst during the nigl

Frequently, it seems to have a disturbing effect on om

sleep and rest. Try KONJOLA and see what relief it c<

bring. When gas accumulates in one's intestinal tract,

often happens that sluggish bowel action helps to hold tl

gas inside to torment one with bloating misery.

SO KONJOLA CONTAINS Nature's herbs which help

open constipated bowels and release gas. Many peep

write their thanks and gratitude to KONJOLA for the sat

factory results it produces. So when you feel bloated ai

mean . . . when you swell way out with gas held in t

intestines by sluggish bowel action ... try KONJOLA.

BE SURE YOU GET THE GENUINE KONJOLA medici

which is sold at all Drug Stores under a strict guarantee

the Konjola Company to refund the purchase price of yc

first bottle if you are not completely satisfied. Caution: U

only as directed. If your Druggist is temporarily out

Konjola when you call, ask him to order it for you

A MEDICINE OF PROVEN
, MERIT FOR THE MANY
J WHO KNOW THE VALUE
OF NATURES HERBS!



Continued from page 53) to look at them.
: Iven more momentous was the fact that it

rould be her first unchaperoned date.

“Coming from the comparatively small

ity of Houston, Texas, I naturally was
irribly impressed with Beverly Hills,”

loyce related. “Naturally, too, I figured all

le kids in high school must be terribly

jphisticated and all, what with famous
iovie stars for neighbors or even parents.

0 the one thing I didn’t want to look like

fas a country hick when I went to the

ance with that dream man. I was deter-

lined to look and act as worldly as the

est of them.”
There wasn’t much she could do about
er dress; the only party frocks she had
fere simple little bouffant numbers, one
1 pale peach and the other in a delicate

lue. There wasn’t much she could do about
er hair or make-up either at the time; her
lother had definite ideas about the coif-

ure and lipstick suitable for sweet sixteen.

,
“What Mother didn’t know, when I left

i he house with her blessing, was that my
iag was loaded with ammunition against

he coming battle,” she grinned. “Neither
lid my escort, judging from his later re-
ction! Anyway, as soon as we arrived at

he dance I excused myself and made a
lee-line for the ladies’ room where I

tarted donning my sophistication. Up went
ny hair into one of those sleek do’s like
rou see in the fashion magazines. Out came
he mascara and dark red lipstick I was
orbidden to wear. On went some fancy
arrings I had ‘borrowed’ from Mother’s
ewel box and about eight gaudy costume
bracelets I had collected from friends. Thus
ortified, adequately I hoped, I strolled out
n a languid, so-bored-with-it-all manner
o meet Ted.”
Ted, it seems, did a double take and

Don't Be a Junior Mess
said flatly, “Are you kidding?”

“R-a-ally, Ted, whatever do you mean?”
drawled Miss Reynolds in the best Hep-
burn fashion. “Shall we dance?”
“Not in that get-up, chum,” Ted an-

swered firmly and then noting a quiver on
the Reynolds lips, he softened. “Look,
honey,” he went on, “I don’t know what
your idea was, but if I wanted to go with
a girl who looks like you’re trying to look,

I would have asked her in the first place.

Now be a sweet and go wash your face,

take your hair down and for heaven’s sake
get rid of that junk on your arm! In other
words, my pet, be your age!”

It was advice she never has forgotten,
Joyce said: Be your age and you’ll never
be a junior mess. Or a senior mess, for that
matter. The idea applies to all women,
ypung or old, who try to kid themselves
and others about the number of their years.
“Now that I am older I wonder why in

the world I was trying to rush things three
years ago,” she said. “Golly, already I’ve

found out that you get there soon enough!”
The “thou shalt nots” by which to avoid

being a junior mess are as easy to practice
as they are obvious, according to Joyce.
The basis of all of them is simplicity of

dress and behavior.
“That means no strapless or sleek eve-

ning gowns, no skin-tight little black num-
bers for afternoon, or fuddy-duddy silks

and ruffles for school,” she detailed. “It

means no skyscraper heels, lace-mesh
hose, or hats with birds and stuff and miles
of trailing veils. It rules out high pompa-
dours and overdoing things with flowers,

snoods and ribbons in the hair in favor of

a soft do with big loose curls or waves. It

limits jewelry to a simple bracelet, one ring
with a small stone and perhaps an in-
expensive clip or shoulder pin. It demands

a minimum of make-up—no eye shadow or
mascara, no heavy lipstick in dark reds
and purples and no claw-like fingernails

dripping in exotic polishes. And it means
no slinky perfumes or furs like mink or

silver fox; they always give the impression
you snitched ’em from your mother when
she wasn’t looking.”

It also means not going to the other
extreme, Joyce averred, of affecting a shiny
nose and colorless lips, and slopping around
in an exaggerated sloppy joe sweater, im-
pressed skirt and boys’ moccasin-type
shoes. A get-up like that brands you a
dumb goon, or a poseur.

“Let’s put it this way,” she said. “Wear
clothes that are comfortable, attractive and
unobtrusive. Then relax and forget about
them.”

A S for the dictates of proper junior-miss
behavior, Joyce decided the simplest

way of defining them was to describe the
actions of the perfect junior mess by
contrast.

“The perfect junior mess always tries to

act the sophisticate, as if she knew every-
thing about everything,” she said. “To
hear her tell it, there is no experience she
hasn’t had and she gives the impression she
has solved more problems in her few years
than her parents have in their entire lives.

She also has the sweet little habit of pick-
ing up views she has heard adults express
and parroting them as if they were her
own ideas. Frequently she toadies the favor
of adults (who rarely are fooled by it!) by
putting on an icky act of being too, too
perfect a little lady.

“She talks louder and laughs louder than
anyone else in the crowd to attract atten-
tion to herself, little realizing that it em-
barrasses young people of her own age and
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for shining lustre...

a glorious new color effect

T oday, glamour is up to you. Through the

modern miracle of hair “make-up,” you can
capture loveliness and brighten your whole
appearance ... with sparkling, colorful hair!

No matter what color hair you have, with

Marchand’s Make-Up Hair Rinse you can give

it new lights and add an “overtone” of glowing
color — without coloring it permanently

!

So safe, so easy to use at home, this exciting

new hair “make-up” helps you achieve the very

color effect you want ! With it, you can heighten
the natural color of your hair . . .

give it a
“warmer” or “cooler” tone . . . even blend little

gray streaks in with the original shade! A
color chart on the Rinse package shows which
of the 12 Marchand shades to use.

After your shampoo, dissolve a package of
Marchand’s Rinse in warm water and brush or
pour it through your hair. Almost instantly,

all soap-film vanishes! Your hair is gleaming
with new color, softer and easier to manage!
Marchand’s Rinse is absolutely harmless.

Not a bleach—not a permanent dye—it rinses on
and washes off as easily as your facial make-up.

RIHStS-
at a

Made by the Makers of Marchand's Golden Hair Wash

makes older people think she either is an
obnoxious brat or younger than she is.

She gets argumentative if everything
doesn’t go exactly her own way and what-
ever happens to her is more important or
more terrible or more exciting than ever
has happened to anyone else.

“She has the habit of reading a double
entendre into the most innocent remarks
of others and talks constantly about sex,
thinking it gives her an air of worldliness
and experience. She constantly sees evil

in everything and her mind runs to the
gutter. Or, she overdoes the prude act
and behaves as if she had built a beau-
tiful white wall around herself to keep
out the ‘ugly’ things of everyday living.

“She loftily will claim to prefer Tchai-
kowsky—when she really loves boogie-
woogie—because she fancies it gives her
‘culture.’ If she has been to some smart
place once, she talks as if she had been
there dozens of times; any celebrity whom
she has met once is an intimate friend, and
if she is lucky enough to be wealthy, she
always manages to flash a well-filled

wallet.

“She is a teaser, both by word and act,

ostensibly offering something she is not
prepared to give; and then flies into an
‘injured innocence’ rage when anyone
makes a tentative pass. Or goes home and
tells her mother, thus getting the boy into

a jam for which he was not responsible.
She prattles incessantly about her hordes
of boy friends and how crazy they are
about her and never misses a chance to

brag about how many invitations she has.

Or she openly chases the boys, flattering

them with a heavy line and broadcasting
to the world the identity of her latest

‘pash.’ When she is on a date, she is

utterly selfish, usually maneuvering the
boy into spending more than he can afford.

“She makes a habit of criticizing boys
behind their backs and panning other girls

who may be popular. She lies to get out
of jams, misquotes others with complete
indifference and deliberately makes
trouble by carrying tales.

“Finally, she acts as if she were afraid

to be young and have wholesome fun. For
instance, she may adore riding the roller

coaster but when the gang suggests it, she
invariably puts the damper on things by
snooting, “The roller coaster? How adoles-
cent! You must be out of your minds!’
“The perfect junior mess does have one

honest enthusiasm: Herself. She may be
a barf to the rest of the world but what
matter? In her own eyes she’s wonderful
and obviously that’s all that counts. Not
until she’s older and the ready-made com-
panionship of schoolmates has ceased to

exist, does she discover the ultimate cost

of that enthusiasm in real friends. By then,
usually, the boat has sailed.”

Joyce grew thoughtful.
“You know, one thing baffles me,” she

said. “I wonder why, when it’s so easy
to be a junior miss, anyone goes to all

the bother of being a junior mess? It’s

lots more work.”
The End
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"That's what my cousin said when I fold her

I was joining the U. S. Cadet Nurse Corps.

Actually, all I know about cramps is how
to help relieve them. And that's to take

Chi-Ches-Ters Pills."

Chi-Ches-Ters are so effective because a
special ingredient tends to help relieve

muscular tension—a common source of

simple menstrual pain. An added iron fac-

tor tends to help build up your blood.

Ask your druggist for Chi-Ches-Ters today.

50$ a box. And for best results begin tak-

ing them three days before your period.

Note: Use only as directed.

!

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Yean

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to ra
dent school work— prepares for college entrance exams. Stands
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjet
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin*

American School. Dnt.H -292,Drexel at 58th, Chicago

Be An ARTIST
Trained Artists Are Capable e!

Earning

$30—$50—$75 A WEEK

Learn Art at Home in Yo

Spare Time for a Fascinatii

Hobby and Profitable Po:

War Career!

It’s pleasant and interesting to stu
Art he W.S.A. way. COMMERCI
ART, DESIGNING, CARTOONING,
in ONE complete course. No previ'
Art experience necessary — himdr.
have profited by our practical me
ods. since 1914. TWO ART OUTF1
furnished with training. Full inf

mation in FREE ROOK. “Art
Pleasure and Profit.’’ Write tod

State age. WASHINGTON SCHO
OF ART, Studio 862P, 1115-li
St. N. W., Washington 5, D.

PAIR

DIAMOND RINGS
Just to get acquainted, we will send you smart new &0
yellow gold engagement ring or wedding ring. Roman'
design engagement ring set with flashing, Rose cut at

mond solitaire in sentimental, sweetheart mounting. We
ding ring is deeply embossed, 10K yellow gold, set wti

3 genuine chip Diamonds. Either ring only $5.95 or do
for $9.95 plus postage and 20 o/0 Federal tax. SEND N
MONEY with order. Just name and ring size. Pay <

arrival, then wear rings 10 days on money-back guarant© 1

Rush order now! _
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO., Dent. 757-DS. Jefferson, lev
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LIMITED QUANTITIES
Electric Stove*

{•Burner and 2-Burner

Electric Steam Irons
Automatic Electric Irons

Electric Irons

RADIOS, A.C. & D.C.
Table & Console Models

Electric Room Heaters
Infra-Red Health Lamps

Desk Lamps—Bed Lamps

Electric Food and Cream Mixers
Electric Toasters Electric Broilers

Schick Electric
Shavers

and Other*

Carpet Sweepers
Electric Vacuum Cleaners

Electric Sandwich Toasters

Electric Roasters All Sizes

Electric Waffle Bakers

Silverware for Home Use
Silverware for Restaurants

Electric Fans, All Sizes

Electric Wire, All Sizes

Heater Elements

Iron Elements

Cooker Element*

Screen Wire All Sizes

Send Stamped Return Envelope for Prices

JOSEPH WINKLER & CO.. Dept. MC-2
667-671 N. CLARK ST. CHICAGO 10, ILL.

LEARN NURSING AT HOME
High school not necessary. No age limit.

Send for FREE "Nursing Facts” and sample

lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now l

Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing
160 N. Wacker Drive. Chicago* Illinois

fHEN your baby suffers from
teething pains,justrubafewdrops
of Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion on
the sore, tender, little gums and
the pain will be relieved promptly.

Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion is

the prescription of a famous baby
specialist and has been used by
mothers for over fifty years. One
bottle is usually enough for one
babyforthe entire teething period.

Buy it from your druggist today

DR. HAND’S
TEETHING LOTION
Just rub it on the gums

My Life

( Continued, from page 34) what I wanted,
actually; something shadowy, dreamy and
dramatic. Plus, immediately, I wanted
some spending money. I learned early that
there was only one way to get it—go out
and earn it. How I was going to get at
those big ambitions, I didn’t know.

I looked for a job. I couldn’t get one
singing. I couldn’t get one dancing. I

finally got one frying—frying clams in a
little roadside place catering to the summer
people and called The Barnacle. Salary,
$15 a week and all the clams you could eat
—and may I never see another one!
Here was wealth! Fifteen bucks all my

own, every week, plus clams. I wanted
more of life, but I felt I couldn’t expect
more. After all, this was luxury. But
there was more. For there was Lois—and
the excitement, the courage and the happi-
ness she brought me.
The first morning I reported for work at

The Barnacle, I looked up and saw this

red-headed beauty smiling at me. She
started to introduce herself, but that wasn’t
necessary. I knew who she was. I’d known
her all my life, by way of the society
columns of the local paper. Oh, Lois was
a “native” even as I, but what a glamorous
native. Her mother ran and owned the
Newport weekly newspaper (to which I

still subscribe)

.

She was the sort of daughter whose
parents took her on trips to Europe. She
was the kind of girl who had orchestras
to play for her parties, who got her clothes
in New York, who had a brand new Ford
with white side-wall tires to run around
in, and who dated sophs and even seniors,
from Harvard, Yale and Princeton. Along
with all that and her beauty, she had
brains and courage. Distinctly a very
super girl.

So I nearly fell flat on my face when
she told me she was going to manage The
Barnacle, while I did the frying. For she
was that kind of a girl, too. She felt like

working and she didn’t want to work at
one of those accepted “ladylike” jobs where
work is all you get out of it. She was so
much the lady she could have run a pool-
room without losing caste. As a restaurant
manager, she was a whiz.

r\ON’T ask me, with a girl like that
' around, how many days June had, or

July, or August. Don’t ask me how many
thousand clams I fried, or how high the
temperature got the hottest day, or on
what date the fall winds started blowing.
I only recall our driving around, when our
evening’s work was done, in that brand-
new dazzling luxurious Ford of hers. I

remember my daring at taking Lois into

such de luxe places as the Skoal Room
at the Viking, so top-drawer I’d never
had the nerve to venture there before.
Once we drove all the way to Boston and
dined at the lordly Copley and there were
scores and scores of evenings we drove
down to the beach places to dance.

Lois’s hair shone in any light. Lois’s
mouth curved in a smile of liveliest humor.
I saw the most charming qualities in her
and I saw many things through her eyes.
It was at her house overlooking Naragan-
sett Bay that for the first time I saw a for-
mal dinner table set, and later ate at same.
And we talked about me. I talked about

me, and Lois, bless her, talked about me
and the subject never bored us. It was
Lois who discovered that “As

,

Thousands
Cheer” was going to play Boston and who
made me go up there to see if I couldn’t
break into it. (I was naive enough to go,

too, go around to the stage door, carrying
my dancing shoes, just in case they wanted
me to go right on the stage that night. They
didn’t, but they sure laughed hard when

RUG
a

044/1

RUGS
and ClotUUuj,

SA VE to y2
It's all SO Easy! Free Catalog tells how ma-
terial is picked up at your door by Freight or
Express at our expense—how we shred, merge,
and reclaim valuable materials, picker, bleach,
card, spin, redye and weave into lovely, deep-
textured Broadloom Rugs woven Reversible for
double wear and luxury. Sizes to fit all rooms.

CHOICE: of popular solid colors, rich tweed
blends, 18th Century floral and leaf designs,
Early American, Oriental patterns, ovals.

FACTORY-to-You! You risk nothing by a
trial. Over two million customers. We have no
agents. Do as thousands of beauty-loving house-
wives have done—Write for Free Catalog.

Our 71st Year! Chicago New York S'Frisco
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with the new

HOLD-BOB Curling Kit

Simple!
First wind a strand
of hair on the one-

piece plastic curler... c\
sQ$#

Quick!
Then slip bobby pin

onto curl, and slide

curler out. That’s all ! The bobby
pins hold the curl. You can set

your hair and go right out.

The Hold-Bob patented curl-

ing kit is new and different.

One simple, durable kit does your
whole head again and again.

Each kit contains a supply of

genuine Hold-Bobs—“the bobby
pins that hold.”
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I suggested it.) It was Lois who said,

over and over and over, “You’ve got to go
to New York, Van. Newport is wonderful,
but not for somebody who wants to break
into show business. You must go to Broad-
way, Van.”
There she was, a girl like that, a beauti-

ful girl, with brains, beauty and breeding,
a girl who knew so much more than I, and
had seen so much more than I, and she
believed in me! It gave me a faith in

myself I never could have attained other-
wise. I couldn’t make the high-school
dramatic society, but if a girl like this

had faith in me, then she must be right and
they must be wrong!

"THE fall winds were beginning to blow in
' across the Bay. The summer people
began leaving. The Barnacle was due to

close for the winter. I went to Dad and told

him I wasn’t going to Brown. Dad was
opposed to my going on the stage, but
agreed to let me try. If I could support
myself, I could live my own life. If I

failed, I knew there was, at least, home
to come back to.

Lois and I didn’t say good-by. We knew
this waj only au revoir. Life, glowing,
glorious, rich with promise, lay ahead of

us. I got a straw suitcase and packed my
two changes of underwear, my four pairs

of socks, my four ties and the brown pants
that matched the brown coat I was going
to wear with my white flannels, when I

invaded the Big Town. I wore my straw
hat, too. That was my big snappy outfit.

When I wanted to be conservative, I wore
the brown coat and pants together. Made
two outfits, you understand.

I landed in New York. No other fellow
was wearing a straw kelly. I saw only
felts. I saw no other straw suitcases being
carried, but only leather ones, very elegant.

It was mid-September, the end of sum-
mer, a sad time always. The fall was
closing in. There were no wet leaves on
the pavements of New York, but the rain

was there, coming down in cold, slanting

discomfort. There was the loneliness and
chill in the air and I didn’t know a soul.

I dug down in the pocket of my brown
coat for my mother’s address. She lived in

Sheepshead Bay and she had written me
I could stay with her till I got started.

I didn’t know where Sheepshead Bay was
but, regardless, it meant affection and a
roof over my head.
So who was afraid of New York on

that September night? Not me (it says
here) ! I squared my shoulders and headed
for the subway.
After all, it wasn’t as if I were broke.

I had five dollars and Lois believed in me
and as soon as I got a big role on Broad-
way I could ask her to become my bride.

I didn’t know then that there was to be
a girl called Clarice, and Lois didn’t know
there was to be a guy called Frank.

He had his dreams—and his courage.
Watch for the conclusion of Van
Johnson’s own story— next month.
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the exciting picture “Laura”

and who will enchant

you again—in

MARCH PHOTOPLAY

YOU WERE RIGHT! PAZO
RELIEVED THE PAIN, PROMPTLY

DON1 PUT UP WITH THE
TORMENT OF SIMPLE PILES

USE PAZO!

Don’t just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching c

simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazin

PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief t

millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relid

How PAZO Ointment Works
I. Soothes inflamed areas— relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu

bricates hardened, dried parts— helps prevent crackin

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleedi

ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of applicatior

Special Pile Pipe for Easy Application

PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pil

Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Som

persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, s

PAZO is also made in suppository form.)

Get Relief with PAZO Ointment!
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment an

the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Gt

PAZO ointment from your druggist today!
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IO Lovely Pencils Given Aim
ft

Just sell 4 boxes famous Rosebud Salve at 25 cents i

box,remit the SI . 00,and we will mail you Prepaid 10 level]
full length high-grade yellow color pencils with eraser, re(

"

plastic tip, coal black No. 1 soft lead, with Your N a mi
imprinted on each pencil in high gloss Gold Foil. Send Nc _
Money. Order 4 salve today. Use One Cent Post Card
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ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
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on DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER
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negative or snapshot (any size) and receive your
enlargement, guaranteed fade'ess, cn beautiful
double •‘weight portrait quality paper. Pay
postman 67c plus postage—or send 59c with order
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your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
too East Ohio Street Dest.l55S-B (it), IE
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Combination!

$9-69
Plus Tax
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ABLE FREE GIFT -
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SOLITAIRE DIAMOND RING
& MATCHING WEDDING BAND

Here’s a diamond that sparkles with the story .. „

love. Lustrous genuine diamond in latest rose cut. Match
ing wedding band set with genuine rose diamonds make;
the ideal duet for HER. Ultra modern 10-kt. yellow golf
mounting enhances the beauty of this thrilling combina
tion. Remember, the supply of precious diamonds is limited
Thrill the girl of your dreams while our supply lasts. Yoi
may order combination at $9.69 or either ring separate!’
for $5.69 each. We will ship C.O.D. and you pay postman
plus tax and mailing charges. Complete Satisfactioi
Guaranteed or your money refunded, if returned withii
7 days.

WRITE FOR CATALOG
BONDED JEWELRY CO., Dept. F2

140 Northampton Street Boston, Mass.
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HEADACHES
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Alsofirrelieffrom

NEURALGIC AND MUSCULAR PA/NS

BRUSHAWAY

[..•AND LOOK IO YEARS YOUNGER
• Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale

streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest

blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush
does It—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou-
sands of women (men, too)—Brownatone Is guaranteed
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent Is

purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting

—

does not wash out. Just brush or comb It In. One applica-
tion Imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair.

Retain your youthful charm. GetBROWNATONE today.
60c at all drug stores—on a money-back guarantee, or

—

FREE TEST BOTTLE
The Kenton Pharmacal Co.
786 Brownatone Bldg., Covington, Kentucky
Without obligation, please send me, free and post-

paid, Test Bottle of BROWNATONE and Interesting
Illustrated booklet. Check shade wanted:
D Blonde to Medium Brown Dark Brown to Black
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Address

City State
Print Your Name and Address

Shadow Stage

(Continued, from page 19)

kV Winged Victory
(20th Century-Fox )

A STUPENDOUSLY detailed and almost
documentary film stressing the per-

sonal angle of our own tremendous Air
Force is this vitally important film,

“Winged Victory.” But oddly enough its

informative value surpasses its initial aim
—that of entertainment—and yet it still re-
mains a fascinating film, which is accom-
plishment for all concerned.

Its one drawback is its length—two hours
and fifteen minutes of details that rise only
occasionally to a crescendo of emotion

—

maintaining an even but never dull pace
of events.
Every male member of the cast is a

member of the Air Corps wearing the

uniforms of Uncle Sam’s air men, all re-

cruited from their various camps by Moss
Hart for his “Winged Victory” stage show
that now finds its realistic way to the

screen.
The story begins with three boys, Lon

McCallister, Don Taylor and Mark Daniels,

CpI. Don Taylor, Pvt. Lon McCallister

and CpI. Mark Daniels in "Winged Victory"

from the same town receiving answers to

their applications to the Air Corps. At camp
they become buddies with Edmond O’Brien
of Brooklyn and Barry Nelson, a farmer,
and together they go through the gruelling
tests and grinds that precede actual train-
ing. One of the lads is washed out and
one killed in his first night solo flight

—

but the others carry on to combat duty
in the South Pacific.

There are too many splendid perform-
ances to list—too many touching moments
to recount, but it’s all here, epitomized in

the indomitable spirit of our boys that are
winging their share of the way to final

Victory.
Perhaps the most outstanding or mem-

orable performance is that delivered by
Sgt. Edmond O’Brien with his inarticulate
love of wife and kid and home and free-
dom. What a performance!
Wives of the boys are played by Jeanne

Crain, Jane Ball, Jo-Carroll Dennison and
Judy Holliday. And their part in the
Great Campaign is not overlooked.
You shouldn’t miss this picture if for

nothing else than the understanding, the
oneness it gives, of and with our Air Corps
boys, for long after the ordinary film of
mystery, comedy or romance is forgotten,
this one—the greatest romance story of
them all—a man’s love for his country

—

will remain in your memory.

Your Reviewer Says: An American triumph.

ITS NOT SMART
TO FOOL AROUND
WITH LAXATIVES

!

Some
Luxatix*

are

foo Stroif'

It doesn’t pay to

dose yourself
with harsh, bad-
tastinglaxatives

!

A medicine that’s too strong can often

leave you feeling worse than before!

Otbersare

A laxative that’s

too mild to give

proper relief is

just as unsatis-

factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

EX-UX is

rfietiaggL

Mec/iumf

the

“HAPPY MEDIUM' LAXATIVE
Ex-Lax gives a thorough action. But
Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and
effectively at the same time! And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good — just like fine

chocolate! It’s America’s favorite laxa-

tive, as good for children as it is for

grown-ups. 10c and 25c at all drug stores.

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE
WHEN YOU HAVE A COLD—

Don’t dose yourself with harsh, upsetting purgatives. Take
Ex-Lax! It’s thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle.

As a precaution use only as directed

rW _ JL Y The Original

BE jRk. Ba JWL JRk Chocolated Laxati

Money Back
If Blackheads
Don’t Disappear

Get a jar of Golden Peacock Bleach Creme this evening
—use as directed before going to bed—look for big im-

provement in the morning. In a few days surface blem-
ishes, muddiness, freckles, even pimples of outward
origin should be gone. A clearer, fairer, smoother looking

ekin. Sold on money back guarantee at all drug toiletry

counters. 30 million jars already used . Ask for Imperial size.

I———CUP AND MAIL THIS——

—

GOLDEN PEACOCK CO.. INC.
Dept. MWG-16. PARIS, TENN.

Please send me a free sample of Golden Peacock
Bleach CTeme. I want to try it.

Name

Address

City State

P
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HERE’s abetter

beginning for the

day . . . whenever

yours begins. Hotcakesdrenchedwith gold-

en, delicious Mapleine Syrup ! Three ways

to make it— two of them sugar savers. Get
magic Mapleine from your grocer— today

!

3 GRAND WAYS TO MAKE MAPLEINE SYRUP

O S&ydrt*
pour 2 cups boiling water
over 4 cups sugar
add 1 teaspoon Maplelna
stir ond you have . .

.

2 pints Mapleine Syrup

0
boil l’/j cups hot water

3 cups corn syrup
for 5 minutes

add 1 teaspoon Mapleine
sf/r and you have . .

.

2 pints Mapleine Syrup

heat 1 cup hot water
'/j cup strained honey
2 '/a cups corn syrup
Bring to full boil.

add 1 teaspoon Maple'ne
stir and you have . . .

2 pints Mapleine Syrup

MAPLEINE
IMITATION MAPLE FLAVOR
TUe> "SxttoiWe/jp'' T&iaJ&z ut~lVa/CtU*ie

GUARD YOUR NAILS
WITH SEAL-COTE

Busy hands deserve pro-
tection for beauty’s sake.
More and more smart
women are finding SEAL-
COTE an amazing beauty
aid. SEAL-COTE pro-
tects the nails and the
polish — adds lustre!
Make your manicures last

longer—"SEAL-COTE
your nails today and
every day.”

SEAL-COTE
2 5c at CosmeticCounters

^ Dark Waters
(Bogeaus-United Artists)

\KI HOOO, are you going to be scared

—

” ” unless, of course, you’ve read the story
and had a bit of the edge taken from the
suspense. But even so it’s a top-notch
psychological mystery, peopled with in-
1 esting characters and alive with thrill-

ing possibilities—some developed, some not.

Then, too, there is a lack of polish in

certain quarters, but those are minor faults

and on the whole we pronounce it a thrill-

ing and goose-pimply experience.
Merle Oberon is the girl whose parents

were lost in a torpedoed ship at sea.

Rescued, Merle is brought to New Orleans
to recuperate in a hospital and in due
time gets in touch with her uncle and
aunt who live among the bayous of Louis-
iana. From there you’re on your own and
don’t look to us for help.
Franchot Tone is the young doctor,

Thomas Mitchell a visitor in the house of
the aunt, Fay Bainter, and uncle, John
Qualen. Elisha Cook Jr. is the overseer
and Rex Ingram the handyman. All are
good and so, by the way, is- the direction
of Andre De Toth.

Your Reviewer Says: Guess who and be
scared to death at the same time.

^ The Town Went Wild
(PRC)

G OODIE, an independent company, PRC,
comes through with a crackerjack

story full of surprises and cozy laughter.
In one or two places, it borders slightly

on the here - here - what - goes - on school
which keeps one wavering prudishly be-
tween laughter and concern.
Eddie Horton and Tom Tully as bicker-

ing neighbors are up to their jobs in every
department with their respective wives,
Ruth Lee and Minna Gombell, completely
filling their assignments. They’re nice

Best Pictures of the Month
Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo

Together Again

Meet Me in St. Louis

Winged Victory

Dark Waters

Best Performances

Van Johnson in

"Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo

”

Phyllis Thaxter in

"Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo

”

Charles Boyer in

"Together Again”

Irene Dunne in

"Together Again

”

Jerome Courtland in

"Together Again”

Judy Garland in

"Meet Me In St. Louis

”

The Air Corps Cast in

"Winged Victory”

Merle Oberon in

"Dark Waters”

SAVE as never before!

Genuine Fine-Cut

DIAMONDS

Not chips, hot eenuln**

flne-cut sparkling dia-

monds poised in superblv

styled 14 kt. gold set-

tings! At amazingly
low prices made possible

only by our wholesale
diamond connections. Engagement rings,

handsome men's rings, men’s and women’s match-

ing wedding rings. Don't miss this chance to SAVE 1

Write today for FREE illus'ra ed bookie

BOND DIAMOND CO. Dept. AC 3

562 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N. Y.

WHOLESALE DIAMOND DEALERS SINCE 1881

HERE'S GENTLE RELIEF
Dr. Siegert’sAngostura Bittersbring blessed
relief from periodic pains. Just 1 to 4 table-

spoons in a little water—hot or cold

—

will ease your suffering. It’s pleasant to

take—and not habit-forming. Women the

world over use it regularly. Get Angostura
at your druggist’s.

• - •

SUMf

FABRICS

actual sample fabrics and styles ,

’"’LEE. You’ll see gorgeous, newest stylo
dresses— lovely lingerie— hosiery

—

~ien’s shirts and socks—all at LOW
PRICES. Take orders from friends

and make money in spare time.
Get FREE Samples! Send no
money for this big-profit
line of sample fabrics and
styles. It’s yours, ABSO-
LUTELY FREE. Rush name
and address now.

THE MELVILLE CO.. Dept. 3899, CINCINNATI 3, OHIO

ARE U PROSPERITY CONSCIOUS

I guarantee to teach you to save on

even a $12 income. Write me for free

specifications and detail plan includ-

ing all GRAPHS, TABLES, etc.

(write) JOHN GRAUPNER (today)

147-07 Hillside Avenue, Jamaica 2, N. Y.

'PoO^-Xct /‘Nrt Corners-
J The Real Thino for mounting Snapshots. Cards. Stamps

eic. No paste needed. Pocket Gummed Inside Rtf

holding prints tight or loose. Neat. Quick and

Artistic too. Sold at photo supply and album

counters or send 10c today for pkg. pf 100

k
and Free Samples to See and Try them.

TT , Engel Art Corners Mfg. Co.,

Dept. 70-P, 4711 n.

C

lark Chicago-40-lll.

PHOTO oni-'nuiu

sfSSW
Send any size photo,
negative or snapshot
and receive a complete
set of envelopes, writ-

ing: paper with clear, glossy,

colortoned photos for only $1.00. Your
photo returned unharmed. No C.O.D/s.

PHOTO STATIONERY CO.
305 Broadway, Dept. 45, New York 7, N. Y.

FAST
RELIEF FOR

1ATHEN you have Headache. Simple
* * Neuralgia. Functional MonthlyPains,
or Muscular Aches and Pains, you want
relief—theaquicker you get it the better

you are suited. Dr. Miles Anti-Pain Pills

can give fast relief. They are pleasant

to take and do not upset the stomach.
A single tablet is usually all that is needed. At your
drug store. Regular Package 25c, Economy Package
$1.00. Read directions and use only as directed.

Miles Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.

MILES ANTI-PA In pills
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comfortable people in an average town
who don’t get along too well, and they
play it that way. But the story really gets

going when it appears Horton’s son Freddie
Bartholomew and Tully’s son James Lydon
may have gotten switched at their births

and each boy is living with the wrong
parents. To complicate (which is a mild
word for the situation) matters, Freddie
has already taken out a marriage license

to marry Tully’s daughter, who may now
turn out to be his sister. So there you
are in a mess up to your eyebrows and
you’ll love it.

Jill Browning is cute as Freddie’s girl

friend. Tres cute, indeed. Freddie and
Jimmy are good too.

Your Reviewer Says: No wonder they went
wild.

^ Enter Arsene Lupin
(Universal)

C IRLS, quick—never mind the story but
get a look at who’s here—Charles Kor-

vin by name who is tres oo-la-la. What
a lad! Where has Universal been keeping
him, we wonder—before they unveiled him
in this jewel-thief story of the crook who
takes great pleasure in outcrooking other

crooks (this is an awfully crooked story,

isn’t it?) but is so darned charming about
it all?

In the old Jack Barrymore role of Arsene
Lupin, Charles— pardon—Mr. Korvin

—

finds himself all entangled with a precious

gem, a beautiful girl, Ella Raines, and a

comical French detective, J. Carrol Naish.

It’s more or less a mystery thing so we
won’t spoil it by revealing the plot, but
it’s a pretty good little show—at least a

fair little handicap in which our hero
wins, places and shows.
Miss Raines is an alluring sort of person

and George Dolenz a light-fingered rascal

if ever we saw one. Gale Sondergaard and
Miles Mander are the rascals of the tale.

Your Reviewer Says: The check is for the

players, not the story.

Swing Hostess (PRC)

M ARTHA TILTON, for so long heard on
the radio, makes her debut as an

actress-singer and proves the adage, seeing
is believing, for we believe now Miss Til-

ton may win her way to a niche of her
own in movies. She puts over her songs,

especially “Let’s Capture This Moment”
in fine style.

The story you can skip over lightly. It

has to do with a juke-box operator whose
voice leads to another girl getting a sing-

ing job through an error, and of course it

takes at least forty minutes of everyone’s
time to get it all straightened out.

Iris Adrian, Charles Collins, Cliff (double
talk) Nazarro and Betty Brodel (mean?
yeah man) seem happy to be in it.

Your Reviewer Says: We wouldn’t want to

see it twice, you understand.

Lights Of Old Santa Fe
(Republic)

r\ ALE EVANS has a rodeo managed by
Gabby Hayes. Roy Rogers and Richard

Powers are two likely lads who are inter-
ested in both Dale and her rodeo, fast go-
ing on the rocks. So what happens? Sing-
ing, dancing, trick riding, fancy prancing
by the fancy panty boys and everything
but worry over the problem at hand.
Trigger is the prettiest one in it. Smart-

est, too.

Your Reviewer Says: Rootin’, shootin’, tunin’.

k

Californians Step into the Spotlight I.

Shining examples of dashing California

styling . . . new two-tone casuals in butter-soft

elkskin. Brown and white, red and white,

brown and beige. Also in solid brown, red,

beige elkskin and white crushed kid. All hand

lasted! Rationed . . . about $5.95 at your

favorite store. Write for name V y<

of nearest dealer. ' \ \ jk

hollyuiood

Shooters*

VOGUE SHOES • DEPT. P-2, 1722 EAST SEVENTH STREET, LOS ANGELES 21, CALIFORNIA

QUEST
All-purpose DEODORANT

A most effective powder, for body odors, for foot comfort.

IIEIII this fine

^IVICII ! SUIT YOURS
WITHOUT PAYING ONE CENT!

BIG CASH EARNINGS TOO!
Big news! Wear this fine tailored suit

without paying one cent and earn big

cash income too! It’s easy! Just take
orders from a few friends and neighbors
for famous Gibson Tailoring—America's
great values! Show actual samples of

dozens of rich new fabrics superbly tailored

in choice of all the latest styles at low
prices. Money back guarantee on every order.

vour name and address, and telling us about yourself—age,
etc. We’ll send you big outfit of actual samples FREE,
and details of amazing new BONUS SUIT and money-
making plans. No experience needed. Send no moneyl

W Z GIBSON, lag, 500 S. Throop SI., Dept P-115. Chicago 7. IIL

Earn
$30 a week

AS A TRAINED

PRACTICAL NURSE!
Practical nurses are always needed!
Learn at home in your spare time
as thousands of men and women— 18 to 60 years of
age—have done through Chicago School of Nursing.
Easy-to-understand lessons, endorsed by physicians.
One graduate has charge of 10-bed hospital. Nurse
Croiner, of Iowa, runs her own nursing home. Others
earn $2.50 to $5.00 a day in private practice.

YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN!
Mrs. B. C. t of Texas, earned $474.25 while taking
course. Mrs. S. E. P. started on her first case after
her 7th lesson; in 14 months she earned $1900! You,
too, can earn good money, make new friends. High
school not necessary. Equipment included. Easy
payments. Trial plan. 46th year. Send coupon now!

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept. 182. 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11. 111.
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.

Name.
City

_Age_

i. I

j

PICTURE RING
$
1

Most Precious Keepsake You Can Own
Made from Any Photo

SEND NO MONEY!
Anyphoto orsnapshot clearlyrepro-
duced assettingln beautlful.onyx-
like Ring! A keepsake of a loved
one you will treasure for yearsl
Picture stays sharp and clear—
withstands rubbing washing,
wear—unharmed by water;
weather—won’ t tarnish.SEND
NO MONEY! Just mail photo
with strip of paper for ring size.

Pay postman only $1.00 plus
postage. Hand-tinted 25c extra.

Picture returned. Money-back
guarantee.ORDER-NOW. PORTRAIT
RING CO.. Dept. E-69. Cincinnati, Ohio

BEAUTIFY CONTOURS,
EASILY, QUICKLY!

New, lovely proportions for your
legs: hips, thighs, calves, ankles,

etc.—in this healthful, new, as-

tonishingly easy way. Only a lew

minutes per day in yeur own heme.

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS!
Used successfully by hundreds
of smart women everywhere.

WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE TODAY!
Surprise everyone: get started now, without obligation,
by mailing coupon immediately to

ADRIENNE
915 SHREVE BLDG., Salon E. SAN FRANCISCO, 8, CAL
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY STATE..
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RISK

CUTTING CUTICLE?
j

-when it’s so easy to keep
cuticle trim with Trimal

The safe, gentle way to remove
cuticle is the same method used

by professional manicurists. Sim-

ply wrap cotton around mani-
cure stick and apply Trimal.

Then watch dead, loose cuticle

soften. Wipe it away with a
i

towel. You’ll be amazed and de-

lighted with results! Ask for the
j

10c or 25c size now — at drug,

department or 10c stores. Trimal
Laboratories, Los Angeles.

TRIMAL

The Thin Man Goes Home
(M-G-M)

N OW here’s a pity. We had ourselves all

set up pretty to enjoy the return of

Myrna Loy to the Thin Man pictures with
all that gay old camaraderie and banter
between Miss Loy and William Powell,
and what happens? The story is third
rate, the direction second and the per-
formances of the cast disappointing—and
that includes Miss Loy’s.
Mr. Powell, who has grown into a big

bouncing boy, had nothing to work with.
In fact, there were times when darned if

we didn’t think Asta the dog was a bit

on the ham side, so it must have been
the direction or story or the wrong fire

hydrants or something.
The cast boasted, besides the three

above-named principals, Lucille Watson
and Harry Davenport as Powell’s parents,
Gloria De Haven, Helen Vinson, Leon
Ames and Donald Meek as suspects, and
Anne Revere as Crazy Mary. At least she
admitted her condition right out in print.

Edward Brophy was the man in the bushes
and why did he bother to come out?

YES , you can get relief instantly! Grateful
thousands know how Blue-Jay Corn Plas-
ters at once end torturing shoe pressure

—

how the soft dura-felt pad gives surer pro-
tection than less efficient ways— won’t
skid, won’t rub off. They know, too, how
Blue-Jay’s gentle medication acts to loos-
en the corn’s hard
“core”—you simply
lift it out.

SO, why suffer? Try
Blue-Jay today. Buy
it at drug or toilet
goods counters. Don’t
accept a substitute.

A Product of

KEBEEEnEE®
Division of The Kendall Company Chicago 16

Your Reviewer Says: The mystery is—what
happened to this picture?

^Tliree Is A Family
(Lesser-United Artists)

B
ABIES, babies, babies, everybody has
babies and what’s more they have them

right in the apartment of Charles Ruggles
and Fay Bainter, with boys and diapers
and formulas and labor pains all mixed
up in a melee of fun and nonsense that

everyone will enjoy.
It’s one of those wartime problem jobs

that, thank heavens, we can all laugh at

and do, especially when John Philliber as

the decrepit old doctor who doesn’t like

any part of this maternity business, comes
trotting (well, no, not trotting exactly)
into the picture. He well nigh killed us.

Helen Broderick, as the maiden aunt, is

a poker-faced panic, and Hattie McDaniel
the Scotch-happy maid (wonder where
she got it), a joy. Marjorie Reynolds is

the mother of twins and all three, Marjie
and the babies, cute as pie. Arthur Lake,
Clarence Kolb, Jeff Donnell, Walter Catlett,

William Terry and Cheryl Walker keep
the plot whizzing.

Your Reviewer Says: Fun in the nursery.

Murder In The Blue Room
(Universal)

P
EOPLE disappear right before our eyes,

pianos play with no one at the keyboard
(no, smartie, it isn’t an electric player
piano either), while three hoofers, Grace
McDonald, Betty Kean and June Preisser,

sing and dance right through the midst of

it (to us this is the greatest mystery of all)

and finally, we discover who did it all

but we never could figure out why—or
are we stupider than most?
Anyway, it all happens when Anne

Gwynne, her mother Nella Walker and
stepfather John Litel reopen a haunted
mansion with a party at which Bill Wil-
liams, a guest, disappears for good (he
would sleep in that blue room!) followed
by Donald Cook who finally manages to

get into the picture several reels later with
the mystery solved.

Present are Regis Toomey, Andrew
Tombes and Ian Wolfe.

Your Reviewer Says: Keep out of blue
rooms.

GET SUIT
NO MONEY TO PAY!

Big Earnings in Spare Time TOO!
once! We offer you brand new

latest style made-to-measure suit for per-
sonal wear. Just for taking a few orders
from friends. Also opportunity to earn BIG
CASH PROFITS in spare time. Your suit
will help you take more orders with huge
selection of rich, quality fabrics, tailored-
to-measure in newest styles at sensa-
tionally LOW PRICES all men can
afford. Also Ladies’ Tailored Suits—
complete line. Sensational values!
Money-back guarantee. Don’t miss

this opportunity!

No Experience Needed
No house-to-house canvass-
ing. No money needed. Amaz-
ing Personal Suit Offer and
order-getting plans help
vou earn good money
easy. Don’t wait!

Write for Free Samples!

We send you complete
outfit FREE—including actual cloth samples, money-making
plans, and Personal SUIT OFFER. For quick action tell

us about yourself—age, etc. Write today. J. C. FIELD &
SON, Harrison & Throoo Sts., Dept. P-183S, Chicago 7, III.

| NEW CHEMICAL MITT
jPPSagf Sensational ! DRY Window Cleaner! Uses^» no water.no
W&L messy liquids. Chemically Treated. Simply glide overwin-

dows; leaves glass sparkling clear. No heating water, no
heavy buckets to carry. No rags, powders, sponges, cham-

vm ois. No mes9 or muss. No red chapped hands. DuBt, dirt, grime,
fog disappear like magic. Wonderful for auto ivindowe, unnashields!

SAMPLES FOR AGENTS “HiMPSWNte
•end name at once. A penny postal will do. SEND NO MONEY—
Just your name. KRISTEE CO., 450 Bar Street, AKRON, OHIO.

Use Absorbine Jr
whenever a liniment

is indicated 'O

/unit pay CASH for\

DID (OIIIS, BillS and STAMPS!

POST YOURSELF! It pays!/
I paid $400.00 to Mrs. Dowtyfe
otTexas, forone Half Dollar;

'

J.D.MartinofVirginia $200.00 *

for a single Copper Cent. Mr. *

aningof New York, $2,600.00 for ^
one Silver Dollar. Mrs. G. F. Adams,Ohio,

received $740.00 for a few old coins. I will pay big priceB

for all kinds of old coins, medals, bills and stamps. vjJJJ
I WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME! M

1894 S. Mint; $60.00 for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel (not Buffalo)

and hundreds of other amazing prices ror coins. Send 4c for yg
Large Illustrated Coin Folder and further particulars. It may JP]

mean much profit to you. Write today to

B. MAX MEHL 357 Mehl Bldg., FORT WORTH, TEXAS
(Largest Rare Coin Establishment in U. S.)

LADIES OR GENTS
Thla Horseshoe
Ring, hand made,
hand engraved. In-

laid with simulated
pearl Isa KNOCK-
OUT! Choice ol
Ladies’ or Gents’.
Shoe and shank of

everlasting Monel
Metal la

GUARANTEED
20 YEARS

Supply la limited . .

.

rush your order!
SEND NO MON-
EY. Pay postman

only *3.85 plus excise tax and postage. Return for refund
in five days if not delighted. Can be sent to Service Men
overseas without their request.

American Jewelry Co., DepL83-H-L, Wheeling, W. Va.



For new shoes and old . . . Cement them on yourself . . . Easily

and quickly. Original soles never wear out if protected by TREDS.

Enjoy Smart Stylo . . . Safety . . . Savings.

Long dependable, water-proof, non-skid wear assured.

For men's, women's and children's dress, sport or work shoes

rubbers, boots.

TREDS will not mar floors.

One pair TREDS, tube of cement, applicator and scraper ... all

complete with full directions on display card. Only 25c at your
favorite Hardware, 5c and 10c or General Store.

AUBURN RUBBER CORP.
AUBURN, INDIANA

embarrassing scaly
disease Psoriasis. Apply
non-staining Dermoil
Thousands do for scaly

they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. Dermoil
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree-
ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re-
funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for
generous trial bottle to make our famous “One Spot Test”.
Test it yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for
your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Print name
plainly. Don’t delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug
Stores and other leadinq Drugqists. LAKE LABORATORIES.
Box 547, Northwestern Station. Dept. 6404, Detroit 4, Mich.

LEARN

MILLINERY
AT HOME

Design and make exclusive

, .
, hats under personal direc-

•" tion of one of America's
noted designers. Complete materials, blocks, etc.,

furnished. Every step illustrated. You make exclu-
sive salable hats right from the start. We teach you
how to start a profitable business in spare time. Low
cost and easy terms. Expert milliners are in demand.
Free National Placement Dept. Send for free catalog.

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
225 N. Wabash Ave. r Dept. 192, Chicago I, III.

MOTH HOLES • TEARS'
BURNS • DAMAGES
Don’t throw your damaged
clothing away! Globe’s skilled

4
craftsmen re-weave anything

v

originally woven—silks, rayons,
f

wool, linen, velvet, lace, etc. ,

Our work is so excellent, only
you will know your garment
was re-woven. Costs so little-
prices start at $1.50. Ship (in-

sured) your damaged suits,
coats, pants, dresses, knitted
garments, etc., for free esti-

mate. AH work guaranteed for

life of garments.

HOSIERY REPAIRED
SAVE YOUR NYLONS . .

.

with Globe invisible
mending. Send them in-

sured. Free estimate. All
work guaranteed. Low
prices. Fast service.

ZIPPERS
REPAIRED and
REPLACED

on purses, luggage, dresses,
trousers, skirts, snow suits,
leather jackets, overshoes,
etc. Send entire item. Do
not remove zipper.
We also repair, reline and

refinish luggage and purses.

GLOBE REPAIR SERVICE
AMERICA'S LEADING REPAIR ORGANIZATION

17 N. STATE ST., Dept. F-2, CHICAGO 2, ILL,

^ Belle Of The Yukon
(International

)

I

F you love the chilly north, this may do
something for you. But despite the cast

—and you’ll admit Randy Scott, Gypsy
Rose Lee, Dinah Shore, Bob Burns, Wil-
liam Marshall, Robert Armstrong and “Big
Boy” Williams are some hunk of talent

—

it’s still a disappointing show and we only i

proffer our one-check approval because of

these people who try so hard with the
indifferent material provided.
Gypsy Rose Lee, who plays a dance hall

gal in love with Scott, doesn’t have a
chance to repeat the swell surprise she
was in “Stage Door Canteen.”

Scott is one of those hero rascals that
bore us stiff. Is you is or is you ain’t a
villain is what we’d like to know, and
none of this nonsense.
The plot, all about dance hall romances,

stolen gold that isn’t stolen after all and
such like, is too complicated for our time
and dough.
Dinah Shore, however, sings several

numbers with her usual appeal.

Your Reviewer Says: Could have been a
bell-ringer.

^ Something For The Boys

(20th Century-Fox)

TYPICAL Twentieth Century-Fox Tech-
' nicolor musical, a little corny, a little

vulgar, a little musical, a little funny and
there you are—a little amused for a little

money—we hope.
Instead of Grable and her legs we have

Vivian Blaine and her prettiness, who also

sings, smiles, dances and reads lines. We
have Carmen Miranda too, and her indis-

tinguishable lyrics sung to the same old
South American tune (or so it seemed to

us) and Phil Silvers and his glad-to-see-
you brand of comedy.
The three, Phil, Vivian and Carmen, are

relations who inherit a rundown southern
plantation which is taken over under di-

rection of Sgt. Michael O’Shea, for army
wives who cavort as no army wives we’ve
ever seen.
Miranda garnishes a few laughs as a

walking radio set (you heard me) and
the tunes are purty. Silvers is funny in

spots but on the whole it’s just an average
fair-to-middling movie. Perry Como sings
and Glenn Langan as an officer is tres

good looking and they all dash merrily and
nonsensically about.

Your Reviewer Says: We hope the boys ap-
preciate this something.

My Gal Loves Music

(Universal)

I T’S Bob Crosby, folks, in a little not-so-
' hot number all about a crooner-band
leader who sponsors the idea of putting on
a local kid contest over the national hook-
up as sort of child prodigy selection. So
who poses as a “toot wittle tid” but Grade
McDonald. What’s more she wins, and
eventually falls in love with Crosby only
to meet a block buster in Freddie Mercer,
a real boy singer.

Walter Catlett and Alan Mowbray mug
at each other, while Betty Kean warbles
away for dear life. That Mercer boy has
a voice not to be sneered at, either, as
you’ll find out.

Your Reviewer Says: Oh well, the weather’s
bad all over.

GIRDLSLAX
Man-tailored with fa-

mous SIRDLWAJ ST*

for a trimmer midriff.

Crush-resistant

fabrics.

Sizes 10-20.

From $7.00.

-Trademark

611 Mission Street • San Francisco 5

TRIKSKIRT •* PLEETSK1RT SWURLSKIRT
TRIKSHORT ' JOG-A-LONG JACKETS ’ JUMPADRESS

Rinse

Cives a Tiny Tint
* « •

Removes

W-
dull
film

1. Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.

2 .
Used after shampooing— your
hair is not dry, unruly.

3 . Instantly gives the soft, lovely

effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint

—

in these 12 shades.
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde
2. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blonde
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4 . The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified
colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint...Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose

your shade at any cosmetic dealer.

Price 10 and 25^ — or send for a
FREE SAMPLE ""

Golden Glint Co.,Seattle,14,Wash., Box 336S-B-32

Please send color No._ . as listed above.

GOLDEN GLINT

p

M

M
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ITCHING SKIN

DoThis for Quick Relief

Does the almost unbearable
itching of externally-caused ec-
zema make you want to scratch.
Scratch, SCRATCH? Would
you like to see that fiery redness

subside quickly and the scaly skin be-
come soft and smooth? Get a 25c or 60c
jar of Sayman Salve and apply this
medicated ointment to the affected areas
tonight. Let it help quickly ease the
tormenting itching and painful soreness.

Sayman Salve

Blonde Fever (M-G-M)

WE had more fun on the set of this pic-

ture, during its making, with its happy
camaraderie among Richard Whorf (actor

turned director for this one), the cast and
visitors, than we did in its final form
which, we fear, is more swayback than
curvaceous.
The fault is the story, light as Aunt

Em’s popovers, all about Philip Dorn, pro—
prietor of a swanky cafe outside Reno, who
flirts outrageously with a young blonde
employee, all of which is taken with the
proverbial grain of salt by Dorn’s wife,
Mary Astor, until hubby wins a sweep-
stake of $40,000 and the blonde moves in

as Mary moves out, and hubby goes round
and round the mulberry bush.
The blonde is the news of the picture.

Her name is Gloria Grahame and she
couldn’t be more promising—in fact, she
promises nearly everybody but ends up
with Marshall Thompson, the local yokel
who has always loved her.

Felix Bressart, Curt Bois, Elisabeth
Risdon and Arthur Walsh complete the
cast.

Your Reviewer Says: This fever is subnor-
mal.

The Falcon in Hollywood
(RKO)

G UESS where the Falcon (Tom Conway
as usual) finds his murder mystery

this time? In Hollywood of all places.

It seems a leading man turns into a corpse
(we know a lot of dead ones) and the
Falcon, on a vacation in movietown, is

edged into the case by Veda Ann Borg, a
woman taxi driver. Well, you know how
it is, one corpse leads to another and one
mystery to another until the case is finally

solved.

Barbara Hale, who wants to be in

movies, Frank Jenks as a copper, John
Abbott as a producer, all sock over their
roles.

Your Reviewer Says: Any similarity be-
tween these characters and real ones is

purely coincidental.

Main Street After Dark
(M-G-M)

A SHORT punchy film that serves as a
warning to service men against women

and men crooks who haunt cheap beer
and dance halls A family of such crimi-
nals, headed by Selena Royle, finally

brings police lieutenant Edward Arnold
cracking down on the gang and issuing a
final warning to all men in uniform against

this type.
Tom Trout and Audrey Trotter, new-

comers to films, are members of this

Faginish group of crooks. Dan Duryea,
Hume Cronyn and Dorothy Ruth Morris
complete the cast.

Your Reviewer Says: Pay attention, lads.

Nothing But Trouble (M-G-M)

S
O they got into political intrigue, at-

tempted assassinations, kidnapping
charges and Mary Boland’s kitchen. Who?
None but Laurel and Hardy, still going
strong after een-steenth years. What’s
more, they have very' good company in

their boy-monarch foolery in the persons
of Henry O’Neill, Philip Merivale and John
Warburton. David Leland is the royal kid
and personally we’d like to crown him.

Your Reviewer Says: How much longer is

this going on?

It’s so easy to have scalp odor—and
not know it! But if you want the real

truth as to whether you offend, just

consult your hat.

Your scalp perspires, you know

—

i

’ust as your skin does. But with
’acker’s Pine Tar Shampoo at hand,
you needn’t risk offending with scalp

odor. There’s pure, medicinal pine
tar in this gentle, thorough shampoo.
The delicate pine scent does its work,
then disappears. Oily hair, which so

quickly collects unpleasant odors,

particularly benefits from Packer’s
Pine Tar Shampoo.

Don’t take a chance. Assure your-
self soft, lustrous hair ... a clean,

fresh scalp. Get Packer’s Pine Tar
Shampoo today at
any drug, department

.

or ten-cent store.

CHECKED IMA JIFFY
\ Sufferers from the torturing itch

I

caused by eczema, pimples, scales,
scabies, athlete’s foot, "factory” itch,
and other itch troubles are praising
cooling, liquid D. D. D. Prescription.

|
This time-proved medication—devel-
oped by Dr. D. D. Dennis—positively

f,
relieves that cruel, burning itch.
Greaseless and stainless. Soothes and

comforts even the most intense itching in a jiffy. A
35c trial bottle proves its merits or your money back.
Ask your druggist today for O. D. D. Prescription.

VELVETY SMOOTH

\
Stores ^of PIN A return
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I Mail us $1.05 and we I

I will send you 4 boxes
of ROSEBUD Salve

1 (25c size) and will in- f

I elude with salve this
I lovely Solid Sterling I

I Silver Birthstone I

|
Ring, your size and I

1 month. You can sell I

the 4 salve and get back your $1.00. The I

5c extra is for U.S. SalesTax on ring, somakeremittance $1.05.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box 79. W00DSB0R0. MARYLAND.

Featured by M. O’Neil Co., Linen
Dept., Akron, Ohio—finest Depart-

ment Stores everywhere.

KITCHENTOWELS,
Extra-BIG Extra-Absorbent

Torn spare time into cash! Easvl
Jost show friends, neighbors thrilling
new Wallace Brown Everyday Greeting
Cards. Wonder-value 16 Card All-Occasion
Assortment ... including: cards for Birthdays. Get-Well,
Baby-Birth, Friendship, Sympathy, etc. Sells^on sight SEND

NAME
FOR

SAMPLES
uiuruus, viei-nen, oyiuyauiy. viui-iiiayyiug — an vig
money-makers. Also personal stationery. Samples sent
on approval. Write today to WALLACE BROWN, INC..
225 Fifth Ave.. Dept. N-139, New York 10, N. Y.

SHORTHAND in
Weeks at Home
Famous Speedwriting systems, no signs
or symbols. Easy to learn; easy to write

and transcribe. Fast preparation for a job. Surprisingly
low cost. 100,000 taught by mail. Used in leading offices ,

and Civil Service. Write for free booklet.
Speedwriting, Dept. 5202, 274 Madison Ave., New York 16

Women and Men, 18 to 50
Many Swedish Massage graduates make $50,
$75 or even more per week. Large full time
incomes from doctors, hospitals, sanato-
riums, clubs or private practice. Others make

good money in spare time. You can
'in independence and prepare for
future security by training at

home and qualifying for Diploma.
r>~ - Anatomy Charts and 32-page

\ Illustrated Book FREE—Now!
i THE College of Swedish Massage
Dpt.559B,100E.OhioSt.,Chicagoll

BUNIONS
QUICK PAIN RELIEF

. Fairyfoot quickly relieves terrible
stinging itching bunion pains ...

'

Swelling goes down. — No special
shoes. Apply soothing Fairyfoot
and get blessed relief quickly.

FREE SAMPLE.—Write Today I

It’s Free. No cost to you.
FAIRYFOOT. 1223 So, Wabash, Dept. 2562. CHICAGO 5. ILLINOIS

DON’T CUT CUTICLES
Manicare is a smart cosmetic which

beautifies nails while it softens cuticle.

MANICARE is a cuticle remover, cu-

ticle oil and stain remover, all in one.

35ft a jar

Drug and Dept. Store.

I
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MANY NEVER
SUSPECTCAUSE
OF BACKACHES

This Old Treatment Often
Brings Happy Relief

Many aufferere relieve nagging backache quickly,

once they discover that the real cause of their trouble

may be tired kidneys.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the

excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help

most people pass about 3 pints a day.
When disorder of kidney function permits poison-

ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag-

ging backache, rheumatio pains, leg pains, loss of pep
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness

under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or

scanty passages with smarting and burning some-
times shows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.
Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan s Pills,

used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney

tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get
Doan’s Pills.

LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to suffer without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—“THE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE." It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepo Methods
used while you wait. More than 4 0 years
of success. Praised and en-
dorsed by multitudes.

LIEPE METHODS, 3284 N. Green Bay Aye.,

Dept. B-31, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Li
PHOTO-RING

Lre .1

Fru-n

a

ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend
reproduced perma-
nently in this beau-
tiful onyx like ring
featuring the New

Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents H - .

postage. If you send cash we pay postage. (t*perny painier

(Photos Returned). 25c extra)

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO.. DEPT. C-49. CINCINNATI, O.

MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOS

Etienne
Fascinating new occupation quickly
learned by average man or woman.Work
full or spare time. Easy to understand meth-
od brings out natural, life-like colors. Many earar

while learning. No canvassing.
Free Book telle how to make good
money doing this delightful home <

work for studios, stores, individ-
uals and friends. Send today for
your copy. No obligation.

' -NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL
1315 Michigan Ave. Dept. 1 382 Chicago 5, 1 II., U. S. A.

Easy
to

Learn

1 \B00KS FOUND FREE/j

WHAT BOOKS DO YOU WANT?
We quote lowest market prices. No charge for
locating Hard-to-Find and Out-of-Print Books.
All books, OLD or NEW mailed POST-FREE.

SEARCHLIGHT BOOK FIELD
22 East 17th St., New York City

vMMENIHum*™ i

tAft*

With Form

Tailored

uh«5J*

Women go wild about “Form Tailored”
Lingerie—new, glamorous, styling, new
kind of fitting, high quality workman-
ship. Low prices bring quick orders,

i

Also fine hosiery, girdles and underwear
for the whole family. If you want

1 money, full or spare time, write today
1 for complete, beautiful, illustrated Style
l Equipment — sent ABSOLUTELY FREE.

J WORLD’S STAR-MALLOCH
Dept. H-39, Grand Rapids, Mich.

Be a BAD 10 Techiliciian

Learn at Home to Make Good Money
Get my 64-page book, "Win Rich Rewards in Radio"
FREE. The Radio repair business is booming. Radio Tech-
nicians make good money. Broadcasting Stations, Radio
Manufacturers, Police and Aviation Radio, need trained
men. I show beginners how to start making $5, $10 a week
EXTRA fixing Radios in spare time. My training includes
Television and Electronics Principles. Mail coupon NOW.

MR. J. E. SMITH, Dept. 5BT
National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
Mail me your book FREE. (No salesman will call.

Write Plainly.)

NAME AGE

S CITY STATE»«

Brief Reviews

(Continued from page 25)

THAT’S MY BABY—Republic: Richard Arlen is

the best thing about this picture, which could have
been funn er. The screen’s crowded with actors,
specialists and all kinds of music. Ellen Drew is

mixed up in it, as are Leonid Kinskey and Minor
Watson, and you can hardly find the poor little

plot. (Dec.)

TILL WE MEET AGAIN—Paramount: Suspense
and tender appeal are woven into the time-worn tale
about an American aviator, Ray Milland, who’s
forced down in France and eventually reaches the
coast through the help of Barbara Britton, a novice
in a convent, but the story should have been better
constructed. Constantin Shayne is the German
major. (Nov.) -

TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT—Warners: The
news of this picture is a newcomer named Lauren
Bacall whose performance is so intriguing it has
Humphrey Bogart fighting like mad to stay in the
running Despite the repetitious theme of Bogart in
Mart n que, with Vichy France slugging it out with
its enemies, you’ll never lose interest. Hoagy Car-
michael as the piano player is very good. (Jan.)

\SVER Y THOUGHT OF YOU, THE—Warners:
Dennis Morgan and Dane Clark are soldiers on fur-
lough who plunge headlong into romance, Dennis with
Eleanor Parker, although her family tries to oppose
the match; and Dane with Faye Emerson. Andrea
King plays Eleanor’s sister married to a sailor whom
she hasn’t seen for two years, and Georgia Lee Settle
the kid of the family. It’s a delightful little story.
(Jan.)

WHEN STRANGERS MARRY—Monogram: A
whodunit that sends Kim Hunter off with the husband
she s met only a few times on a chase from the police.
Seems as how husband Dean Jagger is suspected of
murder. Neil Hamilton is excellent. (Nov.)

WHEN THE LIGHTS GO ON AGAIN—PRC: A
post-war story of pre-war vintage, with Jimmy Lydon
as a Marine back from the South Pacific who suffers
amnesia in a traffic accident. Regis Toomey is good.
Grant Mitchell and Dorothy Peterson are the par-
ents. (Dec.)

WOMAN IN THE WINDOW, THE—Interna-
tional-RKO: Edward G. Robinson is a mild, home-
loving professor who inadvertently kills a man in the
home of Joan Bennett. Their efforts to get rid of
the corpse and evade the law is the theme of this
neatly constructed story in which suspense runs

^
Raymond Massey is the district attorney friend

ot Robinson s, and Dan Duryea the blackmailer after
Joan. (Jan.)

Can six dates lead
to a lasting marriage?

Tune in

Oily ^Crue ofiory

Every Morning
Monday Thru Friday

9:00 CWT—10:00 EWT
10:30 PWT—11:30 MWT

If you like

True Story
Magazine . .

.

you mustn't
miss these
real-life radio
dramas from
True Story's

files. A differ-

ent story every day, reveal-
ing the troubles, triumphs,
loves, adventures of real
people.

Blue

Network Stations

what they do

for your lips

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when

you eat, drink, kiss, if used as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without

frequent retouching. Try today.

3. NOT DRYING or SMEARY. Im-

parts appealing glamour look.

Creamy smooth—easily applied.

4. STYLE SHADES.Try Raspberry,
rich, glowing, or Number 5,

medium red, flattering, youthful look-

ing. Other shades, too.

De luxe size $1. Refills 60e. Junior size 25c

Tax extra. Matching powder, rouge & cake
make-up. Trial sizes at 10c stores. In Canada also.

DON JUAN MILLION DOLLAR LIPSTICK

OFF
__ t

Face
Lips

Chin Arms Legs
I had ugly hair . . . was unloved . . . dis-

couraged. Tried many different products . .
%

. even
razors. Nothing was satisfactory. Then I developed a
simple, painless, inexpensive method. It worked. I

have helped thousands win beauty, love, happiness.
FREE book, "How to Overcome the Superfluous

Hair Problem", explains the method and proves actual
success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. No
obligation. Write Mme. Annette Lanzette, P. O. Box
4040. Merchandise Mart. Dept. 64. Chicago.

Says

Paula Stone
FAMOUS ON SCREEN.

STAGE AND RADIO

''My lips stay lovely

hours longer without

retouching... That’s why
Don Juan is tops with me.

BeYourOwn MUSICTeacher
LEARN AT HOME FOR LESS THAN 7e A DAY
Simple as A-B-C. Your lessons consist of real selections,
instead of tiresome exercises. You read real notes—no
“numbers” or trick music. Some of our 7 50,000 stu-
dents are band LEADERS. Everything is in print and pic-
tures. First you are told what to do. Then a picture
shows you how. Soon you may become an excellent mu-
sician.
Mail coupon for our illustrated Free Book
and Print and Picture Sample. Mention \ SUCCESSFUL (
your favorite instrument. U. S. School
of Music, 3062 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y.
10, N. Y.

U.S. School of Music, 3062 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10, N.Y.
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture Sam-
ple. I would like to play (Name Instrument).

Instrument?
Have you

. Instrument?.

Name
(Please Print)

P

ri

M

Address.
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by Betsy Sanford

Beauty Workshop

Natural charni : Phyllis Thaxter, of “30 Seconds Over Tokyo”

T
HE lovely skin that typifies Hollywood is the result of

strict cleanliness and an ardent pursuit of health. With-
out them, no skin is radiant, gardenia-soft, the kind every
girl wants with all her heart. The right beauty habits
begun early, make for loveliness that lasts. That’s why
such darlings of the screen as Shirley Temple, Gloria
De Haven, Jeanne Crain, Jeff Donnell, all have skin
care routines they follow like mad.
Department of Your Interior . . . Pardon us if we harp

on health for beauty. But the smooth inner workings of

your system axe responsible largely for the gloss of your
hair, the gleam in your eye, the gaiety of your step, the
young irresistible loveliness of your skin.

Like June Duprez of “Brighton Strangler” drink the
juice of half a lemon squeezed into hot water when you
get up in the morning. Have your orange juice too. But
play fast and loose with the hours of sleep you need, turn
your back on fruit juices, raw vegetables, milk, lots of

p water, fresh-air exercise, and it won’t be you who’s a
m charmer. You’ll have to be Spartan about it, but then,

M beauty comes from will power and work, not wishing.

Troubled Skin . . . Heartbreak problem for many a

girl is an oily skin accompanied by “bumps” and black-

Soap and water for glamour—and plenty of it for soft skin

heads. Extreme cases need a doctor’s attention. But
ordinarily, your cue “all’s clear” is a stricter attention

to diet, more fresh air, exercise, more frequent soap-and-
water cleansings. Concentrate with complexion brush or
rough face cloth on troubled areas, nose, chin, forehead,
where oil glands are most active. Rinse with lots of warm
water, then splash on the cold. Small pads of cotton
moistened with a good astringent and slapped on your
face help stimulate and tone the skin. And don’t pile on
make-up to cover defects, says a prominent Hollywood
skin specialist. It only aggravates your problem. And
never, never slip into bed unless you’ve cleansed your
skin as clean as a cherub’s.

Untroubled Skin . . . For girls with normal skin,

proper care involves soap and water cleansing, stimula-
tion and lubrication. You’ll soon discover whether use
of creams should precede or follow your soap and water
sessions. Unless you’re a rare individual indeed, use of

a rich cream or lotion last thing at night will help ward
off dryness that comes on a-pace with each succeeding
birthday. At bedtime, Evelyn Keyes of Columbia’s forth-

coming “A Thousand And One Nights” stretches stomach-
down across her bed, head hanging over the side. “Five
minutes of this funny-looking routine,” says Evelyn,
“help keep skin free of surface blemishes because it

rouses circulation.” And there are other good ways to

wake your skin and keep it working for beauty. Gene
Tierney throws icy cold water all over her face and
throat when she gets up in the morning. Jinx Falkenburg
loves long walks with the rain beating on her face. “It

eases out tension lines in my face,” she says, “and helps
keep the skin smooth and stimulated.”

Glamour Gremlins . . . Hands off your face between
cleansings! Don’t pick at it, push it all over the lot by
leaning on your hand. Watch your facial mannerisms too.

An alive, animated face is interesting but no contortions,

please. Young actresses are taught to use their faces

prettily—for poise and charm.
And remember, there’s more to skin care than cleansing

the oval that’s your face. You have ears, a swan-like
throat and a nape to your neck that need attention, too!



YOU MAY WIN LOVELIER SKIN L

—,
THE ACTIVE -LATHER WAY

!

,
FIRST COVER

|
YOUR FACE
GENEROUSLY

WITH THE CREAMY
LUX SOAP LATHER-

WORK IT IN

THOROUGHLY.

recent tests of Active-Lather Facials wi
Lux Toilet Soap, actually 3 out of 4 com-
plexions improved in a short time! Lovely
Merle Oberon tells you, “My Lux Soap beauty'

facials really make skin lovelier—leave it feeling

wonderfully smooth and soft—looking so fresh!”

Tests show these

Beauty Facials

really make skin

softer, smoother!

FIGHT WASTE

Use your Lux Toilet Soap wisely,

for soap contains material vital to

the war effort. Never waste it.

m want the loveliness that wins

» romance. So take Hollywood’s tip—give

your skin gentle Lux Toilet Soap care!

Lux ToiletSoap L-A-S-T-S... It’s hard-milled! 9outof/0Screen Stars use if*
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YOUR PEARL-GLOW FINISH

FAMOUS DRESSMAKER FOR YOU

Excitement Cake Make-Up will

give your skin the lustrous

glow of fine pearls. In

three luminous skin shades.

Purse size container, $1.50

plus 30* federal tax.

Exclusive with one store in a city or

EXCITEMENT, INC.

222 West North Bank Drive, Chicago 54, III.

Enclosed is $1.80 to cover mailing, cost and tax

on Excitement Cake Make-Up.

Name

Address —
CHECK SHADE Light Medium Dark O

Casts of Current Pictures

BELLE OF THE YUKON—International: Belle
DeValle, Gypsy Rose Lee; John Calhoun, Randolph
Scott; Lettie Candless, Dinah Shore; “Pop” Candless,
Charles Winninger; Sam Slade, Bob Burns; Steve
Atterbury, William Marshall; Mervyn, “Big Boy’’
Williams, George, Robert Armstrong; Viola, Florence
Bates; C. V. Atterbury, Edward Fielding; Cherie
Atterbury, Wanda McKay; Professor, Victor Kilian;

The Chief, Chief Soldani.

BLONDE FEVER—M-G-M: Peter Donay, Philip
Dorn; Delilah Donay, Mary Astor; Johnny, Felix
Bressart; Sally Murfin, Gloria Grahame; Freddie
Bilson, Marshall Thompson; Brillon, Curt Bois; Mrs.
Tolford, Elisabeth Risdon; Willie, Arthur Walsh.

DARK WATERS—UA.—Bogeaus: Leslie Calvin,
Merle Oberon; Dr. George Grover, .Franchot Tone;
Mr. Sidney, Thomas Mitchell; Aunt Emily, Fay
Bainter; Uncle Norbert, John Qualen; Cleeve,
Elisha Cook, Jr.; Pearson Jackson, Rex Ingram;
Mama Bourdreaux, Odette Myrtil; Papa Bourdreaux,
Eugene Borden; Florella, Nina May McKinney; The
Doctor, Alan Napier.

MacGregor, Donald MacBride; Willoughby, Morris
Ankrum; Miss Peavy, Nora Cecil; Sam Ronson,
Minor Watson; Tom, Irving Bacon; Tom’s Wife,
Virginia Sale.

THIRTY SECONDS OVER TOKYO—M-G-M

:

Lieut. Col. James Doolittle, Spencer Tracy; Lieut.
Ted Lawson, Van Johnson; Ellen Lawson, Phyllis
Thaxter; Cpl. David Thatcher, Robert Walker;
Lieut. Tom Bentley, Don DeFore; Lieut. Bob Clever,
Gordon McDonald; Lieut. Dean Davenport, Tim
Murdock; Capt. Ski York Paul Langton; Lieut.
“Doc” Benson, Horace McNally.

THREE IS A FAMILY—UA-Lesser : Kitty Mit-
chell, Marjorie Reynolds; Sam Whitaker, Charles
Ruggles; Frances Whitaker, Fay Bainter; Irma
Dalrymple, Helen Broderick; Archie Whitaker,
Arthur Lake; Maid, Hattie McDaniel, Hazel
Whitaker, Jeff Donnell; Doctor Bartell, John
Philliber; Barney Meeker, Walter Catlett; Mr.
Steele, Clarence Kolb, Adelaide, Else Janssen;
Genevieve, Renie Riano; Coolie, Warren Hymer;
Mr. Spencer, Clyde Fillmore; Bellboy, Christian
Rub; Susan and Patty, Donna and Ellisa Lambertson.

ENTER ARSENE LUPIN—Universal : Ralph
d’Andrezy and Arsene Lupin, George Korvin; Anas-
tasia Kenares, Ella Raines; Dubose, George Dolenz;
Ganemard, J. Carroll Naish; Uncle Charles, Miles
Mander; Aunt Bessie, Gale Sondergaard; Wheeler,
Lillian Bronson.

FALCON IN HOLLYWOOD, THE—RKO : The
Falcon, Tom Conway; Peggy Callahan, Barbara
Hale; Lili D’Allio, Rita Corday; Roxanna, Jean
Brooks; Billie, Vida Ann Borg; Alec Hoffman, Con-
stantin Shayne; Martin Dwyer, John Abbott; In-

spector McBride, Emory Parnell; Lt. Higgins, Frank
Jenks; Louie, Sheldon Leonard; Perc Saunders,
Tom Burton; Ed Johnson, Walter Soderling.

LIGHTS OF OLD SANTA FE—Republic: Roy,
Roy Rogers; Trigger, Himself; 'Gabby’, George
Hayes; Marjorie Brooks, Dale Evans; Marty
Maizely, Lloyd Corrigan; Frank Madden, Richard
Powers; Rosie McGerk, Claire DuBrey; Ken
Ferguson, Roy Barcroft; Bill Wetherbee, Arthur
Loft; The Judge, Lucien Littlefield; The Sheriff,
Alan Bridge; Prod. Peabody, Reginald Sheffield, and
Bob Nolan and the Sons of the Pioneers.

MAIN STREET AFTER DARK—M-G-M : Lt.

Lorrigan, Edward Arnold; Ma Dibson, Selena Royle;
Lefty, Tom Trout; Jessie Belle, Audrey Totter;
Posey, Dan Duryea; Keller, Hume Cronyn; Rosalie,
Dorothy Ruth Morris.

MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS—M-G-M: Esther Smith,
Judy Garland; “Tootie” Smith, Margaret O’Brien;
Mrs. Anna Smith, Mary Astor; Rose Smith, Lucille
Bremer; Mr. Alonzo Srmth, Leon Ames; John Truett,

Tom Drake; Katie {Maid), Marjorie Main; Grandpa,
Harry Davenport; Lucille Ballard, June Lockhart;
Lon Smith Jr., Henry H. Daniels Jr.; Agnes Smith,
Joan Carroll; Colonel Darly, Hugh Marlowe; Warren
Sheffield, Robert Sully; Mr. Neely, Chill Wills.

MURDER IN THE BLUE ROOM—Universal

:

Nan Kirkland, Anne Gwynne; Peggy, Grace Mc-
Donald; Betty, Betty Kean; Jerry, June Preisser;

Steve Randall, Donald Cook; Larry Deardcn, Bill

Williams; Frank Baldrich, John Litel; Linda Bald-

rich, Nella Walker; Dr. Carroll, Andrew Tombes,
Edwards, Ian Wolfe; Inspector McDonald

,

Regis
Toomey; Hannagan, Emmett Vogan; Curtin, Frankie
Marlowe.

MY GAL LOVES MUSIC—Universal: Mel Murray,
Bob Crosby; Rodney Spooner, Alan Mowbray; Judy
Mason, Grace McDonald; Peggy Quinn, Betty Kean;
Dr. Bilbo, Walter Catlett; Clarence, Freddie Mercer;
Child Pianist, Paulina Carter; Montague Under-
dunk, Tom Daly; Announcer, Gayne Whitman.

NOTHING BUT TROUBLE—M-G-M: r.an, Stan

Laurel; Oliver, Oliver Hardy; Mrs. Hawkley, Mary
Boland; Prince Saul, Philip Merivale; Mr. Hawkley,
Henry O’Neill; King Christopher, David Leland;

Ronetz, John Warburton; Prince Prentiloff, Matthew
Boulton; Mrs. Flannagan, Connie Gilchrist.

SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS—20th Century-

Fox: Chiquita Hart, Carmen Miranda; S/Sgt. Rocky
Fulton, Michael O’Shea; Blossom Hart, Vivian

Blaine; Harry Hart, Phil Silvers; Melanie Walker,

Sheila Ryan; Sgt. Laddie Green, Perry Como; Lt.

Ashley Crothers, Glenn Langan; Lieutenant, Roger

Clark; Secretary, Cora Williams; Col. Jefferson L.

Calhoun, Thurston Hall; Col. Grubbs, Clarence Kolb.

SWING HOSTESS—PRC: Judy, Martha Tilton;

Marge, Iris Adrian; Benny, Charles Collins; Bobo,

Cliff Nazarro; Fralick, Harry Holman; Blodgett,

Emmett Lynn; Phoebe, Betty Brodel; Fralick’s Sec y,

Claire Rochelle; Soumoni, Paul Porcasi; Hank, Terry

Frost; Merlini, Phil Van Zandt; Joe, Earle Bruce.

HIN MAN GOES HOME THE—M-G-M: Nick

harles, William Powell; Nora Charles, Myrna Loy;

Irs. Charles, Lucile Watson; Laura Ronson, Gloria

>e Haven; Crazy Mary, Anne Revere; Helena
i rogue Helen Vinson; Dr. Bertram Charles, Harry

Javenport; Willie Crump, Donald Meek; Edgar

Waque, Leon Ames; Brogan, Edward Brophy; Dr.

ruce Clayworth, Lloyd Corrigan; Hilda, Anita

mister- Peter Berton, Ralph Brooke; Police Chief

TOGETHER AGAIN—Columbia: Anne Crandall,
Irene Dunne; George Corday, Charles Boyer;
Jonathan Crandall Sr., Charles Cobum; Diana Cran-
dall, Mona Freeman; Gilbert Parker, Jerome Court-
land; Jessie, Elizabeth Patterson; Morton Buchanan,
Charles Dingle; Witherspoon, Walter Baldwin;
Lillian, Fern Emmett; Leonardo, Frank Puglia.

TOWN WENT WILD, THE—PRC: David Conway,
Freddie Bartholomew; Bob Harrison, James Lydon,
Everett Conway, Edward Everett Horton; Henry
Harrison, Tom Tully; Carol Harrison, Jill Brown-
ing; Marian Harrison, Minna Gombell; Lucille Con-
way, Ruth Lee; Millie Walker, Roberta Smith;
Judge Bingle, Maude Eburne; Mr. Tweedle, Charles
Halton; Mr. Walker, Ferris Taylor; Justice of Peace,
Jimmy Conlin; Defense Atty., Monte Collins; Police-
man, Olin Howlin; Prosecuting Att., Charles Middle-
ton; Watchman, Emmett Lynn; Nurse, Dorothy
Vaughan.

WINGED VICTORY—20th Century-Fox: Frankie
Davis, Pvt. Lon McCallister; Helen, Jeanne Crain;
Irving Miller, Sgt. Edmond O’Brien; Jane Preston,
Jane Ball; Alan Ross

{
Sgt. Mark Daniels; Dorothy

Ross, Jo-Carroll Dennison; Danny “Pinky” Scariano,
Cpl. Don Taylor; Ruth Miller, Judy Holliday;
Doctor, Cpl. Lee J. Cobb; O’Brian, T/Sgt. Peter
Lind Hayes; Major Halper, Cpl. Alan Baxter; Mrs.
Ross, Geraldine Wall; Whitey, Cpl. Red Buttons;
Bobby Grills, Cpl. Barry Nelson; Dave Anderson,
Sgt. Rune Huffman; Capt. McIntyre, Cpl. Garry
Merrill; Lieut. Thompson, Sgt. George Reeves;
Barker, Pfc. George Petrie; Milhauser, Pfc. Alfred
Ryder; Adams, Cpl. Karl Malden; Gleascm, Pfc.
Martin Ritt; Cadet Peter Clark, Cpl. Harry Lewis;
Flight Surgeon, Cpl. Henry Rowland; Carmen
Miranda, S/Sgt. Sascha Brastoff; Master of Cere-
monies, Cpl. Archie Robbins; Andrews Sisters, Cpl.

Jack Slate, Cpl. Red Buttons and Pfc. Henry Slate.

Marine Corps Lt. Tyrone Power while

visiting 2nd Ferrying Group Div., Air

Transport Command base in Delaware
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The lumbcrjack-

ct goes feminine

in this two-piece

dress of rayon
crepe in black,

blue and coral.

-and as
a bonus Get Your Own Dresses FREE!

HERE is an amazing opportunity for you to make
money quickly and easily, and get your own dresses

FREE besides. Because our national advertising has so in-

creased the demand for famous Fashion Frocks we need
more ambitious women for demonstrating and taking,

orders for these lovely dresses at remarkably low prices.

The work is pleasant and dignified, and pays up to $15,
$18, $20 and $2 5 in a week for just your spare time.

Besides you get your own dresses FREE of cost. You need
no experience and no money is required. Mail coupon
below for full information. There is no obligation.

Start at Home—No Canvassing Necessary
All you have to do is to invite your friends and neighbors to see
your gorgeous portfolio of new spring and summer Fashion
Frocks which we furnish you FREE. The smart, original styles,

the beautiful fabrics and colors, plus the astonishing values,
will prove so irresistible that these women will gladly give you
their orders season after season. We deliver and collect and
you get paid immediately. It’s like having a permanent dress
shop of your own, and all without investing a penny.

Millions of Women Know Fashion Frocks!
For many years Fashion Frocks have been extensively advertised to
millions of American women and are recognized as fine quality,
highly styled, popular priced dresses. They have the approval of
leading fashion editors and prominent stars of stage and screen.
And these lovely dresses were worn by the famous Powers Models
at a Television Style Show. When you represent Fashion Frocks

RAIL COUPON!
let Gorgeous Stylel

ortfolio of Advanced

The brief bolero

and its unusual

baroque print in

spotlight colors

of Pink with
Black.

Dramatic black
rayon print en-

hanced by a wide
side ruffle and
cap sleeves lined

in red I

Desk 92039, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

Fashion Frocks, Inc.

Desk 92039, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

• Yes—I am interested in your 01

money in spare time and get my own d

full information, without obligation

:y to make
ee. Send me

Address.

mm msCbifPOM/

Dress Size



Copr. iqqj, Jos. Schlitst Brewing Co., Milwaukee
,
Wis.

Everything is ready, you see him coming— eager to get

home. You’re glad you planned his meal so carefully

... so glad you remembered his bottle of SCHLITZ.

Today more than ever

when men are working

especially hard, a bottle

of SCHLITZ brings wel-

come relaxation at the

end of the day.

JUST

THE kiss

OF THE HOPS

...no bitterness

THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS
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Tests by doctors prove—

Camay is really mild

Romantic new softness, fresher beauty,

for your skin—with just me cake of Camay!
Yes, lovelier skin comes as quickly as that,

when you give up careless methods and

go on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet. Doctors

tested this mild care on over 100

complexions—on skin like yours. And
with the very first cake of Camay, most

complexions simply bloomed—fresher

and clearer and lovelier!

. . . it cleanses without irritation

These tests are your proof of Camay’s

mildness... your proof it can benefit the

skin. "Camay is really mild,” confirmed

the doctors, "it cleansed without irritation.”

So why don't you try this tested beauty

care . . . and see what striking

improvement just one cake of Camay
can bring to your skin!

... go on the

Camay Mild-Soap Diet

Take only one minute—each night and

morning. Cream that mild Camay lather

over your face—with special attention

to nose and chin. Rinse warm. Give

oily skin a final C-O-L-D splash. Start

tonight! And watch your skin take on

glorious new freshness, softer charm—
with just one cake of Camay!

Mrs. Charles W. Diehl, Jr., Minneapolis

Lovely . .
.
gossamer wedding veil framing

her Camay complexion! "You’ll find

exciting new beauty for your skin, too,” she

confides, "with your very first cake of Camay’.’

Cherish Camay—precious.war mate-
rials go into soap, so it’s patriotic to

use the last sliver—every bit!

Softer,

Smoother Skin

with just One Ca ke

amay



GIRL.: Cupid dear . . . isn’t that a sort of silly question?

CLP III: Silly? Listen, Child: My business is Romance.

And the way you let those boys skate off

without you . . . well, it isn’t so good for business.

GIRL: Let them skate off? How could I

stop them? I’m no glamour girl!

CIJPID: You could have tried smiling at them!

Even a plain girl can be pretty when she smiles.

GIRL: Not this plain girl, Cupid. My teeth—honest,

I’m a one-woman dimout. I brush iny teeth every—

CLPID: Ever see “pink” on your tooth brush?

GIRL: Well, yes, but . .

.

GIRL: But we were talking about my smile! Not my—

CLPID: Listen, Child . . . Ipana Tooth Paste and massage

were born to help your smile ! Massaging a little

extra Ipana on your gums when you brush your teeth

helps your gums to healthier, ruddier firmness.

And healthier gums mean sounder teeth, a brighter

smile . . . and somebody to hold your hat while you skate!

Get started on a brighter smile today, Baby!

CLPID: ...you ignore it! By the Everlasting

Double-Ring Ceremony, Child! Don’t you know that tinge

of “pink” is a warning to see your dentist right away?

I'M

GIRL: But-

CLPID: ... because he may say your gums have gotten

tender, robbed of exercise by soft, modern foods. And he

may suggest “the helpful stimulation of Ipana and massage.”

Product of Bristol-Myers

IPANA AND MASSAGE



Published In

this space
every month

The greatest

star of the

screen

!

NATIONAL
VELVET

IN TECHNICOLOR.

This month’s col-
umn should really
be called “The
Audiences Roar”.
In the twenty years
that this leonine
toastmaster has
been introducing
films, we have yet
to experience an
audience reaction
like that revealed at
the previews of “National Velvet”.

•
+

National Velvet” is a baby we’re
proud of—almost proudest of. It is

something!

The story is as simple as an alphabet.
The suspense mounts like Everest.
You’ll just love it.

It’s the kinship with the characters that
makes it. You just want to see “Velvet”
win out.
. , , .

After you ve seen it you may stop per-
fect strangers in the street and say
“Have you seen ‘National Velvet’ ?”

You may get some dirty looks at first,

but after those people have gone to the
picture they may come around and
thank you.

What is it that makes this picture so
great? Surely it’s not just a horse
race—even though the Grand National
steeplechase—done as it’s done— is a
high spot in all entertainment annals.

No. It’s what’s behind every action.
It’s in the playing—in the direction-
in the production.

That’s why Clarence Brown, the direc-
tor, has reason to be proud. “National
Velvet” is enough to allow anyone to
rest on laurels. And that goes for Pandro
Berman, the producer.

+
Mickey Rooney, as the
trainer of “Pi”, gives
an acting performance
that outranks every-
thing he has ever done
on the screen.

Dear Us! What super-
latives! But we can’t
help it. We’ll have to
go even further. Eliza-
beth Taylor’s perform-
ance means her dis-
covery.

.

Enid Bagnold’s best-selling novel could
not have been entrusted to a more
excellent supporting cast. Special men-
tion for Donald Crisp, Anne Revere,
Angela Lansbury, Jackie Jenkins,
Arthur Treacher.

England’s “green and pleasant land” is

so beautiful in Technicolor. And the
screen play by Theodore Reeves and
Helen Deutsch is exceptionally right.

It has greatness—charm—excitement.
It has our absolute recommendation

—

That’s “Velvet ”
! Jlea

L_)
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“NATIONAL VELVET” IS ONE OF THE FINEST

PICTURES WE HAVE EVER MADE...AND WE’VE

BEEN MAKING THEM FOR TWENTY YEARS.

A CLARENCE BROWN Production
Based on the Novel "National Velvet" by fnid Bagnold

STARRING

MICKEY ROONEY
with

DONALD CRISP • ELIZABETH TAYLOR

ANNE REVERE-ANGELA LANSBURY-JACKIE JENKINS

ARTHUR TREACHER . Directed by CLARENCE BROWN
Produced by PANDRO S. BERMAN • Screen Play by Theodore

Reeves and Helen Deutsch • A Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Picture



INSIDE STUFF

New-weds at La Rue: Colonel Elliott Roosevelt and his bride, Faye Emerson

PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK

up#ia8$ 3m the News: Of course the
most excitement that Hollywood
had in many a moon was the

Faye Emerson-Elliott Roosevelt mar-
riage—and you can bet Faye is still

the most excited girl anywhere.
Positively beaming all over the place.

Faye didn’t get to meet her “in-

laws,” the President and First Lady
of the United States, until Christmas.
She and Elliott spent a few days at

the White House. Her picture sched-
ule made it impossible for her to

leave right quick. There were added
scenes for “Hotel Berlin” to make
before a trip was possible. And is

Warners’ face red! Faye had, up to

becoming a member of the Presi-
dent’s family, appeared in thirteen

pictures for that studio. In many of

them she played a ba-ad girl! Some
are yet to be released! But how
were Warners to know they’d have
F.D.R.’s daughter-in-law in their

midst all of a sudden? They might
have guessed, though, because this

romance started a year ago when
Elliott was in Hollywood. He asked
Johnny Meyers (Errol Flynn’s pal)

to take him through the studios. On
the second set he met Faye Emerson
and there his tour ended. However,
no one was more surprised over the
wedding than a certain pretty Cap-
tain in the WACs who really thought
she might be his bride. Faye left a
broken heart behind her in the per-
son of Bob Anderson, whom she’d
been seeing much of before the sur-
prising (to most) and hectic nuptials!

Cal's Town: The Tommy Dorsey-
Alan Smiley-Pat Dane-Jon Hall fra-

cas is ended—all but that plastic

mask over Jon’s rehabilitated nose

—

but the rumors that float around
town as to why Jon couldn’t or
wouldn’t prosecute or testify damag-
ingly are really frightening. Any-

' way Cal’s glad it’s over and done
1 with and we wager Frances Lang-
i

M ford is too . . . Speaking of court
trials, Olivia de Havilland won an-
other victory over Warners in the

Second District Court of Appeals
. . . The town was shocked over
Laird Cregar’s sudden death at the
age of twenty-eight and at the very
beginning of a great future. Perhaps
the shedding of too much poundage
may have caused the heart attack

that ended his life a few days after

a hernia operation. Cal recalls the
last time he talked to Laird. We
were lunching at a comer table in

the dining room at Twentieth Cen-
tury-Fox when Laird wandered in,

spied us and sat down. Tony Quinn
came strolling in a little later and
joined the party. The bartering that

went on between Laird and Tony
over the purchase of a huge bed
that Tony had for sale was worth
listening to. We were amused, too,

at the look of almost childish dis-

appointment on Laird’s face when
the waitress set before him the
smallest cream puff imaginable.

“Haven’t you a larger one?” he
asked, almost wistfully. Perhaps the
desire for a bigger dessert was a
throw-back to those awful years of

1939 and 1940 when Laird was hun-
gry and homeless, sleeping in the
backs of sedans, eating when friends
came to his aid. We were there at

the old El Capitan Theater the night
Laird electrified audiences in his

first professional stage role, “Oscar
Wilde.” Although we’d seen Robert
Morley rn the role in New York, Cal
had to admit this young man out-
shone the English actor.

Sad, too, about young Douglas Mc-
Phail, whom Lawrence Tibbett once
called the greatest young baritone
he’d ever heard. Cal remembers
the first time he saw Douglas on the
screen, and the last time, in “Seven
Sweethearts.” His marriage to Betty
Jaynes was over and so were his am-
bitions. He ( Continued on page 6)



"It's practically a riot when a hero comes
hack to the girl he didn’t leave behind him!”

UteluM.

•In public--she ' s his
'~***

sweetheart--and how the

public will love it!

When that collapsible boat

expands--they almost scuttle

the subway and will surely

shuffle away the blues

!

What a gay 'dog' MacMurray

is--and has! No wonder

Claudette's worried!

A hero who'd put the Japs

on the spot finds himself

on the spot--like this!

In private--she ' s his

problem even with 'the other

fellow' out of the picture!

A fox-hole was never like

this--but beds bore him af-

ter what he's been through!

Paramount
presents

She’s the loveliest mistake

a man ever kissed!

He didn t want to love her

—but the way she kisses

is terrific!

It's a laughing, loving

riot that hands a man a
sweetheart when he isn't

looking.

with GIL LAMB • CECIL KELLAWAY
ROBERT BENCHLEY • JANE FRAZEE • MIKHAIL RASUMNY

A MITCHELL LEISEN Production
Written by Norman Krasna

Directed by MITCHELL LEISEN



Yon can have

Try Glover’s Famous

3-WAY MEDICINAL
TREATMENT

O vernight—you’ll see and feel

the difference ! One application

will convince you! Glover’s

leaves your hair softer, radiant,

sparklingly high-lighted, with

added loveliness, no matter what
style hair-do you like best. Try
all three Glover’s preparations—

Glover’s Mange Medicine, fam-

ous since 1876 — GLO-VER
Beauty Shampoo — Glover’s Im-

perial Hair Dress ! Try them
separately, or in one complete

treatment. Ask at any Drug
Store, today

!

TRIAL SIZE—send Coupon for

all three products in hermeti-

cally-sealed bottles, packed in

special carton , with complete in-

structions for the 3-VTay over-

night treatment, and useful FREE
booklet, "The Scientific Care of

Scalp and Hair

Apply with massage for DAN-
DRUFF, ANNOYING SCALP and

excessive FAILING HAIR.

I—Apply Glover’s
Mange Medicine,
with massage, for
Dandruff, Annoy-
ing Scalp, exces-
sive Falling Hair.

2 — For soft, lus-

trous hair, use Glo-
Ver Beauty Sham-
poo in hard or soft
water.

3—Use Glover’s Im-
perial Non-alcoholic
and Antiseptic Hair
Dress. The delicate
scent lingers.

Glover's, 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 553, New York I, N. Y. !

Send "Complete Trial Application" package in plain |

wrapper by return mail, containing Glover’s Mange •

Medicine. Glo-Yer Beauty Shampoo and Glover's
J

Imperial Hair Dress, in hermetically-sealed bottles. 1

with informative FREE booklet. I enclose 25c.

1

Name
1

Address •

1

Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on
|

receipt of 10c to cover postage and packing. •

,
1

foal

INSIDE STUFF

Big-timer at a big-time premiere: Clark
Cable stops to chat with the usherette

( Continued, from page 4)

drank too much and seemed not to

be able to combat it. And now at

thirty-eight he’s dead by his own hand.

Death can take them young, too young,
in Hollywood.

News of Our Boys: To be an actor,

a good one, a fellow has to be a pretty

emotional and sometimes a pretty sen-

sitive fellow. That’s why some of our
boys are finding it hard to adjust them-
selves so suddenly to the rigors and
demands of military life.

Donald O’Connor, for instance, never
knew any life outside show business

from his early toddling days. He never
attended public school, played football

on the corner lot with the gang, or had
a chance to learn how to mix with boys
outside show business.

Today Donald is a very sick boy
confined to a hospital in Santa Ana
in the nervous fatigue ward. Donald is

just as ill as those boys who have suf-

fered overseas—mentally groping for

adjustment, longing with every breath

to be allowed to do the thing he knows
best—to entertain anywhere, at the
front, any front, any time.

Two comers and a captain: Jane Wyman,
her Captain Ronald Reagan and June
Allyson at the “Thirty Seconds” premiere

Naturally, civilians have no say in

this matter, as military authorities
know what the rules are, but Holly-
wood can’t help but feel if Donald
were permitted at least to try enter-
taining, here or abroad, a good lad
might be saved from serious illness and
many boys would profit from it. As it

is, he is contributing nothing to the war
effort and suffering because of it.

In the same ward was musician Dave
Rose, Judy Garland’s ex-husband.
Perhaps if Dave (more sensitive than
Rooney), had been given the same op-
portunity as Mickey, to lead a band
overseas, his nerves would never have
given way. As it is now, he is recov-
ering slowly and will probably be back
on duty by this time.

Lt. (j.g.) John Howard returned to

Hollywood for a brief visit after two
years overseas on a mine sweeper. He
was thin, nervous • and not the least

interested m food. His aunt, Mrs. Eliza-

beth Hill who runs the little hat shop
near Photoplay, told us of John’s strug-
gle to readjust himself to a life that
even now seems foreign to him. And it

only seems yesterday John and Hedy
Lamarr were going to movies together.

Lt. Howard is now a naval instructor

at Cornell University, but expects to be
sent overseas again very shortly. In-
teresting, too, that John received the
Navy Cross for his work in command-
ing a ship under fire and aiding in the
rescue of his crew.

Sgt. George Reeves tells an amusing
story on himself. While he was still a
civilian he went over to Fort Roach to

make several training films. The first

week after his induction George was
sent to study some films showing a sol-

dier going through the manual of arms.
To Reeves’ amazement he discovered
he was sitting there watching himself

(Continued on page 8)
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Triple Color-Blending”
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Face Powder Shades

The warm, rich, luscious color in face powder

that you’ve always longed for . . . created for

you by an amazing French process, exclusive

in America with Bourjois.

Evening in Paris is truly the face pow-

der of your dreams . . . smooth, long-clinging,
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new beauty powder, and learn why it is said

"to make a lovely lady even lovelier

. . . Evening in Paris face powder."
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Dorothy Lamour, hostessing at the Wynn
Rocamora party, and Zachary Scott

(Continued from page 6)

on the screen teach himself in the
audience.

Sgt. Reeves is a member of the
“Winged Victory” troupe and will soon
be seen in that film.

“Him no longer ride elephants, him
ride bombers,” a friend of Sabu’s told

Cal recently. And what’s more, the lad
from India, a belly-gunner in a bomber,
has completed his eighth Pacific mis-
sion. Two of them were over Leyte.
Navy Lt. Wayne Morris came back

to Hollywood on a short leave to see
for the first time his six-months-old
daughter Pam. Wayne is now an ace,
having shot down his seventh Jap plane.
The former actor is a member of the
15th Carrier Squadron, called “The
Fabulous 15th,” because its members
together have accounted for 350 enemy
planes so far. Wayne was one of the
first Hollywood actors to enlist.

On Love: The Bob Huttons have a
strange design for marriage, it seems
to Cal. “We’ll wait till we’ve been mar-
ried a year, or maybe longer, before we
decide whether we want to stay to-
gether” is their decision.

Glimpsed a happy bride and groom
driving out the bridal path in Beverly
Hills a day or two after their wedding.
Through their rear window Cal could
see a very blonde head (hair all done
up on top, too) nestled close up to the
driver of the car. When we were side-
by-side we glanced again at the car.

It was Veronica Lake snuggled up to

Andre De Toth and the look of happi-
ness on Veronica’s face almost blinded
us. What a change has come over that
girl through love. You wouldn’t know
the hot-tempered, unmanageable
Veronica of yore.



INSIDE STUFF

Present too: Bonita Granville and Photo-
play’s Editorial Director, Fred Sammis

Comments: Paul Hesse’s lavish color

pictures on Maureen O’Hara have won
her the Woman’s Home Companion’s
vote for the most beautiful woman in

Hollywood. And what a beautiful home
companion, too. . . .

Olivia de Havilland lost ten pounds
with pneumonia in the Fiji Islands and
looks more beautiful than ever. What a
jinx has hounded Livvie this past year
in work, love and health. . . .

That pipe Lana Turner is smoking is

a chic affair designed to hold loose

cigarette tobacco. But what about that

cigar Cal saw a prominent Hollywood
woman smoking at a night club the
other night? Brother, that even smelled
like the real thing.

Sonny and Suits: Sonny Tufts can
claim to be the world’s most-dressed
man. He started at dawn the other day
in a 1910 outfit for “Miss Susie Slagle.”

Next switch was to an Army uniform
for “Duffy’s Tavern.” Then he got into

1885 Western garb to make tests for

“The Virginian.” When he got home
(in slacks) Mrs. T. told him they were
going to a formal dinner party—and
to rush into his tux!

Shhh! Gossip!: Ran into Van Johnson
in Ann Meredith’s beauty shop and felt

darned sorry for him. Due to his red
hair and very light lashes it is abso-
lutely necessary, and studio orders, that
he have his lashes dyed every so often
for the camera. Otherwise, he’d have
no expression on the screen. So, once in

a while when we’d pop into Meredith’s
to get our latest dish of gossip (yep, we
have our operators everywhere) there
would be Van.
Knowing it would cause him endless

embarrassment, we pretended not to
notice, even when such delectable

Are you in the know?

You’re on thin ice, complexion-wise, with-

out a daily workout. If you’d be a pretty

Kitty, get that out-of-doors glow ... it

makes your skin look smoother, clearer.

And you needn’t skip those skating sessions

on certain days. Moderate exercise is help-

ful—and comfortable, with Kotex. For Kotex
gives you the kind of softness that doesn’t

just "feel” soft at first touch. Unlike flimsy

napkins, Kotex stays soft

while wearing. You get hours
of chafeless comfort with

Kotex sanitary napkins.

Would you say this character was—
Slightly balmy

Learning sign language

Getting glamour-hands

Time on your hands is well spent. Glamour-

hands can be yours by faithfully massag-

ing each finger with a softening cream.

(Pretend you’re smoothing on a snug

glove.) Shrewd grooming helps to banish

self-consciousness. So, too, on calendar

days, self-consciousness departs when you’re

shrewd enough to choose Kotex. Kotex is

different from thick, stubby napkins be-

cause Kotex has flat, tapered ends that

don’t show. So no revealing lines can

ruffle your smoothness, your poise.

Try this often, if you aim to be-
ll] A good skate

A pretty Kitty

Queen of the Ice Follies

More women choose KOTEX*

"than all other

sanitary napkins pat together

When weeding out wayward eyebrows

—

weep no more, my lady. Just follow the

routine given above. (All three answers

are correct.) By the way, did you
know that Kotex offers three answers

to napkin needs? Yes, only Kotex
comes in three sizes—for different women,
different days. There’s Regular, Junior and

Super Kotex. And all three sizes of Kotex

have that special 4-ply safety center that

gives you extra protection.

For fearless tweezing, should you—
Soften brows with hot water

Spread skin taut

Use quick, firm pull
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Gay and thoughtful: Diana Lynn and Helmut Dantine

items as Kay Williams came
along with him. And then one
night a certain radio com-
mentator spilled the beans
and in such a way as to make
it appear Van was indulging
in some personal vanity. So
this notice is just to straight-

en things out and to clear

Van, who was acting only on
the camera’s demands. And
here’s a tip to Van. Hope,
who does the job, couldn’t

have been more miserable
over the broadcast. She has
never once mentioned Van’s
visits. . . .

Incidentally we saw Kay
Williams at a party given
Col. Elliott Roosevelt just be-
fore his marriage to Faye
Emerson. We thought Kay
looked awfully wistful when
the name Clark Gable was mentioned
to her by another friend.

“How is Clark?” she asked without
even trying to hide the loneliness in her
voice.

“Clark?” we said. “Thought it was
Van Johnson and you as a steady two-
some.”

To our relief she laughed, “You call

one postcard from Van while in Mexico
for three weeks and no dates since his

return a romance?” she asked.
By the way, we heard under cover

Clark is seeing Virginia Bruce again.

But a friend of Clark’s told us confi-

dentially the last thing Mr. Gable

wants in this world is to

get married. And what’s
more, he isn’t getting married.
Well, Cal could tell you a
story about that, too, but it’s

too long and besides, true as
it is, you wouldn’t believe it.

Lana for the Defense: To
j

be loved by Lana Turner
is to be loved forthrightly,

and by one unafraid to cham-
pion the cause of her man.
When a writer recently took
a poke or two at Turhan Bey
in print, Lana telephoned to

explain that she felt the jibes

were due to the writer’s not
j

understanding Turhan, and
so, sensibly and logically (but
still close to tears, don’t for-

get), Lana “explained” her
man. She painted a new pic-

ture of the young Turk for those (and
that writer included) who might rea-
sonably misunderstand, stressing his

gentlemanliness, his breeding, his
straightforward thinking, his lack of

awe at Hollywood, his fine sense of

humor, his bewilderment at Holly-
wood’s determination to misunderstand

For heart-stirring lips,

IRRESISTIBLE PINK ORCHID, a

brilliant, lustrous, high-voltage pink . .

.

new favorite in a lipstick famous for

color flattery. Non-drying, longer-lasting

thanks to Irresistible's secret WHiP-TEXTing

process. Matching rouge and powder.

the

bride-to-be
10c - 25c
SIZES

NEW SWIVEL
CASE



him. And she did her work so well,

there will be no more rumors un-
founded on fact from that quarter.

Cal, who knows and likes Turhan
Bey well, would like to go on record as

confirming Lana’s analysis one hundred
per cent.

Baby Data: Rita Hayworth and Orson
Welles are Ma and Pa and it’s a

daughter. They didn’t care whether it

was a boy or a girl—but were just

crazy for the infant to arrive. And
Rita plans on taking a long rest away
from Hollywood before she even thinks

about making a picture. Speaking
of new arrivals, the Dana Andrews
have a son born about a week before

Christmas. When Dana asked his little

boy what he’d like—a little brother or

a sister—the child answered, “What
else is there?”

Pin-ups Again: Betty Grable, being
good-natured as all git-out, went over
to the studio one afternoon and in one
single session in the portrait gallery

posed for no less than seventy pictures.

And the cameramen say that she made
a bunch of pin-ups that are even more
successful than that sensational bathing

i suit picture of last year—remember?
One of the gowns they whipped up for

Betty to wear in her new picture had
ij eyes popping all over the lot. It is made
entirely of mink skins—tacked loosely

so that they dangle like fringe when
she walks. Underneath is pale pink
chiffon over a flesh-colored slip—so it

looks as if there were nothing under the
minks but Betty! But of course it only
looks that way. And it has everybody
looking twice—and then twice more!

Chatter: All of June Haver’s V-mail
is going to Farley Granger these days
. . . Irene Dunne is putting a lot of

money into a new cosmetic firm . . .

Sight of the month: Sydney Green-
street driving up to the premiere of

“The Very Thought Of You” in the
sidecar of a motorcycle. Didn’t know
they built ’em that big! . . . Another
sight to see is Sonny Tufts doing his

imitations of just about everybody in

Hollywood—even Veronica Lake. That
one has his co-workers on the set in

stitches . . . Garbo and her boy friend
Gaylord Hauser are about to start a
health farm in upper New York State
. . . There are a hundred and ninety-
one pages of script for “Weekend At
The Waldorf,” but Lana Turner and
Ginger Rogers, both in the film, never
meet face to face in it. Lana is keeping
a scrapbook of World War II for her
daughter Cheryl. And there are two
hundred pages in it already . . . Lt. Bob
Preston wrote his wife that after he
briefs his pilots in France, he feeds
them self-made soup—and they love it

. . . Martha Raye and her new spouse,
Nick Condos, having verbal tiffs right
out loud in public places . . . Evelyn
Keyes and Director Charles Vidor
didn’t make their reconciliation pan
out, either. And they’ll be telling it to
a judge. Evelyn’s new interest is an
Army captain . . . Frankie-boy Sinatra
got back to Hollywood just in time to
celebrate his birthday—so Nancy tossed

‘,4 -
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This is your perfume. A joyous

fragrance, light as your heart on a

gala night, and fun to wear! A

perfume that stirs the mind like

the rhythm of a dance . . . and,
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GOODBYE DULL DRAB SKIN

!

Make the “PATCH TEST”!
See and feel this exciting difference!

Dry Rough Flakes Disappear! Skin Takes

on Instant New Freshness ! New Clarity

!

I
n just 30 seconds— half a minute
—you can prove Lady Esther

Face Cream, the most beautifying

face cream you have ever used

!

Just make the “Patch Test”! Rub
a little Lady Esther Face Cream
on one cheek—wipe it off—and look

in your mirror! See how that patch

of skin has taken on radiant new
freshness! Touch it! Feel how the

dry rough flakes are gone!

Now imagine your whole face

refreshed that way! Your whole
face instantly beautified— by a sin-

gle application of Lady Esther Face
Cream! Here’s what this one cream
does: (1) It thoroughly cleans your

skin. (2) It softens your skin. (3)

It helps nature refine the pores.

(4) It leaves a smooth, perfect base
for powder. The proof of all this is

right in your mirror! Just make the

“Patch Test”—and compare!
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INSIDE STUFF

Cheek-to-cheek : Virginia Mayo and Mich-
ael O’Shea at Press Photographers’ Ball

him a big shindig at the house. That’s

the kind of partying they like best

—

it always winds up with a jam-session.
And it always winds up with Nancy’s
doing most of the cooking herself. She’s

really a great cook!

We Remember Lupe: The maid opened
the door and asked us to step upstairs.

There, in the half-moon-shaped black
and silver bed in which she died sev-
eral years later by her own hand, lay

the Mexican spitfire Lupe Velez. “Seet
down,” she cried. “I don’ feel so good
so I stay here, eh?”
We remember the almost childlike

naivete of her that day, rising from her
bed to scream down to the gardener to

verify her statement that she and she

alone had painted her swimming pool.

Still not satisfied, the cook, the secre-

tary, the chauffeur and neighbor’s boy
must be brought in to prove her story,

one we never doubted in the first place.

She talked of love that day. There
was an ache in her voice. We knew
almost instinctively what it was

—

memory of the first and great love that

she could never forget. The man’s
name was Gary Cooper.
As we came to know her better we

learned many things about Lupe. That
(Continued on page 14)



Listerine Antiseptic
• . . for oral hygiene
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hung on herself the "Dont Disturb’’'’ sign. Because
, after men found out
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such a charming girl otherwise.

You can’t always be sure whether or not you have halitosis (bad breath)*.
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INSIDE STUFF

Ladies-fair: Gene Tierney who wears her
“Heart” in initials—and Ann Miller

(Continued from page 12)

great pride and sensitiveness hidden
behind a strident voice, a laughing
front and an I-don’t-care attitude, that

fooled so many. It was that same pride
and sensitiveness that, as sure as Fate,

killed Lupe Velez several years later.

It began the day Gary left her to join

Dorothy di Frasso for a big game hunt
in Africa. Nothing seemed to matter
much after that. She slipped into B
pictures because—well, it didn’t matter,
really. She slipped in and out of mar-
riage to Johnny Weissmuller, a mar-
riage punctuated with violent quarrels
and disagreements. The color began to

fade and the light to dim in Lupe Velez
the day Gary walked out of her home.
But pride would never let her admit it.

They were like two playful animals
together, the big gangling cowboy and
this little Mexican fireball, as unin-
hibited as a monkey, fighting and
scratching and howling with laughter.
It is odd, recalling the tremendous vi-

tality of her, to think of her dying in

that huge bed, desperately alone, with
the fire of her burned to ashes.

After Gary married, his wife and
Lupe became fast friends for a while,

as if each recognized the bond between
them. And then Mrs. Cooper went on
to other friends and Lupe on to other
beaus, Eric Remarque, Big Boy Wil-
liams, Arturo de Cordova—but none
really mattered. It was only at those
Friday-night fights at the American
Legion Stadium that the old Lupe
blazed forth, a volcano of action. In

fact, the audience had a difficult time
watching the contestants for Lupe put
on a much better show.
The Friday after her death an un-

(Continued on page 16 )
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i\ently Wise

It’s a smart gal who insists on the

best in a permanent— because she

has to live with it a long time.

The same applies to the Bob Pins

DeLong Bob Pins are the perma-

nent answer.They have a StrongerQrip

and an indestructible way about

them, holding your hair-do firmly

when your permanent is only a

beautiful memory . .

.

StrongerGrip
IVon t Slip Out

Quality ^Manufacturers for Over 50 years

BOB PINS HAIR PINS SAFETY PINS

SNAP FASTENERS STRAIGHT PINS

HOOKS a EYES HOOK & EYE TAPES
SANITARY BELTS

1 INSIDE STUFI

Exclusive-for-each-other smiles: The Dick Haymeses at Slapsie Maxie’s

Ssh: It’s Jon Hall and his wife Frances Langford dining at Ciro

(Continued from page 14)
precedented ev°nt took place in that
stadium. Her chair was carefully roped
off and before the main event, the im-
mense audience rose to its feet while
taps was sounded for little Lupe.
Hollywood loved her. The grips, the

carpenters, the secretaries, the pub-
licity boys, the actors who worked with
her, the shopgirls, the dressmakers,
beauty parlor operators and the press
—that same American press she
thanked so touchingly in her farewell
note.

The housekeeper had gone in to

awaken her for breakfast and knew by
the strange stillness of her body, so

small in that odd black and silver bed,
that Lupe was dead. She would have
been a mother in five months and the
man she loved, Harold Ramond, had
not married her.

She first saw Ramond while visiting

the “Frenchman’s Creek” set. Her ro-

mance with de Cordova was then ;

its peak and Lupe was a frequent vis

tor on the set, stormily on his side i

the set-tos with Joan Fontaine.
Lupe remembered the handsorr

Ramond, who claimed to be a Frenc
actor, but who subsequently proved
be an Austrian, so when Arturo ar

Lupe parted, she telephoned Ramor
who was flattered at the call from :

famous a star. And Lupe, anxious
find security in home and love, soc

found herself seeing the handson
actor almost nightly.

And then came the day Lupe ar

her doctor told him, and he insisted tl

marriage be delayed. Had she bet

less naive, more scheming, Lupe wou
have been living today. But Lupe hi

never learned to scheme or conniv

Lupe had never bargained for succe

with her love. Lupe had been ju

Lupe and the town will miss her, n

just for a day or two but for always.
16



LEAVES YOUR HAIR SO LUSIROIIS, YET SO EASY TO MANAGE!

Smart, new combination . . . checks and stripes worn together!
A blouse of crisp rayon over a sweater of soft, warm cotton and
wool. Her lovely hair, swept up from her face in an unusual
new center-part arrangement, owes its shining smoothness to
Drene with Hair Conditioner. No other shampoo leaves hair so
lustrous, yet so easy to manage!

Only Drene

with Hair Conditioner reveals

up to 33% more lustre than soap

. . . yet leaves hair so easy to

arrange, so alluringly smooth!

Does your hair look dull,

slightly mousy?

No wonder—if you’re washing it with cake

soap or liquid soap shampoo! Because soap

of any sort leaves a soap film which dulls

lustre, robs your hair of glamour! Change

to Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioner!

Drene never leaves any dulling film. That’s

why it reveals up to 33% more lustre!

Does your hair-do require

constant fiddling?

Men don’t like this business of running

a comb through your hair in public! Fix

your hair so it stays put! And remember

Drene with Ilair Conditioner leaves hair

wonderfully easy to manage, right after

shampooing! No other shampoo leaves

hair so lustrous, yet so easy to arrange!

Sssssshhhhh!
But have you dandruff?

Too many girls have! And what a pity.

For unsightly dandruff can be easily con-

trolled ifyou shampoo regularly with Drene.

Drene with Hair Conditioner removes

every trace of embarrassing dandruff the

very first time you use it!

HAIR CONDITIONER

^GuaralTeed by\ Product of Procter & Gamble

l Good Housekeeping

MAKE A DATE WITH

Tonight . . . don’t put it off . . . shampoo your hair the new glamour
way! Use Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioner! Get the combi-
nation of beauty benefits only this wonderful improved shampoo
can give! I*'' Extra lustre. . . up to 33% more than with soap or

soap shampoos! V Manageable hair . . . easy to comb into smooth
shining neatness! ts Complete removal of dandruff! Insist on Drene
Shampoo with Hair Conditioner, or ask your beauty shop to use it.
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IT IS THAT IVORY LOOK. ..YOU CAH HAVE IT, TOO...

It's a promise! Your complexion can be smoother,

softer, lovelier. Look at Baby Betty's kissable

cheek—and take her beauty tip. Just change from

careless complexion care to regular, gentle

cleansings with that pure, mild cake of Ivory Soap.

More doctors advise Ivory for your complexion than

all other brands put together! No facial soap

on earth can bring you more beauty. Ivory contains

no coloring, medication or strong perfume that

might irritate your skin. Try Ivory care today

...and watch your skin start to glow

—

with that Ivory Look!
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THANALL OTHER BRANDS PUT TOGETHER
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Make your Ivory go further. The
ingredients that go into soap
have vital war uses.
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A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good: two checks, very good; three checks, outstanding

W The Keys Of The Kingdom (20th Century-Fox)

P
OWERFULLY moving and tenderly
touching, is A. J. Cronin’s story of the

humble and seemingly misfit priest who
accepts a post in China and endures
through plague and revolution, scorn and
isolation, with the combined qualities of

the true Christian—strength and humility.
Gregory Peck breathes into Father

Francis Chisholm the character and hu-
manness of the priest who renounced all

comfort and offers made through false

Christianity, all easy detours to a world
of ease, to choose the harder, rougher,
but truer path. His is a splendid charac-
terization and one that will definitely

establish him as an actor, but we sincerely

hope that it will not limit his abilities

through typing.

The atmosphere of China has seldom
been caught so realistically. His first hum-
ble abode and later his church and mis-
sion, the paths and lanes and village, the

people of every type who live there, have
been done with a restraining and under-
standing touch.
The pompous stuffiness of Vincent Price

as Rev. Angus Mealy is fitting contrast to
the more humble Father Chisholm. Thomas
Mitchell as the doctor friend, Rosa Strad-
ner as Mother Maria-Veronica and Ed-
mund Gwenn as Rev. Hamish MacNab,
turn in about as fine performances as
you’ll see in a long time.
In earlier scenes are glimpsed Roddy

McDowall, Peggy Ann Garner, Jane Ball,

Ruth Nelson and Edith Barrett who, with
Ruth Ford and Sara Allgood as Sisters,

Leonard Strong as Chia and Philip Ahn as
Mr. Pao, complete a splendid cast that
contributes beautifully to a truly beautiful
story.

Your Reviewer Says: A spiritual feast of

entertainment.

W National Velvet (M-G-M)

LIERE is a magnificent story with heartn appeal, well directed, acted beyond
the dreamed-of capabilities of the players
and building heartbeat upon heartbeat to

the climax.
Here is a pieture to be enjoyed by every

member of the family, to be talked about,
thought about and loved for its hominess
and pathos.
And here, too, is one of Mickey Rooney’s

outstanding performances. Even those who
have never been a Rooney fan will agree
that in the role of the groping, rather
embittered and homeless kid who finds

shelter and hope in the home of a middle-
class English family, Mickey is terrific.

Elizabeth Taylor as Velvet, the little girl

of the family who wins a horse in a lottery
and through the encouragement of her
mother enters him in the Grand National,
is a wonderfully talented youngster among

a whole cast of unusually talented people.
Anne Revere as the mother turns in a
performance that simply glows in its

beauty. Angela Lansbury as the beau-
catching oldest daughter is a luscious and
delightful actress, while little Jackie Jen-
kins, the youngest of the family, naturally
and with the greatest ease, walks off with
his every scene.
But it’s in the little homey scenes, con-

versations and daily events that the pic-
ture excels, due undoubtedly to the superb
direction of Clarence Brown.
Donald Crisp as the father, Juanita

Quigley as Velvets sister, along with
Arthur Treacher and Reginald Owen, com-
plete the cast of the best picture of this

month.

Your Reviewer Says: Chalk this up as an
M-G-M winner.

^ I’ll Be Seeing You (Selznick International-UA)

THE heart will respond to this story with
* its two-fold purpose—to acquaint us with
the care and understanding soon to be
needed by our nerve-shattered boys, and
to entertain us with one of the sweetest
of love stories imaginable.
Ginger Rogers possesses a new depth

and sincerity as the girl “on furlough”
from prison and Joseph Cotten, the war-
shocked soldier, also on furlough, is given
a chance to establish two things—the fact
that he’s a fine actor in any department,
and a sure and definite place in the heart
of every feminine fan. In the scene when
a recurrence of his neurosis reaches out
to encompass him, he more than rates the
applause given him.
Shirley Temple seems to have found her-

self as the daughter of the family that

Ginger visits on her Christmas reprieve,
and for the first time since her comeback,
Shirley achieves a naturalness minus all

mannerisms. Or maybe her restrained
underplaying is due to the splendid direc-
tion of William Dieterle.
Tom Tully is our idea of a real family

man. It’s difficult to believe he’s really
playacting, and Spring Byington as his
wife is equally good. And a salvo of cheers
to the sets which keep Tully, the small-
town druggist, well within his means.
There’s an appeal about “I’ll Be Seeing

You” that’s difficult to describe, but you’ll
know, each of you who see it, exactly what
we mean.

Your Reviewer Says: A different approach
to the heart.

For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performances See Page 21

For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 124

For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 24

Inspirational: Rosa Stradner and Greg-
ory Peck in “The Keys Of The Kingdom”

In the race: Mickey Rooney and Eliz-

abeth Taylor in “National Velvet.”

Heart-warming: Ginger Rogers and
Joseph Cotten in “I’ll Be Seeing You”
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USE A 0/Mynf facet/ TO FLATTER

Sew rows of white

rickrack up the sides

and on the cuffs of

block gauntlet gloves

(last year's will do).

The result? A spring

suit pick-up for

mere pin money!

BE BRIGHT about your hands — use Campana Cream

Balm to keep them smooth and soft. Use a bright idea like these

^ Tomorrow, The World
(Lester Cowan-UA)

I T takes a child to lead us into full clear
' vision of what Germany’s tomorrow will
be unless drastic measures be taken at
peacetime, for in twelve-year-old Skippy
Homeier’s interpretation of a Nazi-bred
youth, we see clearly the future of the men
of Germany.
The story is more of a narrative march-

ing in a straight line from start to finish
than a play of unexpected plot develop-
ment, but as such carries a powerful,
cumulative suspense which has you sitting
on the edge of your chair once it really
gets under way.

Into the home of Fredric March, a pro-
fessor in an American school, comes his
sister’s child, young Homeier from Ger-
many, and with him all the racial hatred,
trickery, lying and underhandedness of his
Nazi training. Promptly the boy sets out
to break up the home and the community.
The boy gives a wonderful performance.

Agnes Moorehead is so good as the aunt.
Betty Field and Joan Carroll are excellent.
And March, as the liberal American who
finally finds murder in his heart, does one
of the best jobs of his career.

Your Reviewer Says: Let there be no com-
promise.

^ Hollywood Canteen
(Warners)

EVERY so often Warners splash out with
a great big star-studded musical. Every-

body, including Trigger the horse, roams
through this extravaganza.
The story is more or less a combination

history of the Canteen, the adventures of
two Purple Hearters who visit there, and
the part played by motion-picture celeb-
rities in the propagation of the work.
Frankly, we feel all service men who have
visited there—and over a million and a
half have—will feel that the glamour angle
and the overflowing cornucopia of stars
milling about is overdone. Newcomers to

the Canteen may very well feel an evening
that does not present all the stars gath-
ered there for the picture is a dull one.
Dane Clark as the Sergeant and Bob

Hutton as the Corporal who meets and
falls in love with Joan Leslie are the visit-

ing lads, and both are swell. The natural
boyish charm of Hutton is perfectly offset

by the brassy comicalness of Clark who is

one honey of an actor. Newcomer Janis
Paige looks mighty cute to us.

No doubt about it, customers will get
their money’s worth so far as a conglom-
eration of stars is concerned, and maybe
that’s what they want every so often.

Your Reviewer Says: Whopping!

W Can’t Help Singing
(Universal)

made-at-home gauntlets to dress them up! Campana Cream

Balm is the new lotion with lanolin that guards your skin so

effectively against dryness and roughness . .

that keeps your hands silken-surfaced in spite of

work and weather. Why be without it?

Campana Cream. Balm
RICH IN LANOLIN

250, 500

and $1

DEANNA DURBIN’S new picture is a
great big beautiful Technicolor doll

that walks, talks and sings Jerome Kern’s
tunes beautifully, but that’s about the sum
of it—gorgeous scenery, divine color and
an attempt at romance (that we for one
didn’t believe) in a picture structurally
weak. Why is it this story, good in theme
and idea, is so unbelievably executed?
Everything that could go into a picture has
gone in—but the real story, it seems.
Nevertheless, we urge you to see it, and

listen to the music, rejoice in the lavish

color and beauty of Deanna. As a dashing
romantic hero, Robert Paige is the most
harmless individual we’ve ever seen.

Akim Tamiroff and Leonid Kinsky at-



tempt comedy and occasionally achieve it.

Andrew Tombes, Ray Collins, June Vin-
cent, David Bruce and Thomas Gomez
complete a cast that didn’t even need to

be there—so overwhelming are its other
attributes. And what a pleasure it is to

see a plump heroine again.

Your Reviewer Says: Oh you beautiful doll!

^Guest in the House

( Stromberg—UA )

THIS is the exciting story of a devoted
couple who invite an ill, neurotic young

girl to be their house guest. Whereupon
they learn that there is literally no end to

the unhappiness, misunderstanding and
destruction that a neurotic can cause

—

and enjoy it!

Few pictures boast so many fine per-
formances. Anne Baxter as the guest in

the house has a haunting quality. Beneath
her lovely frailty always you sense her
will for power. Ralph Bellamy, the hus-
band who is a magazine illustrator with
a studio in his delightful country house,
is so darn warm and masculine that you
wonder where he’s been hiding his light

all this time. Ditto Ruth Warrick as the
wife who sees her happy home and family
being destroyed and does something about
it. There is, also, Aline MacMahon the
aunt, Jerome Cowan the family friend and
Scott McKay, the young doctor-brother
who is in love with the guest. And there is

Marie McDonald, eye-filling, gay and laugh
provoking, playing the model who lives

with the family while she poses for the
husband and fills the other house guest’s

heart with fearful jealousy.

Your Reviewer Says: Never invite a neurotic
for the week end.

v'v'

Practically Yours
(Paramount)

A THOROUGHLY delightful and enjoy-
able comedy, polka-dotted with rare

bits of comedy, reunites Claudette Colbert

(Continued on page 115)

Best Pictures of the Month

National Velvet

Keys Of The Kingdom

Hollywood Canteen

Practically Yours

Best Performances

Mickey Rooney in

"National Velvet

”

Elizabeth Taylor in

"National Velvet”

Gregory Peck in

"Keys Of The Kingdom”

Dane Clark in

"Hollywood Canteen”

Bob Hutton in

"Hollywood Canteen”

Claudette Colbert in

"Practically Yours”

Fred MacMurray in
"Practically Yours”
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Take half a minute more

—

or that heavy date
may be a dud!

That's the smart girl! Wouldn’t he be a dis-

illusioned hero if you let underarm odor spoil

your evening — and shatter his dreams of

dainty-you. And you might never know what
happened!

Wonderful Mum to smooth on in a jif, even
after you’re dressed. Now you’re set. Yes, your
bath took care of past perspiration, and Mum
will protect underarms against risk of odor
to come.

The End of a Perfect Date . . . and the begin-
ning of a beautiful romance! Keep those stars

in your eyes, Mary. They’re as becoming as

your flower-fresh charm that lasts all evening.
Mum sure helps a girl get along!

mum’s QUICK— only 30 seconds to use Mum. Even after

you’re dressed. MUM’S SAFE — won’t irritate skin. Won’t in-

jure fine fabrics, says American Institute of Laundering.

MUM’S CERTAIN— works instantly. Keeps you bath-fresh for

a whole day or evening. Get Mum today.

For Sanitary Napkins — Mum is so gentle, safe, dependable that thousands

of women use it this way, too.

Product of Bristol-Myert

Mum fates f/te OcforoutofPersp/raf/on
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OLD
RUGS

cuu!l GlotUuUf

SA VE to %
It'S oil SO Easy! Free Catalog tells how ma-
terial is picked up at your door by Freight or
Express at our expense—how we shred, merge,

and reclaim valuable materials, picker, bleach,

card, spin, redye and weave into lovely, deep-
textured Broadloom Rugs woven Reversible for

double wear and luxury. Sizes to fit all rooms.

CHOICE: of popular solid colors, rich tweed
blends, 18th Century floral and leaf designs.

Early American, Oriental patterns, ovals.

FACTORY- to-You! You risk nothing by a

trial. Over two million customers. We have no
agents. Do as thousands of beauty-loving house-

wives have done—Write for Free Catalog.

r
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Our 71st Year! Chicago New York S'Fruco

Cary Grant, June
Duprez in “None
But The Lonely
Heart” rate cheers
from Gilda Lasko

SPEAK FOR YOURSELF

$10.00 PRIZE
Thanks, from Gl Joe

I

WENT to the movies last night. With
several hundred GI Joes I sat on the

cold, manure-splotched floor of a cow-
shed somewhere in Western Europe and
while barking 155 Long Toms rained death
on a nearby German city, enjoyed ? pic-

ture which in civilian life I wouldn’t have
crossed the street to see.

Over here, where we have learned to

place a high premium on anything that

reminds us of home, the doggies unani-
mously stamped “The Girl In The Case”
good entertainment—the same verdict

which millions of buddies all over this

continent had given to all the other pic-

tures shown by Special Services since that

day in June when we carved a chunk out
of the Normandy coastline. Some were A
pictures, some were B’s and some worse.
But all of them have done something for

GI Joe that not even letters from home
and good hot .chow could accomplish.

I’ll never forget the night they showed
“Step Lively” with Frank Sinatra. I went
to that show prepared to boo at the
hungry-looking idol of the bobby-socks
clan. Like my buddies, I walked out an
hour or so later firmly convinced that
Frankie “has something” after all. And,
when a war-weary, homesick Joe applauds
Sinatra—that, brother, is convincing proof
of what movies can do for the boys at the
front.

Pvt. Herbert W. Metcalf,
Somewhere in Europe

$5.00 PRIZE
No Sacrifice too Great

I READ the article on the U. S. Cadet
• Nurse Corps in December and I think
it is marvelous. One could never put into

words what the training is like, being with
people, taking care of them, knowing that

if they get well you played some small
part in their recovery. The reason I know
all this is that I am a Cadet Nurse.
To show what this work means to a

person, I’d like to tell you of my friend
who joined the Cadet Corps the same time
I did—September, 1943. In January she
began feeling sick and she continued work-
ing, seldom complaining. Finally, last

month, she became very ill and was
brought to the hospital. She had rheumat-
ic fever, a disease that affects the heart.

She had this since January. Do you know
the first thing she asked? “Will I be able
to continue with my work?” She will have
to stay in bed for almost a year, but she
plans to take up her work again next
September.

If this work can mean so much to one
girl, more than her health, what wonderful
work it must be.

Remember—we need more nurses!
c/n C. Moyer,

Houston, Tex.

$1.00 PRIZE
Plainly Poetic

I FEEL the need to cheer that at last
• Hollywood has come of age with the

advent of a truly brilliant motion picture.

I refer to the realistic and compelling
“None But The Lonely Heart.” All the

ugliness of poverty is brought sharply into

focus and yet the picture weaves a pattern

of pure poetry.
Cary Grant, turns in an unusually sensi-

tive and sincere portrait as Ernie Mott.

He is at all times dominant as the “black-

as-the-ace” searching for a noble, peaceful

life. Cheers, too, for Ethel Barrymore, the

new exciting personality June Duprez and
one of Hollywood’s best actors, George
Colouris. Owing to this truly adult fare,
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an inveterate theater-goer is beginning to

feel that the movies are beginning to face

reality without sacrificing dramatic value.

Gilda Lasko,
Philadelphia, Pa.

$1.00 PRIZE

"Them's Figh+in’ Words!"

IN the January issue I read and re-read
the ten-dollar prize letter and I have

come to this conclusion: “Them’s fightin’

words!” This Shinnston fan cannot under-
stand why women over twenty-one would
get excited over Eddie Ryan, William
Eythe, Richard Jaeckel, Van Johnson,
Robert Walker or Frank Sinatra.

Maybe it’s because these are the kind of

guys the women really like. Guys who
remind them of their own brothers, hus-
bands and boy friends. Guys who enjoy
movies, hot dogs, sodas, jive records, Satur-
day-night dances and a certain park bench.
Sure, Dekker, Gable, Montgomery and

Douglas are suave, sophisticated and hand-
some, but I’ll stick to the everyday guys of

the film world who are so like our own
personal guys on the battlefields, fighting

and dying to insure peace for us.

Mary Lou Betzweiser,
N. College Hill, O.

$1.00 PRIZE

He's a Jolly Good Sailor

I THOUGHT I’d write you a line or two
about my favorite movie star, Gene

Kelly. He is stationed with my brother-
in-law at San Diego, California, in the

Navy. Here are the exact words my
brother-in-law wrote me about him. “To-
day I worked an hour and a half with
Gene Kelly. He talked all the time. I

didn’t let on I knew who he was. He sure

is nice, just another one of us, and he
keeps all the boys laughing all the time.

We sure think he’s swell and if you didn’t

know who he was you’d think him just an
ordinary guy and not the great movie star.”

So I say three cheers for Gene Kelly
and all the great pictures he has made.

Billie Jo Farmer,
Kerman, Calif.

$1.00 PRIZE

Some More of "Janie"

I HAVE just seen “Janie” and in my
• opinion it is the best picture produced
in Hollywood for a long time!

Maybe I enjoyed it so much because I’m
the same age as Janie—sixteen. What
really sold me on the idea of seeing it was
a football game between two high schools.

Five kids were going around with big blue
(Continued on page 122)

PHOTOPLAY awards $10 first

prize, $5 second prize and $1 each
to every other letter published in

full. Your letters about stars or
movies in less than 200 words are

judged on the basis of clarity and
originality. Do not submit pre-

viously published material or ma-
terial that you are sending to other
publications. Plagiarism will be
punished to the full extent of the
law. Retain a copy of material
submitted, as we regret we are
not able to return unaccepted mate-
rial. Address your letter to “Speak
For Yourself,” PHOTOPLAY, 205
East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.
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Before After

"I lost 77 pounds in 6 months!"
—says Mrs. Jane Ende of Rock Island, III.

“Most women worry when their weight

goes up just a few pounds,” says Mrs.

Jane Ende. “Can you imagine, then, how
I felt—watching those scales go up ... UP
...UP! until I actually weighed 202. I

think my greatest jolt came when I went
to buy a dress and had to take a size 44.

Right then was when I decided to start the

DuBarry Success Course.”

The first six weeks she lost 30 pounds.

She kept right on and went through her

course again and again. Today she weighs
just 125—is slim, trim, attractive.

“Life is very different now” she declares.

“I look and feel as a young woman of 28

should. I can wear smart, stylish, youth-

ful dresses in size 14 instead of matronly
44. I have the pep and vitality to keep up
with and enjoy my two children. And I

know that following the DuBarry way, I

need never be overweight again.”

MRS. JANE ENDE S MEASUREMENTS TELL THE STORY

Before After Total Change
Weight 202 lbs. 125 lbs 77 lbs. less

Height 6'3V2
"

5'4M>" i"

Bust 42%" 341/2" 8" less

Abdomen 44" 32" 12" less

Hip 46" 34%" ll 1/^" less

Thigh 26y2" 20" 6 Vo" less

HOW ABOUT YOU? Precious days are
slipping away . . . days when you might be
discovering for yourself how to have a figure

you’re proud of, gain vital energy for strenu-

ous wartime living.

The DuBarry Success Course brings you an
analysis of your needs, then shows you how
to bring your weight to normal, care for your
skin, style your hair becomingly, use make-up
for glamour. You follow, in your home, the
very same methods taught by Ann Delafield
at the Richard Hudnut Salon in New York.

Why not use the coupon now to find

out what this course can do for you?

Accepted lor advertising In publications

ol the American Medical Association

t v

ANN delafield. Directing

RICHARD HUDNUT SALON

NEW YORK

With your Course, you receive a Chest

containing ageneroussupply ofDuBarry
Beauty and Make-up Preparations.

Richard Hudnut Salon
Dept. SQ-8, 693 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

Please send the booklet telling all about the

DuBarry Home Success Course.

Guaranteed by
uGood Housekeeping ,

It DCfCCTIVl OPSv
^i<OVtBTISLP

Name-

Street-

(
City- State-
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1 "WB GIRLS WHO ARE

' All-Out
can't be periodically

I
//

Getting a war job is easy; doing
it is what really counts. And that
once-a-month, all-in feeling does
not mix with everyday, all-out
effort. So call on Midol.
Take it at the very first sign of

menstrual pain. See how swiftly
it relieves functional suffering.
Eases cramps, soothes menstrual
headache, brightens you when
you’re “blue”!
Try Midol, and _

trust it. It con- /Ef^"
tains no opiates, l Good Housekeeping

Get a package now
at any drugstore.

MIDOL
Used more than all other products offered
exclusively to relieve menstrual suffering

CRAMPS-HEADACHE -BLUES

Class pins, club pins, rings and emblems.

Finest quality. Reasonable prices from

55c up. Write today. Department J,

Metal Arts Co., Rochester, N. Y.

FREE
CATALOG

Since Using This New
111 -Minute Home Shampoo

Mothers and daughters stay young together
when sunny golden curls are gloriously
lovely, Thar’s why Blondex, the special sham-
poo that helps keep light hair from darken-
ing and brightens faded blonde hair, is so
popular, Blondex makes a rich cleansing
lather, Instantly removes dingy, dust film
that makes hair dark, old looking. Takes only
n minutes at home. Gives hair attractive
new lustre and highlights. Safe for children.
Ac 10c, drug or department stores.

BRIEF REVIEWS
\SVV INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED
kV INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

V INDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

ALASKA—Monogram: Kent Taylor plays the heroic
lead in a Jack London story of the gold mine era
in Alaska and he has quite a time of it, getting ar-

rested for the murder of two claim jumpers, falling

in love with Margaret Lindsay who’s married to

John Carradine, and mixing it up with Nils Asther.
Dean Jagger is the U. S. marshal. (Jan.)

SyAND NOW TOMORROW—Paramount: Alan
Ladd returns to the screen in this dramatic story as a
young doctor from the wrong side of the tracks who
attempts to cure wealthy Loretta Young of the deaf-

ness she suffered as the result of meningitis just

before her marriage to Barry Sullivan. (Dec.)

l(BABES ON SWING STREET — Universal:
Peggy Ryan is very peppy and active as the leader of

a settlement house who tries to raise money so the

most talented members can take advantage of a schol-

arship. Ann Blyth suggests a night club, so the kids
take over a building and set to work on it. Leon
Errol helps out. Sydney Miller impersonates, and it’s

all silly but cute. (Dec.)

y'BELLE OF THE YUKON—International: De-
spite the cast, Randy Scott, Gypsy Rose Lee, Dinah
Shore, Bob Burns and William Marshall, this little

Yukon number all about dance hall romances and
stolen gold that isn’t really stolen is a disappointing
show, although everyone tried very, very hard. Dinah
Shore sings several numbers with her usual appeal.

(Feb.)

BLONDE FEVER—M-G-M: Mary Astor doesn’t
mind her husband, Philip Dorn, cafe proprietor,

flirting outrageously with his blonde employee, Gloria
Grahame, until Dorn wins a sweepstake. Then the
blonde moves in and Mary moves out, and things go
around in a circle. Felix Bressart, Curt Bois, Elisa-

beth Risdon, and Marshall Thompson complete the

cast. (Feb.)

BLUEBEARD—PRC: John Carradine gives one
swell performance as the mad painter and operator
of a puppet show who strangles his models one by
one so as not to be disillusioned by them. Jean Parker
as the girl he loves. Nils Asther as prefect of police

and Teala Coring as one of the victims, contribute

to an enjoyably good horror yarn. (Jan.)

y'BOWERY TO BROADWAY—Universal: Two
quarreling theatrical producers, Jack Oakie and Don-
ald Cook, finally separate over Maria Montez in an
arty production. The cast is an important one, includ-

ing Susanna Foster, Turhan Bey, Ann Blyth, Louise
Allbritton and practically everyone on the Universal
lot, but it’s the same old show-business theme. (Jan.)

I/’BRAZIL—Republic: Virginia Bruce is an author-
ess, who takes a few pokes at romantic Latins and
travels to South America to get material for another
book. There she falls for composer Tito Guizar, is
befuddled by Edward Everett Horton, and one thing
leads to another. It’s a lot of fun and the proceed-
ings are all nice and tuneful. (Jan.)

CONSPIRATORS, THE—Warners: A weak, dull
and repetitious story despite Hedy Lamarr’s beauty,
Paul Henreid’s good acting, Sydney Greenstreet’s
and Peter Lorre’s superb performances and Victor
Francen’s smoothness. It’s all about Nazi spies, the
underground, traitors and all the things you’ve seen
before. (Jan.)

Pictures Reviewed in This Issue

Between Two Women
Can’t Help Singing

Dangerous Passage

Destiny

Double Exposure

Experiment Perilous

Gentle Annie

Guest In The House
Here Come The Waves
Hollywood Canteen

House Of Frankenstein

I’ll Be Seeing You

Keys Of The Kingdom, The.

National Velvet

Practically Yours .

Sunday Dinner For A Soldier

Suspect, The

They Shall Have Faith

Three Caballeros, The

Tomorrow, The World!
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L/DARK MOUNTAIN—Paramount: When Ellen
Drew discovers her husband Regis Toomey is a
racketeer crook, she turns to Robert Lowery, her for-

mer suitor, for help, and he gives her refuge in a
lonely mountain-top cabin. A lot of thought, good
acting and a measure of suspense have gone into this

B effort. The result is quite worth while. Eddie
Quillan is in it too. (Dec.)

DARK WATERS—Bogeaus-United Artists: A
top-notch psychological mystery, peopled with inter-

esting characters. Merle Oberon survives the tor-

pedoing of a ship and goes to live with her aunt and
uncle in the bayous of Louisiana, where weird things
begin to happen. Franchot Tone is a young doctor,

Thomas Mitchell a visitor in the house of her rela-

tives, Fay Bainter and John Qualen, and Elisha
Cook Jr. the overseer. (Feb.)

DEAD MAN'S EYES—Universal: A gruesome lit-

tle number, with Acquanetta deliberately blinding Lon
Chaney, the painter she loves, in order to prevent his

marriage to Jean Parker. When it’s discovered his

eyesight can be saved by grafted cornea, Edward
Fielding wills his eyes at death to Chaney and almost
immediately finds himself dead. And let that be a
lesson to everybody. (Dec.)

\/DOUGHGIRLS, THE—Warners : This doesn’t
quite hit the jackpot, but it’s got attractive names,
comical situations and snappy dialogue. Jane Wyman,
Ann Sheridan and Alexis Smith are the three
almost-wives who crowd into Jane’s Washington hotel

room along with the almost-grooms, Jack Carson,
Craig Stevens and John Ridgely. Eve Arden is a
wow as the Russian sergeant. (Dec.)

RENTER ARSENE LUPIN—Universal: New-
comer Charles Korvin is the news of this picture.

What a lad! As the jewel thief who takes great
pleasure in out-crooking other crooks, and finds him-
self all entangled with a precious gem, a beautiful
girl, Ella Raines, and a comic detective, J. Carrol
Naish, he turns in a charming, polished perform-
ance. (Feb.)

FACES IN THE FOG—Republic: Jane Withers is

in love with Eric Sinclair, but their parents don’t like

each other; so when Jane’s father, Paul Kelly, sees
her in a bungalow court with Sinclair he ups and
shoots the lad, not knowing they’re married. So then
we have the trial and the bitterness, but who wants
to sit through this kind of thing? (Jan.)

FALCON IN HOLLYWOOD, THE—RKO : The
Falcon (Tom Conway as usual) finds his murder
mystery this time in Hollywood, where he’s gone on
vacation. Taxi driver Veda Ann Borg edges him
into the case of the murdered leading man, and one
corpse leads to another and one mystery to another
until Conway finally solves the case. Barbara Hale,
Frank Jenks and John Abbott are all mixed up in it

too. (Feb.)

^FAREWELL MY LOVELY — RKO: Dick
Powell’s a hard-fisted detective in this tough murder
mystery that starts when stir-crazy Mike Mazurki per-

suades Powell to locate the girl Mike lost when sent to

prison. Claire Trevor is Miles Mander’s nasty wife,
Anne Shirley his daughter and Otto Kruger a psy-
chiatrist. It’s a fast-moving, hard-boiled picture.

(Jan.)

^FRENCHMAN’S CREEK—Paramount : A lusty
tale of adventure told in Technicolor and starring
Joan Fontaine as the wife who leaves her family
to join pirate Arturo de Cordova on his expeditions.
Ralph Forbes is Joan’s weak and blustering husband,
Basil Rathbone is his friend and Cecil Kellaway is

Arturo’s servant who helps Joan. Despite its ad-
venturous theme, the picture lacks punch in spots.
(Dec.)

\SGIRL RUSH, THE—RKO: Laid out in the Old
West during the gold rush, the thin story has to do
witR a stranded show-girl troupe and the efforts of
Wally Brown and Alan Carney to get them back to
civilization.. Frances Langford sings several numbers
beautifully, Vera Vague’s clowning keeps you laugh-
ing and Wally and Alan try very hard. (Jan.)

GOIN’ TO TOWN—Votion-RKO: This fails to
catch the homey spirit of Lum and Abner and it’s

packed to the ears with corn. The story has to do
with a city slicker who pretends to locate oil beneath
the old fellow’s store in Pine Ridge, Arkansas. Ches-
ter Lauck and Norris Goff play Lum and Abner as
usual, and Florence Lake, Dick Elliott and Grady
Sutton are in it too. (Dec.)

I ACCUSE MY PARENTS—PRC: John Miljan
and Vivienne Osborne are rich, doting and heavy
drinking parents who neglect their son Robert Lowell.
So Lowell meets Mary Beth Hughes, ends up by
driving a hold-up car and finally gets mixed up with
murder and stands trial for it. But why waste your
time? (Jan.)

IN THE MEANTIME, DARLING—20th Century-
Fox; Jeanne Crain, used to luxury, undergoes a hasty
and unpleasant wedding ceremony to young officer
Frank Latimore and then tries to adjust herself to
their single shabby room. Gale Robbins, Eugene
Pallette and Mary Nash are a few of the many
people in this timely little story. (Dec.)

\/\/lRISH EYES ARE SMILING—20th Century-
Fox: A tuneful and happy musical, with Dick Haymes
playing Ernest Ball, a ballad writer of the nineties,
and June Haver the girl he’s in love with. Monty

{Continued on page 119)
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KATIE JOHNNY FRANCIEwho forgot that loving

a man was thinking with your heart!
who sang 'cause

singing was the laughter of the angels!

AUNT SISSY NEELEY McSHANEwho
she was only friendly!

whose world was

Brooklyn . . . and "alia candy you can eat"!

and wasn't it

an officer's duty to look after the ladies?wasn't bad

DOROTHY McGUIRE as Katie
* JOAN BLONDELL as Aunt Sissy

* JAMES DUNN as Johnny

LLOYD NOLAN as McShane'PEGGYANN GARNER astarTED DONALDSON as Ifeeley

..JAMES GLEASON • RUTH NELSON • I0HN ALEXANDER • B.S. POLLY • Directed Ay ELIA KAZAN - Produced by LOUIS 0. LIGMOIL,

Screen Play by Tess Slesinger and Frank Davis • Adapted from the Novel by Betty Smith
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I
AST month I lunched with June Haver, dined with Bill Eythe, walked with

Dick Crane, drove with Jeanne Crain, chatted with Gloria De Haven, joked

with Diana Lynn, smoked with Lauren Bacall, lounged with Turhan Bey,
clowned with Van Johnson, hosted Esther Williams.
Ten young people freshly minted from Hollywood’s star coinage. Ten new

names sprinkled with star dust. All of them names you couldn’t have identified

a year or so ago.

Something exciting has happened to Hollywood. It’s no longer the new star

of the year. Now it is a dozen stars of the year. Gone is the studio which
wouldn’t make a film without personalities with guaranteed
popularity. Today a studio knows it is smart box office to

co-star a boy and a girl whose unknown names on a marquee
wink out at movie-goers.

Of what stuff are these young stars made in whose hands
we are to pour wealth and idolatry?

June Haver’s Irish eyes are as smiling as her starring

picture. They are also French eyes (her father’s), quiet and
thoughtful in repose. At eighteen, June has a trim figure

and a trim mind that helps her write cute songs, hold her
own, even against editors.

Bill Eythe is twenty and wishes you would take him for

thirty. I didn’t, but we got along just the same. Bill’s actor

friends tease him about his hunger for sophistication, but
they respect him because they know he has the instincts of

a finished performer.

Dick Crane has the fresh coloring of a wholesome under-
graduate and the slow humor of a young man who chooses
when to laugh. His seriousness is part of his handsomeness,
his constant worry is his weight, his constant delight (as you
will read in the next issue), his bride Kay Morley.

Ten

For The

Gloria De Haven is eighteen and John Payne’s bride. She
is also a trouper whose theatrical family has given her a

heritage. When she is talking to you, her animation, friend-

liness and beauty bewitch you (at least if you’re a man).

Diana Lynn came to Dorothy Lamour’s party for Louella
Parsons, her eighteen years and new Paramount stardom (“Our Hearts Were
Young And Gay”) crowned by her new upswept hair-do. Chic but painful,

was Diana’s verdict, too honest to pretend.

Lauren Bacall sat across the table at The Players and made stage love to

Zachary Scott, who pretended boredom. Lovely Lauren (still Betty to her
friends) usually carries over the illusion of sophistication from “To Have And
Have Not” until you talk to her a second time. Then the perspective rights itself

and you see a slim American girl of twenty-one who is groping her way in

an alien star world.

Jeanne Crain at our meeting was suffering from an acute attack of laryn-
gitis and embarrassment. She didn’t like the hoarse mimicry of her real

speaking voice when she talked. Jeanne, nineteen, knows she is on the thresh-
old of film stardom, knows she is unusually attractive to men, is sweetly deter-
mined to make the most of the situation.

Turhan Bey (at a party Lana Turner had decided would be nice to give to

this editor—it was) stretched out on the floor before the fireplace and exchanged
loving insults with his mother (when he was not exchanging loving glances
with his hostess), a relaxed example of a young cosmopolite whose speaking
voice and smile explain to you his mountainous fan mail.

Van Johnson (at the same party) is bigger than you expect. Broader shoul-
ders, taller, heavier handclasp. He is more immature. And as well liked by
friends as you’d hoped. At first you find it hard to believe as you talk to him
that he is this season’s sensation, the Ty Power and Robert Taylor and Jimmy
Stewart of peacetime days. Then you think, why not? And end by accepting
the hysteria of his following.

Esther Williams is common clay, uncommonly molded into a perfection of
beauty. With a show girl’s height and the figure of a dream, with only a sure
instinct for survival (and a heart) to guide her on her star’s road.

Ten new faces to make movie history in 1945.
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WINNER BING CROSBY

For the first time in film history the movie-going public,

polled by Dr. George Gallup’s famous Audience Research,

chooses the man star, the woman
star and the picture of the year

BY DR. GEORGE GALLUP

p

M

M

MERICA’S movie-goers have chosen their favorite
movie stars and picture of the year.
By the scientific polling methods employed by our

Audience Research Organization, it has been possible to

take the popular vote of the movie-going audience of the
United States from coast to coast and to determine
which stars and which picture are the actual winners in

popularity with you who make up film audiences.
Now, after months of vote-taking from men and

women, young and old, rich and poor, frequent and in-
frequent movie -goers, from those living in suburban and
rural areas as well as in metropolitan centers, the final

tabulations have been made and we can announce the
winners, to whom the editors of Photoplay will award
the magazine’s famed Gold Medals.
America’s choices are:

Most popular feminine star of the year—Greer Garson!
Most popular male star of the year—Bing Crosby!
Favorite picture of the year—“Going My Way!”
In the case of red-headed Miss Garson, she was chosen

by a comfortable margin over all the other top favorites

for whom you cast your vote. No great surprise when you

Winning picture for 1944—“Going My

consider how Garson-conscious America has become since
seeing her as Mrs. Miniver. But more telling than that is

the strong lineup of pictures she has had since then

—

“Random Harvest,” “Madame Curie,” “Mrs. Parkington,”
each a quality film in its own right. Thereby she has
established her claim on the affections of the public.
Even so, before the final tabulation we were not cer-

tain whether the winner might possibly be Bette Davis,
Betty Grable, Ginger Rogers, Judy Garland or one of

the other contenders who would wear the laurel of being
your favorite screen actress for 1944. As a matter of fact,

it would have been interesting to have observed how the
vote for Judy Garland might have been affected had
“Meet Me In St. Louis” been released earlier and had
thereby had an opportunity to play more widely before
the end of the year.

Bing Crosby as winner of men stars would come under
the head of a foregone conclusion to most movie-goers.
He has long been one of the leading favorites among men
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Way.” Barry Fitzgerald and Bing Crosby

stars, and he moved into undisputed first place with the

general release of “Going My Way.” One reason for Bing
Crosby’s continued popularity over a period of time is

that he appeals to all types of movie-goers, rich and poor,

city dweller and suburbanite, young boys who like

comedians, young girls who like singers, mature matrons
who like dramatic actors.

This year, when the tabulating began, it was not cer-

tain which of several top actors would win. These were
Crosby, Humphrey Bogart, Bob Hope, Gary Cooper and
Cary Grant. The final vote-counting indicated that be-
yond all question of a doubt, Crosby was the popular
selection.

Perhaps you wonder why the new favorite of so many
of you doesn’t appear in these findings. I am talking

about Van Johnson, for whom comparatively large groups
of you voted. The answer lies in that word “new.” In
this business of taking polls we have learned that it re-
quires an appreciable amount of time for a sensational

newcomer to register with the vast over-all audience
that makes up the movie-going public. Although the
rate of acceptance by the public has been stepped up
over former years, the time has not yet arrived when
a young star, who has had only two major pictures with
a third not yet fully released throughout the nation, is

likely to land at the top of the popularity ladder. Even
if “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo” had already had its full

run at the time our final results were taken the end of

December, it is doubtful that Van Johnson would have
had a chance of coming out ahead of an established star

like Bing Crosby.
But our figures do reveal the fact that Van Johnson

has by all odds shown the greatest gain of any male star

in 1944. Who knows but that for 1945 he will be the
star to receive Photoplay’s Gold Medal Award?

This is also true of Jennifer Jones among actresses.

While she did not stand in the top group in the final

tabulating, she among all new feminine faces on the

screen gained most in public favor. Will Jennifer Jones
be among the few names from whom the final winner
will be chosen next year? P

M

_ __ _ M
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Van Johnson, star of "Thirty Seconds
Over Tokyo” and "Two Girls And A
Sailor,” has made the greatest gains in

popularity of any male star for the year

1944, as revealed by Photoplay’s poll

Now we come to your favorite motion picture for 1944.

“Going My Way” was head and shoulders above any
other picture presented to the people we interviewed.
It was the winner not only in the over-all poll, but also
in each classification group—the age, sex, geographical,
occupational and income brackets. It made no difference
if they were the Saturday junior matinee serial fans or
the fastidious three-a-year movie-goers. Nothing could
shake the firm hold this picture has taken on the mind
and heart of the movie-going public. It is the first time
such a thing has happened in any poll we have ever
taken.

The two pictures which took second and third places,

Cecil B. DeMille’s production of “The Story Of Dr.
Wassell,” which starred Gary Cooper, and “A Guy
Named Joe” with Spencer Tracy, Irene Dunne and Van
Johnson, were likewise leading contenders among all

audience groups. These were followed in order by “Mrs.
Parkington,” “Laura,” “See Here, Private Hargrove,”
“Destination Tokyo,” “Two Girls And A Sailor,” “Since
You Went Away” and “The Sullivans.”

There you have the top ten choices of Mr. and Mrs.
American Movie-goer, as well as the junior miss and
her boy friend. Study the list and you will arrive at an
interesting point which throws light on a question that

has been argued bitterly for the past year. Does the
American public want war pictures? Frankly, our polls

have been showing a public trend away from war films.

But these results indicate that it is the individual picture
which counts. If a film is good, the fact that its theme
has to do with war will not stand in the way of its be-
coming a popular favorite. For of the ten top pictures

in this poll, only three have non-war stories
—“Going

My Way,” “Mrs. Parkington” and “Laura.”
For those who would be interested in knowing how the

battle of the sexes came out, we have compiled separate
lists of the ten pictures selected by each group.
The men chose: “Going My Way,” “The Story of Dr.

Wassell,” “Destination Tokyo,” “A Guy Named Joe,” “See
Here, Private Hargrove,” “The Sullivans,” “Mrs. Parking-
ton,” “The Lodger,” “Gung Ho” and “Home In Indiana.”
The women selected: “Going My Way,” “Mrs. Parking-

ton,” “Laura,” “A Guy Named Joe,” “The Story Of Dr.
Wassell,” “Since You Went Away,” “Two Girls And A
Sailor,’’ “Madame Curie,” “White Cliffs Of Dover,” “Lost
Angel." Note that men and women agree on only four.
As a means of getting another type of cross-section of

the public’s taste, while we were compiling our final
scores we broke down the movie-goers into three groups:
The frequent attenders, the average attenders and the
infrequent attenders. Here are the top ten selections of the
frequent attenders: “Going My Way,” “The Sullivans,”
“The Story Of Dr. Wassell,” “Gaslight,” “Up In Arms,”

Cecil B. De Mille’s production, “The Story Of Dr. Wassell,”
starring Gary Cooper (with Signe Hasso), wins second place

“Mrs. Parkington,” “A Guy Named Joe,” “DestinatioJ
Tokyo,” “Since You Went Away” and “Two Girls And
A Sailor.”

The average attenders chose: “Going My Way,”
“Laura,” “The Story Of Dr. Wassell,” “Madame Curie,”

“See Here, Private Hargrove,” “Mrs. Parkington,” “A Guy
Named Joe,” “Two Girls And A Sailor,” “Since You Went
Away” and “White Cliffs Of Dover.”
The leading ten preferred by the infrequent movie-

goers were: “Going My Way,” “Laura,” “The Story Of
Dr. Wassell,” “Madame Curie,” “See Here, Private Har-
grove,” “Mrs. Parkington,” “A Guy Named Joe,” “Desti-

nation Tokyo,” “Dragon Seed” and “The Miracle Of
Morgan’s Creek.”
This last list represents the taste of what we might call

the most selective group. They go infrequently, only
when they find something of special interest playing in

the vicinity. Note that “Dragon Seed” and “The Miracle
Of Morgan’s Creek” appear for the first time on this list.

While we are on the subject of picture lists, I should



like to call your attention to four films in particular

which gave indication in our last-minute poll round-up
tha if they had had earlier releases they would have
been among the year’s ten most popular pictures. “Meet
Me In St. Louis” and “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo” we
have already mentioned briefly. The other two are
“Wilson” and “The Princess And The Pirate.” All of these
were popular in those quarters where they had been
seen,

But those of you who rooted for them may take heart.

To avoid penalizing these late pictures and the stars

that appeared in them we eliminated from consideration
any which had not been seen by at least a third of the
persons interviewed at the time of the final poll so that

they might be eligible for next year’s award.
Equal precaution was taken to see that pictures re-

leased in the very early part of the year were not handi-
capped by the fact that people were no longer thinking
about them or the players they featured. One device used
was to conduct a separate preliminary poll in the early

Dr. George Gallup is a unique figure in
modern journalism. Originator of the

famous "Gallup Poll,” which has forecast

the winning party in five national elec-

tions, he has now founded Audience Re-
search, Inc., to survey reactions of the
movie-going public. To him Photo-
play has entrusted the important job

of determining your annual selections
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( in order )

1. Going My Way
2. The Story Of Dr. Wassell

3. A Guy Named Joe
4. Mrs. Parkington
5. Laura
6. See Here, Private Hargrove
7. Destination Tokyo
8. Two Girls And A Sailor

9. Since You Went Away

10.

The Sullivans

would deplore the taste of the American- movie-going
public. This poll proves their taste is good by anybody’s
standards, for “Going My Way” which came in first by
popular vote also was the number-one selection of the
critics.

In the years to come we hope you will find the result
of the Gold Medal Awards as stimulating and as exciting
as do we who are on the inside watching the machinery
which you have set in operation. Perhaps already you
have your ideas of who will be the winners in 1945!

The End

summer tabulating pictures released up to that time. In
fact, the entire operation of this poll has been designed
to give every picture and star an even break for your vote.

Always in such elaborate breakdowns there are in-

teresting bits and pieces of information which come to

the surface. For instance, one sidelight bears on the oft-

battled question of how many pictures a star should
make to hold his popularity. Some top players have
argued that if their studios put them into too many pic-

tures a year they would go stale at the box office. How-
ever, our findings would indicate that the true and loyal
admirers never have a chance to see too much of their

favorites. As a general rule a star’s absence from the
screen does not make their hearts grow fonder. The
exception is Clark Gable. When he makes his return to

pictures, he will find his following very little diminished
by the two years he spent in the Army. With movie-
goers throughout the nation he is still one of the prime
favorites.

And here is food for thought on the part of those who

Although too new to rate in the group of

top poll winners, Jennifer Jones, who has

starred in only two pictures
—"The Song

Of Bernadette” and "Since You Went
Away”—showed the greatest rise in pop-
ularity among women stars in 1944
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The Difference

The love story of John Payne and

Gloria De Haven is in a song

Y
OU know how the song goes:

“What a difference a day makes,
Twenty-four little hours. . .

.”

On New Year’s Eve, standing in a si-

lent little desert street in picturesque Palm
Springs, California, trying to prop up their

sleepy eyes for one more minute, to watch
the waning desert moon and be sure it was
authentically, truly 1945, Gloria De Haven
and John Payne softly sang that tune to one
another.
For they knew when their miracle day had

happened. That was September 23, 1944. The
difference it made was that, where before
they had been like so many young folk today,
just two lonely people, only a little more than
three months after it, on December 28, 1944,

at the Beverly Vista Community Church in

Beverly Hills, they became one.

Love did it, of course. Love, that is, using
such assistants as Sue Carol Ladd and a
blind date and a set of ideals. Love whipped
it all up into a wartime romance built on
serious wartime emotions but given the
sparkle of a Christmas ending.

It began, as all truly romantic stories do,

most accidentally. Alan and Susie Ladd were
giving a party and they wanted Gloria and
Johnny to be among those present. Knowing
neither of them had any permanent date, Sue
and Alan thought it would be nice if they
came together, so Susie, as hostess, rang up
John and asked him if he would bring Miss
De Haven, even if he had never met her.

As fast as you can say “yes,” John, who
felt no agony when he recalled the photo-
graphs he’d seen of Gloria, said that would
be dandy. Sue then called Gloria and Miss
De Haven, visualizing the Payne height, pro-
file and shoulders she’d watched on the
screen, demurely replied she’d be delighted.

Thus was set up the least blind blind date
in history.

Came Saturday night and Miss Pocket
Venus had on her favorite black chiffon

dress, a neatly concealing, nicely revealing

number, but she didn’t have on her coat, not
wanting to look too eager. Besides, she
wasn’t absolutely sure she was being called

for.

But suddenly a knock sounded on the door.

A voice called, “Payne’s here.” Miss De
Haven opened the door, introduced the mass
of rugged male grandeur she saw thei’e to

her mother, put on her coat and let said male
grandeur escort her down to his car.

They drove to the Ladds and they made
polite, very stilted conversation all the way
and their hearts went right on beating per-
fectly normally. For, you see, they were both
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accustomed to beautiful people of the oppo-

site sex and because they both were lonely

and romantic, they wanted a lot more than

beauty—a lot more.
The Ladd party turned out to be a gay and

giddy affair and, as at all such gay gather-

ings, there were some guests who got so high

they climbed right up into the stratosphere.

But not Mr. Payne and Miss De Haven.

Gloria doesn’t drink at all, so she sat quietly

and prettily by John’s side at one of the

tables out under the trees, and John, being a

gentleman and her escort, didn’t go barging

around and leaving her. Presently they de-

parted, quite early. As they drove past

Ciro’s, they commented that a new show was

opening there the following Wednesday.

“Would you like to go?” asked John.

“Yes, I would,” said Gloria.

“I’ll call for you Wednesday at eight.’

Now Gloria didn’t know that this Ciro’s

date was a test, but it was. To Johnny, out

of the Army for only three weeks, deepened

by the contact with the men he had met in

the camps, all values were serious. In fact,

seriousness had been a keynote of his life.

Like most old Virginia families the Paynes

had had very little money and very great

ideals. John was well brought up but there

was never a moment’s doubt that he would

have to earn his living, every inch of the

way, and until he finally got into pictures

he went through some lean times.

In Hollywood he married Anne Shirley,

as everyone knows, and about three years

ago they were divorced, as everyone also

knows, for reasons that no one knows. When
he and Anne now meet, they behave like

well-bred people, and they share the cus-

tody of their small daughter, Julie, six

months a year apiece. After their divorce

he made a try at several gay friendships but

they were never any more than just that.

Then John entered the Air Corps. He was
terribly earnest about becoming a good pilot

and he spent his own money and whatever

time he had left over from his Army training

to purchase outside flying lessons. He saw
the boys around him being pushed around by
the girls they had left behind and the sub-

ject of how to find a true love became almost

an obsession with him. Then on September
first, along with 5,000 others in his same
classification, he was let out of service. The
Army considered these men too old for pilots

(John will soon be thirty-three) and too big

for bombardiers (John stands six feet four

and weighs two hundred pounds).
I ran into him his first day back. Johnny

said, that day, his (Continued on page 83)
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WANT to talk to you American women.
You may not like what I have to say. I don't myself.

I can say it only because I'm not talking for myself. I've

been lucky. When I was discharged from the Army I met
Gloria De Haven who is a swell human being. She was free

to love me anct marry me, as you know if you have read the

accompanying story.

Now, however, I'm talking for the men who are not here to

speak for themselves. They’re in Burma and China. In Italy

and France. In Germany and Alaska and Greenland. They’re
in camps all over the United States. They're on islands all

over the Pacific.

I have a right to speak for them, I think. For two years I was
one of them. I lived with them and laughed with them, shared
their dreams and their problems.

There's a lot of concern these days over the bitterness ex-

pressed by service men who return from overseas duty or
prolonged periods in camp. It frightens all of us, but I believe
it should hold special alarm for women, since the great portion
of their bitterness is caused by women themselves.

"All right,” I can hear you say, "what, exactly, is the beef?”
Bluntly it's this:

Engaged girls are breaking their promises to absent sweet-

hearts in favor of spur-of-the-moment romance and marriage.
Married women are not being faithful, spiritually or physi-

cally, to their husbands who are away at war.

One thing I want to make clear ... I am not concerned with

the moral issues or the aspects of "sin" which may be involved

in all this. I am not a professional soul-saver. But I am con-

cerned with the things that affect our fighting men.
Not even my present happiness can erase from memory the

awful, incredible, lost looks I saw on a lot of guys' faces when
they got the kiss-off from*the women they loved and believed

in—women whom they were fighting and dying for. in the

services we call those letters—which arrive usually after a long

silence and either explain that the engagement or marriage

was a mistake or express a hope that one day the recipient will

find a girl worthy of him*—the "blue slip.” They're common
enough, you see, to warrant a nickname. In a small way, the

nickname helps too. Because it's the American way to kid

about things that aren't even a little funny.

Are my charges true? You know they are! As an extreme
example, there was the recent publicly reported account of a

wife who had borne three children in the three-year absence of

her soldier husband and was receiving deductions from his

paycheck for each of them. One case proves nothing. All

riqht. But, to prove everything, there's the War Department's

admission that it is unable to cope with the demoralizing effect

of "blue slips" on our troops.

Some sweethearts and wives even have the insolence to ask

the man to "understand." He "understands" too well. He
"understands" that while he is thousands of miles away, fight-

ing the enemy and weariness and homesickness, some other guy,

safe at home, has taken his girl. And (Continued on page 85)



The object of their complete affection—little Victoria

Betty Grable and Harry James live

in a haunted-by-happiness house

with all of their hearts’ desire

BY ELEANOR HARRIS

O
F ALL the hundreds of Hollywood marriages, prob-
ably that of Pin-up Girl Betty Grable and Swing
King Harry James caused the most gloomy head-

shaking in movietown. “Won’t last—two careers don’t

make a marriage,” said the wiseacres flatly. Meanwhile,
what was the nation saying? The nation was crowing
in delight, “It’s ideal—the two jive idols of the country
will be completely happy!”
And we are happy to report that the Hollywood so-

phisticates were dead wrong—and the nation entirely

right. Two careers notwithstanding, Harry James and
Betty Grable are so thoroughly happy together that their

marriage, with all its daily hurdles, is an example of

love and tenderness to the world.
It certainly has hurdles*—as witness the fact that Betty

works at her studio from seven in the morning until

seven at night; while Harry leaves at eight p.m. for

his orchestra playing . . . and is gone until two a.m.

And yet this is a blissful marriage—somehow the two
crowd in a full week together, every week. The reason
for this happiness is a simple one: It’s consideration for

each other—a habit practiced as a matter of course by
our pioneer ancestors, and almost forgotten in the
whirlwind living of today. With Betty doing most of

the adjusting quietly, and Harry never dreaming that

she does.

All of Betty’s friends know, for instance, of one con-
siderate mission she accomplishes every single day of

her working life: She has an hour off for lunch, like

everyone else on the set. Instead of spending it over a
leisurely meal in the nearby studio commissary, she
gets into her car, costume and all, and drives to her
home—which, luckily, is very near the studio—thus
allowing her self precious time with Harry in the middle
of the day, at lunch. After lunch, she’s back in her con-
vertible heading for the studio. What other star actress

has ever done this before?
With baby Victoria’s appearance, Betty made another

unique decision in the history of Hollywood marriages
—she demanded the right to spend every Thursday at

home with her husband and baby. Thursday is the
nurse’s day off; but all over filmdom other actresses

have a substitute nurse come in—all over filmdom, that
is, except on the five acres in Beverly Hills owned by
Mr. and Mrs. Harry James. Thursdays and Sundays are
Betty’s days to be completely a wife and mother, and
she makes them just that. She spends those days in

sandals and a cotton dress, and her blonde hair worn
down on her shoulders the way Harry likes it. Together,
all day long, she and Harry play with little Victoria, and
feed her and care for her; and meanwhile, they also talk

together and swim in their pool—which both of them
would rather do than spend an evening in the swankiest
night club in town.
For that matter, part of their complete happiness is

due to their joint simplicity when they have a free,
evening together. Perhaps because Harry has spent
years of his life playing in night clubs, and Betty has
spent years of hers singing in them (and dating in them)
—neither of them can see anything attractive in night
clubs now.
What’s more, they seem to have an uncanny instinct

about just what the othei* one feels like doing—and
generally that amounts to dinner at a red-checked-table
in a hardly-known spaghetti restaurant;' then a movie;
and then a hot fudge sundae at Brown’s on Hollywood
Boulevard. And so home.
Mainly, they both love movies; and dinners at out-

of-the-way Italian resturants; and staying at home
playing poker and gin rummy with their friends. As
for drinking, their sole social beverage is a soda-pop
drink. And that’s certainly something big they have
in common!

But, as in the case of most successful marriages, what
they really have in common is a mutual desire to

think of the other—with the wife silently doing the
major part of the rearranging of lives, and the husband
none the wiser! For instance, take Harry’s intense in-
terest in baseball—not just in seeing it played, but in

playing it himself. Now, you know as well as we do
what the average wife would ( Continued on page 81 )
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The Man Who loved

He’s tough in a fight, tender

in love. He’s that dynamic

detective— Dana Andrews

!

liy, JjhJirti

D
ana Andrews, tali, Texan
and terrific, is the kind of a guy
who says “I’m the kind of a

guy who

—

He’s the kind of a guy who doesn’t
get discouraged, who is a family
man, who gave up a good career
because he couldn’t bear the thought
of being stuck with it, and who looks
to the future with confidence. On his
way to the top now in “A Walk In
The Sun,” he suddenly finds that
Uncle Sam won’t let Sam Goldwyn
and Darryl Zanuck, who own him,
give him a well-deserved one hun-
dred per-cent hike in salary. Instead
of mooning about this, or shrugging

it off and saying, “C’est la guerre,”
he grins and says, “Boy, I’m liquid!”

It’s the accountant in him—for he
was an expert accountant with a
good job when he decided to hitch-
hike from Huntsville, Texas, to

Hollywood to become a movie actor

fourteen years ago. He is now so

thoroughly divorced from columns
of figures that he employs a business
manager—“But I sure know enough
to check up on him and he says I

really don’t need him.”
It was nine years after a very fast

hitchhike, lasting three days, before
Dana finally got into pictures. Dis-
couraged? Never. Driving school
buses for $10 a week, working in

filling stations and doing many
small-paid jobs never got him down
because he always knew what he
wanted to do and it was fun to keep
on trying. Trying, he figures—trying
for anything you want—is all the fun
there is. A simple, clear-headed
philosophy for a simple, clear-headed
guy who says he’s liquid.

He counts as his main blessings
his wife, a smart blonde named
Mary; his son (by a first wife named
Janet who died nine years ago),

David, aged eleven; his and Mary’s
daughter, Kathy, two; and Stephen
Todd the new son. His lesser as-
sets—physical and financial—he
can tick off rapidly on his big
fingers.

“I’ve been in the movies five years
and I’m not in the big money. But I

paid the man who backed me $20,000,

according to an agreement, and I’m
glad he was all paid back before he
died. I’ve got a house in Encino
worth $22,000, furnishings worth
$10,000 and $10,000 in War Bonds.

,
“We aren’t exactly penurious, but

we’re not crazy. We do very little

night-clubbing, but we like to enter-
tain at home. Sooner or later I’ll

get that raise and I’m not worried.
If the Government won’t let Gold-
wyn and Zanuck give it to me now,
I’ll get it two years from now when
my contract expires.”

There is no doubt as to the fate

of that contract after recent proof
that the movie-goers are going nuts
over Andrews. In “Laura” he com-
pletely bowled over the feminine
customers as a hard-bitten detective

who fell- in love with a girl he
thought was dead. Even the bobby-

Pals: Dana and Rusty, the family pet Gardener: He’s a demon horticulturist Father: His son David lends a hand
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socks crowd has begun to whinny
like mad at Dana, and his bosses are

eyeing him with a new respect.

Andrews claims he had no sense

of humor until he married Mary
Todd, a talented comedienne whom
he met at the Pasadena Community
Playhouse. “She taught me to laugh,”

he grins. So maybe it’s her fault

that Andrews got clipped on the

chin by a film star in a New York
night club recently. It happened
this way:
Movie celebrities were all over

this champagne-and-caviar spot and
so were autograph hunters, asking
for autographs on menus, envelopes
and even shirt cuffs. Andrews left

his own table and for fun went to

another table at which were two of

•Hollywood’s best actors. He shoved
his shirt cuff in front of one of them
and asked for a signature.

The star didn’t even look up to

see who it was. He just didn’t pay
any attention.

So Dana leaned over . and spoke
confidentially: “Come on, you silly

jerk, give me your autograph.”
Still without looking to see who

it was, the (Continued on page 90)

Happy Andrews: Dana, Mary, Kathy



At the time I interviewed her as a wonder child, I was
impressed by two great qualities—honesty and humor.
Through the years of changes, which could only be
known to a child prodigy growing up, she has kept both
qualities.

When Mrs. Temple brought Shirley to see me eleven
years ago, I was all set to treat her as I had always
been treated as a child wonder. I remembered the ques-
tions they used to ask Little Elsie (a headliner at six)

. . . How did she learn her songs? . . . Did she really like

being an actress? . . . Did she like dolls? I remembered
how bored I had been but, after all, what else could a

child actress talk about? I soon found out little Miss
Temple did not care about talking at all. She was polite

but firm about it.

We went into the garden, which she surveyed with all

the air of a prospective buyer. She handed me a stuffed

silk cat she was hugging, and said: “Hold my kitty, will

you, please? I brought him cause I thought you might
want to interview him.” With that, she walked back to

the swimming pool and spent an hour with my then some-
what new husband, sailing toy boats which he had made.
“She likes you,” said Mrs. Temple when Shirley handed

me the kitty.

“He likes her,” I said to Mrs. Temple when my husband
handed Shirley our most beautiful boat as a parting gift.

Mrs. Temple and I had plenty to talk about then for I

knew what she had ahead of her as the mother of a
wonder child—plenty of worries and struggles. Mrs.
Temple has had them all right but has come through with
a smile. Lately, I had heard that she was rather difficult

about Shirley’s going out “on her own.” Tactfully, I phoned

A
GED five and the rage of a world strug-
gling to escape from material depres-
sion and spiritual sluggishness, Shirley

Temple was the nearest thing to a miracle
that a shock-absorbing public could hang
its heart on in 1933. That was the year
when brokers, bankers, gangsters and
stars (especially stars) learned the full

meaning of that precious line from the
World’s Best Seller

—“And a little child

shall lead them.” I say it with reverence and pride. That
the Great American Public should have chosen to wor-
ship at the tiny feet of the small Temple for several
years will make nice reading for future generations. I

can hear them saying, “That must have been before Gin
Rummy!”
What will Shirley’s descendants be saying? Will it be

. . •. “And she grew up to be one of America’s greatest

actresses,” or “Too bad, she married so young and gave
up her career”? I’m not making any predictions but I’m
saying the odds are even.

When I saw “Since You Went Away,” I heard people
all around me saying that Shirley was “simply sweet.”

After a two-hour visit with her last week, my verdict is

. . . sweet—yes, but far from simple!

“Wouldn’t you like to do a stage play?” I asked.

She thought a bit. “I don’t really know. I’m afraid I

would get tired of doing the same thing every night.”

“But, dear, the first two or three rows of new faces

each night would inspire you all over again,” I countered.
“That’s probably all that would be there—just two or

three rows,” said Shirley.

COVER GIRL



Putting together the past and the present of an

all-time popular girl—bewitching Miss Temple

Sweet sixteen : Private Maurice Prince helped

Shirley celebrate this momentous birthday

Shirley, when she was Little Miss Marker

an invitation to tea for both Shirley and her mother.
“I’m afraid I can’t make it,” said Mrs. Temple, “but

you don’t want to see me so I’ll drop Shirley off at your
house. I’ll do some things I have to do and come back
for her.”

“But I want to see you and Shirley together.”

“I’ll come in later but you have a nice talk with her
first. I’m anxious to know how you think she is develop-
ing,” said the supposedly “difficult” Mrs. Temple.

COR our appointment, Shirley arrived right on time

—

and not because Mrs. T. brought her. She came in a

station wagon.
“You didn’t drive that big thing, did you?” I said.

“Oh, no! Peterson brought me, but Mum will come for

me.” She stood there in the doorway, looking like what
I think every real American parent would like to have a

sixteen-year-old daughter look—a thoroughly nice Amer-
ican girl. t

For Mrs. Temple and anyone else who is interested,

here are the little things about Shirley that impressed tne
most: Her handshake—strong and cool . . . her beauty
in a face-to-face close-up. How they managed to make
her look almost plain in “Since You Went Away” I’ll

never know. Maybe the film was made some months
.ago. Between fifteen and sixteen, beauty can move in

unexpectedly.
Her coloring is definitely her own. I couldn’t even trace

any lipstick.

Her eyes twinkle and glow, then suddenly go shimmery
as if pushed by a tear when she talks about the wounded
men in hospitals she has visited (Continued on page 93)

Shirley, whose next picture is “I’ll Be Seeing You,”

with her father and mother on a personal appearance tour
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Salute from a songstar—Susanna Foster

The joy-of-living girl—June Allyson
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America’s popular guy comes home—Clark Gable

Thoughtful look from a good Joe Gotten



Lauren Bacall was given an invalu-

able tip and knew enough to take it

H
OLLYWOOD must be an excit-

ing place,” my friends always

say wistfully.

“Why?” I asked one the other day.

“Because,” she explained, sur-

prised, “it is the home of beautiful

women and handsome men . . . the

greatest minds—the greatest musi-

cians, writers, artists and couturiers

—gather there . . . there is wealth . . .

there are wonderful parties, sky-

blue swimming pools, floodlighted

premieres . . . Because, after all,

it’s the dream city of the world,

isn’t it?”

Hollywood is, undoubtedly, all

this. During your first few weeks in

that fabulous town all those things

overwhelm you. Then slowly they

become the background against

which the really exciting things

—

the little human episodes—take

place. For the longer I live the more
convinced I become that the gener-

osity, love, friendship, integrity,

brotherhood, courage and incredible

achievements of which the individual

is capable are the most exciting

things in the whole universe.

Speaking of incredible achieve-

ments, I hasten to tell you about

Lauren Bacall . . . About a year

ago when Lauren—completely un-
known—had her eighteenth birthday

I gave a little luncheon party for

her. I invited Hedda Hopper, that

astute columnist, the lovely Jean
(Mrs. Charles) Feldman, Sir Charles
Mendl, a great connoisseur of beauty,

Felix Ferry from the Leland Hay-
ward office (incidentally, Leland is

the producer of Broadway’s “A Bell

For Adano”), Terrence Phillip, an-

other connoisseur of beauty visiting

Hollywood at the time, and Carroll

Carstairs, a charming art authority

who has a gallery in Manhattan. All

the gentlemen thought Lauren was
divine. And both Jean Feldman and
Hedda Hopper watched her, fasci-

nated.

We had a happy time. Lauren cut

her cake and was so sweet and ap-

preciative for the little gold and
jeweled brooch, not very elaborate

or particularly expensive, which I

gave her.

Hedda Hopper said to me that day,

“You’re right, Elsa. She’ll have a

great future out here—if she just

won’t go in for ingenue stuff. . .
.”

This surprised me, for Lauren isn’t

remotely the way she looks on the

screen. She’s collegiate in manner
and appearance. And from the be-

ginning she’s been as careful as all

get-out of her conduct. She lives

with her mother, drives her own car

Fredric March has found a new life Joan Fontaine envied for a reason
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Most Exciting Hollywood Moments

Here a world-renowned woman and intimate

so the wolves get no opportunity to

take her home, and she doesn’t stay

out late or carouse.

Nevertheless, I said, “Tell Lauren
how you feel, Hedda.” And Hedda
did.

I feel sure Lauren, in turn, told

Howard Hawks. Howard, you may
be sure, would be quick to act upon
any advice he valued. He’s Lauren’s
Toscanini. He conducts her as metic-
ulously and sensitively and master-
fully as Toscanini does his orchestra.

Which perhaps will explain to you
how a young girl, not yet twenty-
one, could appear on the screen for

the first time opposite that sophisti-

cate of sophisticates, Humphrey Bo-
gart, and give a performance that
instantly had her being compared
to Jean Harlow—a far cry indeed
from the sweet ingenue for whom I

gave my luncheon.
It’s a wonderful thing to have

been in on the birth of a star and
although I do not feel Lauren yet
belongs up with the great of the
screen, I think she’s likely to get
there.

Next, I think of Judy Garland
whose metamorphosis also is some-
thing in my book. Judy used to be
a little thing who sang little songs
like “The (Continued on page 101)

Bing Crosby fooled even an expert

friend of the stars dips into her diary

and discovers these memorable high spots

Is it because of Vincente Minelli that Judy Garland has taken a new house?
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If you saw “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo,”

you’ll want to know more about

THAT

BY INGA ARVAD

T
HE first time you see Phyllis

Thaxter, something in her warm
and vibrant personality will attract

you. The second time, you will be
amazed that behind those smiling
blue eyes, the pert little nose, the
firm chin' and the crop of light brown
hair, there is a crisp intellect and
unbelievable determination, practi-

cally bordering on stubbornness.
She is a lovely girl, tall and slim,

and her movements are those of a
trained ballet dancer. Her voice is

soft. She is emotional and has defin-
ite opinions on anything ranging
from politics to what she wants and
hopes for in the future.

! Until a few months ago, Phyllis’

jwhole life centered around arriving
at the top as a big dramatic actress.

At the present moment, she keeps
an eye on the mailbox and tears
the phone off the hook before the
second ring has sounded, all because
she is in love, terribly in love with
her new pilot husband.
The first time Phyllis saw “Thirty

Seconds Over Tokyo,” where she
plays Ellen Lawson, the wife of

Major Ted W. Lawson, hero of the
Tokyo raid, she sat as quietly as a
mouse in the theater out at Glendale
where the sneak was being rim. She
ilived the whole story with -the audi-
ence and, like the rest, had tears in
her eyes when the show was over.
That evening, at that moment, she
had become someone different: A
(screen personality. You should have
(seen how she was mobbed when she
'left the theater.

Phyllis didn’t understand that her
performance was so outstanding; but
ooth the director Mervyn LeRoy and
producer Sam Zimbalist, who were
here, could do nothing but shake
ier slim little hand because they
were too moved by her performance
o talk.

The day we had our visit she was
sitting, with her legs curled under
ier, in a big chaii She is twenty

-

wo and she belie res her life has

Time out on the “Thirty Seconds” set—Van Johnson and Phyllis

been: “Just like -most American
girls. Happy, gay, very carefree, and
I am grateful for that.”

Suddenly she smiled, that shy,

warm little smile of hers and said,

“You should have known me when
I went to New York the first time.

I was just about seventeen and all I

wanted was a part. Any part. If

nothing else, to walk across the
stage. I must have looked rather
funny to the producers I went to

see,” she said and smiled again, “be-
cause I wore a navy blue coat with
brass buttons and a small navy hat.

I’m sure I looked about fourteen
years old. But the worst thing was
that I was scared to death. I would
stand for hours in a corner of a
producer’s office, too scared even to

ask for a part; and many are the
times I sneaked out of the door
again.

“I didn’t have anything to do, so

I decided to go back to Portland,
Maine, and (Continued on page 86)

Phyllis (fifteen) as Dorothy in “The
Wizard Of Oz,” her sister as the dog
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AS TOID TO RUTH WATERBURY

The '..riendship of Van and Keenan
Wjran started in a movie “french”

I

LANDED in New York in a bitter

rain with five dollars in cash and
my mother’s address in my pocket.

My- mother had remarried and
lived, I soon discovered, a long way
by subway from Broadway, out in

the Sheepshead Bay district.

Mother hadn’t seen me for sixteen
years, since I was three, when she
and Dad were divorced. She was
wonderful to me. She and my step-
father gave me a room, lunch money
and encouragement. I assured them
I’d soon repay them, since I would
be making big dough almost imme-
diately. I didn’t^ mention my name
in lights, but privately that idea
glittered at me. I wrote Lois fre-

quently, implying, even saying, that
when Johnson hove into sight in

these agencies, they greeted him
with open arms.
Lois wrote back the ideal kind of

only-girl letters which, boiled down,
said one thing: Dear, you’re right.

Not that that was a surprise. After
all, she was the one whose faith had
spurred me on to abandoning the
home waters of Newport and trying
my luck on Broadway.

Two who made history in “Two Girls

And A Sailor”—Van and June Allyson

Did I say luck? My optimism
again.

I went into the Broadway agencies
and not an arm moved. Not an eye-
lash batted. I was strictly Mr. No-
body from Nowhere and I could keep
on being same, till death did us part,

for all of Broadway.
It wasn’t that I didn’t try. I did

all the things. I tramped miles. I

called in daily. I smiled. I hoofed.
I sang. I did everything but take
out my ribs, one by one, to attract
attention.

As the weeks went by, I began
being sick with guilt over taking
that lunch money from my mother.
Inevitably I discovered that spot all

aspiring Broadway kids discover,
the Penn-Astor basement lunch
counter, where a big meal costs

Of dreams and sweat, this

story of the man who took

a reluctant Hollywood by

storm when his break came

Reunion: Dorothy Barrett of Van’s cho-

rus days, Van and Beryl McCutcheon

twenty-two cents and no tips ac-

cepted, but even that daily twenty

-

two cents plus a dime carfare was
getting me down.
Yet that first year I did get in one

show, a dilly called “Entre Nous,”
which was so darned entre nous that

it practically remained a secret from
the public. Of course its being hid-
den away in Greenwich Village

helped the public to avoid it. We
played The Cherry Lane Theater, but
there wasn’t any cherry tree, and
no lane and the theater itself was
so small that such audiences as we
had practically sat on the stage
among the acfs. But at least and at

last I was a professional. I sang
and danced. The show ran four
weeks and we got paid one. My
wage: $15.

Nobody discovered me.
The second year things began to

break. Because I answered a chorus
call wearing tap-dancing shoes, the
harassed dance director decided I

must be old Johnny Fleetfoot and
hired me without so much as a try-
out. By the time we got into re-
hearsals, I’d picked up enough steps
to get by. (Continued on page 66)



Frank Sinatra, star of RKO’s “Bar Of Music
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YOU AND
RANK INATRA

However you feel about Frankie, pro or con,

you won’t want to miss this fascinating

breakdown of what makes teensters tick

Among the hundreds of letters received each month

by Claudette Colbert in response to her Photoplay de-

partment, “What Should I Do?” came this appeal from

a worried mother. Miss Colbert considered the under-

lying problem of such importance that she requested the

advice of a trained psychologist. Photoplay found such

a man in the person of Lawrence Gould, eminent in his

field. Here is his answer, but more important still, his

warm defense of today’s teen-agers.

The Editors

I

F you have read the letter on the

opposite page, you are undoubt-
edly asking yourself, “How would

I answer if the problem were put to

me?” So let’s tackle it together.

In the first place, if you’re a Sin-
atra fan yourself, you have at least

some idea of how this girl feels. You
know there are millions who feel

more or less the same way, and that

there are a good many of these whose
emotions sometimes run away with
them and make them do things which
seem pretty silly—anyhow, to an
outsider. Maybe you’ve seen Frank’s
admirers held back by the police to

keep them from mobbing him to get
his autograph, to give him presents,

or even to tear off pieces of his

clothes for souvenirs. And you your-
self probably have spent time listen-

ing to his records or dreaming over
his picture when you- should have
been doing your homework or help-
ing your mother with the dishes.

In a way, you can see why it all

seems silly to people to whom Frank
doesn’t mean what he means to you,
yet you know at heart that you’re
not really crazy and you feel, away
down inside, that the folks who make
fun of you somehow just don’t un-

derstand you. Maybe you wish that

you knew how to explain yourself

to them—especially your parents-

—

and yet when you try, you don’t

know where to begin. Let’s see if a

psychologist can help you.
Suppose you begin by reminding

the people who tell you you’re crazy

that girls always have gone in for

hero-worship, even to the point of

adoration, in the years between the

time when they start dreaming about
romance and the day when they’re

ready to be married. Ask mother or

grandma, for example, to tell you
about the “matinee idols” in the
days before the movies, or the way
the great pianist, Paderewski, used
to be mobbed by adoring women
after his recitals. Ask your older
sister if she didn’t feel the way you
feel about Sinatra when Charles
Lindbergh first flew the Atlantic.

Actually, they were doing then, as

you are now, the same thing that

your kid brother does when he plays
“commando”—getting ready to meet
the experiences of grown-up life by
living them out beforehand in imag-
ination.

Deep down in your heart, you
know that this is what you’re doing,

BY LAWRENCE GOULD

and you even say so, though you
may never have realized what your
words meant. You say Frank is

“simply out of this world,” meaning
that the way he makes you feel is

altogether different from the feel-

ings you have about ordinary things

and people. For that matter, the
Sinatra you’ve adopted as your
dream man is himself quite different

from the real Frank, although the
real Frank is an unusually charming
person, and much nicer to be mar-
ried to—for his real wife—than any
dream man would be. Only right

now, it’s a dream man you need and,

for my part, I am very glad you’ve
found one. In fact, it is only when
you forget that Frank is a dream
man and try to make him real for

you that the trouble begins.

That, of course, is what the girl

whose mother wrote to Miss Colbert
was doing when she threatened to

leave home because she “simply had
to see” Frank. And, before I could
advise her mother wisely, I should
have to know what drives her into

thinking about doing something
which, even at her age, she must
know is foolish. All I can say posi-
tively is that scolding, punishment
and ridicule are likely only to make
things worse.
You see, if you are the average

Sinatra fan, you love to get “out of

this world” occasionally, but you’re
willing to come back when duty or
some other interest calls you. And
when a girl can’t or will not come
back, it must be because there’s

something about the real world
that’s “too (Continued on page 123)



The Truth

About

Hollywood’s

Nerves

Stardom cracks the whip and

these high-strung;, talented

people try to keep pace some-

times with tricky results

R
OSALIND RUSSELL is finally up and about these days, very pale
and startlingly thin, after a long illness that came so close ta a
complete nervous breakdown that for months Hollywood was

worried sick.

For Roz is no average movie star, which isn’t an average thing to

be in the first place. Roz is more than a glamour girl. Roz is more
than an expert comedienne. Roz is everything that a perfect woman
should be—plus.

She is calculatedly beautiful. She is super-intelligent. Along with
being the ideal career woman, always shrewd on business dealings,

always punctual, punctilious and super-efficient, she is also the perfect
wife. Major Fred Brisson is now overseas, but while he was stationed
near Hollywood, Roz was the perfect military \vife, making their home
the most exquisite setting for all and any leaves. Roz is a dream of

a hostess, a “best-dressed” woman, a devoted and tireless mother, a
wonder child to her own charming mother, the perfect sister to the
other four Russells. She also is a keen social worker (she is a scrapper
for players’ rights in the Screen Actors’ Guild), has made many camp
tours, and was working for benefits for Chinese War Relief long before

and long after this latter was fashionable, and a loyally devoted friend

to a vast throng of pals, the closest of whom is her sometimes co-star

Cary Grant.
Study that list. Add to it the fact that in all conferences, be they

about hats or housework or roles, Roz had to do all the talking.

Realize that she is a perfectionist at everything, whether it’s the line

of a hem or a bit of dialogue. Recall that she never could be idle-

handed for so much as a split second. Then think of the ordinary
facts of her daily living, the hair sets, the interviews, the rehearsals,

the portrait sittings all poured on top of this.

Do you wonder, then, that when her baby was safely bom, when
Freddie Brisson was shipped overseas, she finally collapsed?

Most people in other communities accept a simple fact: They get

tired. People in Hollywood, particularly those at the top, be they stars,

writers or executives, refuse to acknowledge that fact. They dare not.

The race is so swift that if they stop running one moment they are

Roz Russell, dining with husband Major Brisson, had Hollywood worried



Claudette has a highly sensitized system of
detectors that tell her when she must relax

Greer Garson believes in taking care when her nerves give the warning

quite convinced that not only will they be overtaken, but passed. They
have every reason to believe this since it has been proven true again
and again. Even when the war came and swept the contract lists

clean of male stars, did the studios suffer? No. The studios expected
to—but along came Van Johnson, Frank Sinatra, Sonny Tufts, Robert
Walker and a host of others, so competently filling the shoes of then-

predecessors that the box office went into a new high.

But because the top people of glamour town dare not and will not
rest, they get “Hollywood nerves.” Subtract only a few items from
the Russell list and you have the average woman star’s life. Insomnia
and ulcers are practically occupational diseases of both men and
women before the camera.
The majority stagger through, some dying after having burned out

much too young, as did that most gifted of producers, Irving Thalberg.
But some nerves, probably fortunately, finally get so tense that they
nearly break, as did Roz Russell’s, or currently as are Alan Marshal’s.
He is a very sick man, this charming, quiet Alan Marshal, and,

tragically, a most typical case of the tricks Hollywood nerves can
play. With his great success in “White Cliffs Of Dover” his career
was about to shoot into the heights he has fought so long to attain.

Following “White Cliffs,” Alan was cast for the finest role yet given
to him, that of the wounded soldier in “The Enchanted Cottage.” Just
a few days after that picture started shooting he collapsed.

That was more than six months ago, and Alan Marshal is still

on the sick list.

In private life he was a most unactorish actor, very shy, very
inhibited, living with a quietness that could almost be called stillness,

madly in love with his beautiful young wife, Mary.
You can’t stop most actors from talking about themselves, but Alan

was the reverse. He was literally incapable of talking about Alan,
but he’d rave on about Mary for hours, her beauty, her wit, her charm.
“She is the one, not I, who should be in pictures,” he’d say time
after time.
Did he believe that, down deep in his heart? Did he really not

want to star? Or was he secretly hurt and (Continued on page 99)

Talented Susan Peters, with Coast Guard mate
Richard Quine, before the hunting accident



Peter Blake, tall,

lithe and dark

T
HEY stood in a
shadowy corner
of Sound Stage

D, the tall, lithe

boy with the sweep
of dark hair across
his forehead and
the girl with the
red-checked pina-
fore that made her
look too young for

the sweet thought-
fulness of her face.

Without touch-
ing her body, the boy’s arms, planted
on either side of her where she stood

against the wall, held her imprisoned.
“Jeannie” . . . He dropped his head

to search the heart-shaped face

raised to his. When words finally

broke through the dam of his emo-
tions his voice was almost rough. “I

can’t take it like this.”

“Like what?” Her voice was teas-

ing, but the brown eyes were two
velvet saucers.

“Seeing you every day but never
touching you—unless it’s in a scene.

You’re like something far away and
precious. But a guy just can’t

—

”

Her glance flicked to the strong
arms pinioning her against the wall.

“I’m not far away now, Peter,” she
said softly. ,

For a split second his eyes stalked
her face hungrily for the answer.
Then without moving his arms from
their guard he bent swiftly and laid

his mouth on hers. Presently he
pulled away. “Okay?” he asked
hesitantly.

“What’s okay?” she coaxed, her
voice warm with his kiss.

“If I love you, goose.”
“That’s what I’ve been waiting for,

darling,” she breathed.
“Jeannie!” Only then did his aims

abandon their guard and wrap her
close to him. And time for both of

them was immeasurable.

THE stage door flew open with au-
thority as Rosie Holmes, Jeannie’s

mother, walked onto the set. It was
as if the entire crew straightened
their ties and their shoulders. Rosie
wore a beige suit, high-heeled alli-

gator slippers and a mink jacket

flung across her shoulders. She
looked much more like a film star

than did Jeannie, the studio’s biggest
bet in “Morning For Margie.” Rosie
was treated more like one, too. She
was, after all, the power behind the
diminutive throne.
Even in the remote corner of the

stage where Jeannie and Peter stood
together telling each other of their
love, Rosie’s presence could be felt.

“Mother’s here,” Jeannie whispered
drawing away from Peter’s embrace.
“What’s that got to do with us?”

Peter asked.
The word that formed on Jeannie’s

lips was “Everything!” But she did
not say it aloud. “So long,” she
whispered as she ran to her mother.

Rosie’s eyes had not missed the
shadowy figures on the far side of

the sound stage. Smiling for the
benefit of the crew, she manipulated
Jeannie into her portable dressing
room and closed the door.

“What’s all this about you and that
little whippersnapper, Peter Blake?”
she demanded.
The soft patina of first love still

glazed Jeannie’s eyes, but her young
lips tightened under her make-up.
How had her mother found out
about her and Peter so soon?

“Jeannie,” Rosie went on, “if you
persist in this mad infatuation you
will ruin my life. I’ve sacrificed for

you for years, been through untold
hardships so you might have a
career. And now—well, I won’t stand
by, Jeannie, and watch you risk it

all for a silly boy.”
Jeannie knew the hardships Rosie

had suffered. She remembered the
miserable vaudeville circuits they
had played, the tin hotels they had
slept in. For years little Jeannie had
lisped out songs when she should
have been in school. There were
hundreds of Elks, IOOFs, Eastern
Stars and Woodmen Of The World
who had paid to hear her sing and
see her dance at benefits. Jeannie,
however, never had asked to do this

work. She had done it only because
she and Rosie had to have money;
especially after that night so long ago
in Fargo, North Dakota, when Dick
Holmes, her (Continued on page 107)

We couldn’t stop reading this

story of the studios. Only

someone who has lived as

excitingly close to the stars

as this writer could tell so

true a tale of Hollywood

BY KATHERINE ALBERT
Author of the original story “Guest In The House/’
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BY HEDY LAMARR
(As told to Leon Surmelion)

A
DARK-HAIRED, gray-eyed girl in a Vienna finishing

school seemed completely absorbed in her history

book, but a smile stole over her Ups on that spring

day twelve years ago. Suddenly she laughed aloud. The
teacher snatched the book and found to her horror that

the girl had cut the eyes from the full-page portraits of

all the famous kings of history, had substituted others

she had drawn and that by wigghng them she could make
the crusty monarchs roll their eyes in zany fashion.

That school girl was I.

I never outgrew my delight in clowning. I still possess
it, but only my closest friends and family realize it, for it

is confined to my own home. In pubUc I give quite the
opposite impression.
There is a reason.

I like people, but by instinct I find I am on the
defensive with them, until I know them well. I am
cautious in meeting new people, because I have been
misjudged so often in the past. Women, on first meeting
me, manage subtly to convey the impression that they
expect me to pose to get attention, and to make an
attempt to flirt with their husbands. If only they knew
that I am hopelessly embarrassed by being stared at—and
I have my own husband! As a result, I am quite retir-

ing in large groups of people I do not know well.

Because people are apt to judge personality quickly,

and I have unconsciously built this defensive barrier, I

have been labeled as anything but a gay person. I regret
it. I’m sorry I am so cautious. It is really a form of

shyness. Only when I finally know people well and find

them sincere do I lose this inherent shyness.
In fact, it is because of this same shyness that I do

not find it easy to do this story. Perhaps if I talk about
my husband and me it will be easier.

I am married to one of the most understanding and
companionable men in the world. He is both stimulating

John and I have opposite temperaments, but the same tastes.

If you look twice you’ll note our twin wedding rings

We both love books and music. Here—my favorite records

and soothing. John Loder and I are very unlike in our
temperaments, for which I am grateful. We balance each
other’s personalities perfectly.

John’s reaction to people is quite the opposite of mine.
He trusts everyone, makes friends immediately, while I,

as I said, am cautious and reserved in my judgment.
John is tolerant, easy-going. I have a quick temper.

I flare up rapidly, and quiet down just as fast. There have
been occasions when I’ve rushed to the phone, wanting to

call someone who has hurt me. John has held me back.
“Wait until tomorrow,” he has told me. He knows that

by the following day I might call the person a perfect
dear, the same one I wanted to denounce over the phone
a few hours before. My husband is teaching me tolerance.

If we are unlike in our temperaments, we’re alike in

our tastes. We both love books and music. We dislike

crowds and enjoy each other’s company. I prefer staying
home and having John read to me to going to a party. We
like the same people, motion pictures, radio programs

—

even the same food.

Of course we don’t agree on everything. Now and then,
like all couples, we have a little difference of opinion. It

may be about some current event, an article we’ve both
read. Life would be very dull if we held identical views
on everything.
John likes to clown at home as much as I do. Neither

of us is dignified in our own home. When we start laugh-
ing, there’s no stopping us. The slightest gesture, the
very suggestion of a funny remark by either of us will
send us both into gales of laughter. John tells me I’ll

never grow up. Neither will he.

T
HE fact that we both are in the same profession is an
additional bond between us. We understand each other’s

problems. In the evenings we often rehearse our scenes
for the next day, cueing each other. We occasionally visit

on each other’s sets at our studios.

As you may suspect by now, we are both homebodies,
and our home life is very precious to us. John is the head
of our household and makes the decisions, but I nan the
home, as a wife should, and my husband says I run our
home very efficiently—a compliment that delights me.

I fancy myself as a cook, and John agrees. I’m espe-
cially proud of my two specialties, crepes suzettes and
roast beef, but now they certainly are not practical dishes
and we seldom have them. Beef (Continued on page 70)



there on the scene.
The lie popped out when Henry Hathaway, who was

mv director on my first big picture, “Home In Indiana,'’

asked me if I could ride bareback.
With visions of being withdrawn from the picture

(I couldn’t ride, period)—I told him of course I could.

Truth will out, and my lie proved quickly transparent.

The first five times we tried to shoot tlte scene I fell off

and, sprawling in the dirt, looked up with terror to see

if Mr. Hathaway would say “you’re fired.’’

All he said each time was “Let’s try it again,” which
was almost as bad—for I was black and blue by this time.

On the sixth take I gritted my teeth and stuck on.

“Print it,” the director called out.

I was suffused with relief, relaxed—and fell off again!

No more fibbing for Jeannie.

Q)i<tna ^£tinn: I* seems I’m always “either too young or
too old.” I’ve been telling whoppers about

iny age for so long now that I have no idea how old I really am.
I think I’m eighteen. I know I was fourteen when I had my

first chance for a good part in pictures—the very knowing little

girl in “The Major And The Minor.” The part called for a girl

of twelve, so without a blush I said I had just turned thirteen.
I dressed for the interview—in bobby socks, sloppy-joe sweater
and no make-up. I got the part. My height was close enough to

Ginger Rogers who was supposed to look fourteen, and with my
scrubbed face I could pass for twelve, so they took a chance.
A year later “Our Hearts Were Young And Gay” came along

and I was panting to do Emily who was nineteenisb—and 1 was
only fifteen. What was worse, they thought I was fourteen! This
time an Edith Head suit and a glamour-pan by Westmore did
the trick.

“How old are you?” Sheridan Gibney the producer asked me.
“Seventeen,” I lied, with a straight face. I believed me.
Now I’m playing the role of a 21-year-old girl band leader

—

very sophisticated—in “Out Of This World.” Love scenes and
everything. I was really seventeen when I came up for this part,

so I said I was eighteen. Now I am eighteen. Or am I?

SSenc/ix: I’m not so sure fibbing is a sin, for I’d prob-
ably still be a waiter if I hadn’t told one

beauty of a lie. It was in the depths of the depression and jobs
were scarce. The only thing I could turn up was in a restaurant
which employed singing waiters.

“Sure I can sing,” I told the boss shakily. I can’t carry a tune
in a bucket. That night 1 reported for work, sweating under
my white coat. The dishes danced on the trays I carried. If only
the manager would be out when I was asked to sing.

“Sing ‘When Irish Eyes Are Smiling,’ ” a guy at one of my
tables piped up. And the boss was just a few feet away. I took a
deep breath and began. The notes bore no relation to the song.
My voice trembled and cracked. I was in anguish.
Then the customer began to laugh and pretty soon everyone

in the room was laughing. I knew I was through. I hurried out to

the waiters’ room and whipped off my white coat. Then I sought
out the manager.

“All right,” I said gulping. “I know what’s coming. I quit.”
“What do you mean?” he said, and even he was laughing.

“They loved you. You aren’t quitting—I’m giving you a raise.”

And that, friends, is how Bendix found out he was a comedian.



With apologies to Mr. Washington, six blushing

stars confess the times

they slipped up on his cherry-tree example

(fo/in PPctytie: Lying—like crime—doesn’t pay, as good old
George Washington would tell us. I found

that out years ago when I was working my way through the Uni-
versity of Virginia.

I had a chance to grab a night job as operator of an apart-
ment house switchboard. It was just what I wanted—enough
money, it didn’t interfere with classes, and if the tenants didn’t
get too garrulous I would have a chance to sleep at least part of
the night. There was only one hitch—I didn’t know how to run
a switchboard! But a friend of mine who was attending business
college offered to fix me up. He would take me to his school, he
said, and show me enough about switchboards in a couple of hours’
demonstration to get me by.

I applied for the job so full of confidence—I hadn’t made a
mistake on the dummy switchboard !—that I was hired on the spot.

That night the switchboard, which was no dummy, came to life

with a terrifying rush. I kept my wits about me for the first few
calls, and then began plugging in and plugging out like a wild
man. Tenants trying to call out found themselves talking to one
another. Calls coming in—heaven knows what happened to them

!

The fatal misstep occurred at about three a.m. when I rang the
manager’s phone—by mistake—and got him out of bed. I knew
there was no use hanging around after that. I just pulled out my
operator’s plug—and weut home.

tWi(}/(/&

:

The biggest whopper I ever told. . . .

It happened back in my home town of
Rochdale, in Lancashire, England, when I was a little girl about
seven years old. A playmate and I were snooping nosy-like
around a cemetery where there had just been a funeral. Great
wreaths and bunches of flowers were all over the grave and on
one wreath there were two very pretty ribbons.
We two little girls looked at each other and said, gee,

wouldn’t those ribbons look nice tied to our pigtails, but did we
dare to sneak ’em? Yes, we dared, all right, and we each agreed
to tell our mamas that the other had given us her ribbon. The
first thing my mama asked was where did I get it. I told her
my friend had given it to me. I never did get caught—ex-
cept. ...

Except by my own conscience. For three years after that I

was haunted by visions of that poor woman rising right up out
of her grave and pointing an accusing finger into my face and
screaming, “You stole my ribbon!”

I’m not haunted by it any more, but it was an experience I

shall never forget. Because I told that whopper wheit I was a
kid I grew up a truthful woman.

r^PecP: Paul Bunyon would have been
proud to claim my biggest lie. It

was like this: After I left college I made a beeline for
New York to be an actor. But wishing isn’t acting. So
I applied for a job as a guide at Radio City. I was to
take tourists to the roof and point out places of interest,
which meant I had to know the city and its environs.
“How long have you been in New York?” the per-

sonnel manager asked me.
“All my life,” I lied, for I had to eat.
“You know the city then?”
“Like a book,” I replied confidently. “I was born on

East 57th Street,” said I, having no idea where that
was, “and I’ve had a paper route in almost every section.”

I went to work the next day, after spending a sleepless
night studying city maps and guide books.
My first party of tourists showed me how useless all

of my cramming had been.
“Where,” they wanted to know, “is Brooklyn?”
“Right over there,” I replied, pointing to Jersey City!
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From oatmeal to orchids-—and not too concerned

The cute girl is Claire, Tom’s only sis-

ter and his favorite person. Below:
Tom takes a turn at tree-pruning

Comfort by the fireplace—reading

“The Wisdom Of China And India”

about it all—that’s Tom Drake, who takes life

as he finds it and adds his own dash of spice

BY MAXINE ARNOLD

L
IFE is no longer just a bowl of

oatmeal to Tom Drake. Today he
can take it or leave it alone. And

he leaves it alone.

In the kitchen of his comfortable
sprawling stucco home with the red
tile roof in Beverly Hills, oatmeal
is conspicuously absent.

For at Metro - Goldwyn - Mayer

—

where clang, clang* clang went the
trolley, the career of the dashing
Drake has gone ding, ding, ding, on
up to the top of the bell.

The wistful-eyed actor who
grabbed off Gloria De Haven in

“Two Girls And A Sailor” and Judy
Garland in “Meet Me In St. Louis,”
is now grabbing off top billing along
with Wallace Beery for his sensitive

performance as the “yellow” flyer

who makes good in “This Man’s
Navy.”
His best pals insist that he would

be still better at comedy. Feeling,

no doubt, that anybody who can get

a laugh out of oatmeal can get a
laugh out of anything.
Well does Tom remember the

many batches of the murky stuff

brewed by himself, his sister Claire
and the gang in his basement apart-
ment during those first days on
Broadway. Especially one time four
days before payday—and how ex-
cited they all were, trying out some-
body’s new recipe for glamorizing
oatmeal. A dash of salt, a dash of

margarine, another dash of some-
thing.

But four days is enough oatmeal.
With or without salt.

Yet, even the way he tells it is

indicative of the adventurous side of

young Drake. And knowing him,
you feel that no amount of fame’
can fence him in, that the kleigs and
the glamour to him mean nothing,
that he just wants to make a success
of pictures to prove to himself that
he can. And that once he does, he’s

just as liable to take up raising race
horses or deep-sea diving. And do
equally well at both.

For Tom Drake is a creature of

contrasts. A combine of opposites.

The moody, serious Drake who
wants to succeed and the gay adven-
turer who took a train to Hollywood
the. way he used to take the local

to New York from New Rochelle.
And would take one back the same

way. An eternal vagabond. The two
Drakes are all mixed up like a chef’s

salad inside.

He dreams of a ranch but never
stays settled long enough to build a

wigwam. He’s a sophisticated
twenty-six and seems a more naive
twenty-one. He looks like the harm-
less boy next door and has a deep
sexy voice that hits you with the
sock of a Charles Boyer. Behind that

wistful face of his lurks a sense of

humor that seldom stops at any-
thing. He looks sad, but is very gay.

He gives the impression of just

going along taking everything in his

easy-going stride. Killing off one
dragon at a time. And never count-
ing anything until it hatches—which
it usually does.

Though sometimes self-conscious

with strangers, he lets loose with
friends like an Abbott and Costello

barrage.
His perpetually wistful look makes

even landladies feel sorry for him.
Which is probably why he got a

house. It seems almost impossible
that any guy could be so sad-eyed
and such a zany inside. Moody vaga-
bond. Orchids and oatmeal. Yowsah.

|_|
IS sister and his pals all call him

1 1 “Buddy,” which somehow seems
to fit him much better than Tom.
He looks like the kind of a guy

you picture going on a tramp steamer
around the world.

Six feet tall, of husky athletic

build, deeply tanned, with brown
eyes and light brown hair, which he
calls a “dirty blond.” The hair, true
to form, runs in opposite directions
too. There’s one wave that rises

abruptly at his forehead and the
rest goes completely smooth. He
takes a lot of joshing about that one
wave from Steve Brody and his

other Hollywood pals—and has taken
it since he was a kid back in New
Rochelle.
Born Alfred Alderdice Jr., the son

of an English linen merchant, he
spent all his early life just “forty

-

five minutes from Broadway” with
his parents and his sister Claire.

It was in the back yard of his

home that Tom’s career actually
sprouted—when he struck poses and
gave imitations of Gable, Laughton
and Boyer- (Continued on page 104)



(zfxecord (gratis: Saturday finds Bonita Granville running
around Universal Studios inviting her favorite Universal actors
over for a simple buffet-dinner-and-record party at her nearby
Valley home . . . and here they are choosing from Bonita’s
big record collection. There are Ensign Charles Runyon, Mrs.
Noah Beery Jr., Dean Harens, -Bonita herself and Noah Beery
Jr. They’re all fresh off some set, refreshed after Bonita’s
wonderful spaghetti dinner and are about to spend another hour
listening to records before wending their homeward ways.

(Siro-Wi tiers: The pretty and practical car-checker
Mildred at smart Ciro’s night club on the Sunset Strip is

just about to locate Producer Felix Jackson’s car so he
can drive Deanna Durbin homeward after a late dinner.

At the end of a day’s work together (their latest picture

being “Can’t Help Singing”—he’s the producer, she’s the
star), Deanna sheds her movie costume for a simple black
outfit plus a mink coat—and they dine together. But
only on a Saturday night would they celebrate dinner by
going to Ciro’s to eat in time to the magic of music.

I

Ofhofi-Talk: This Saturday-night huddle in the M-G-M commissary looks like fun—and is, but not in
the way you’d expect. Saturday nights the studio—on request—runs off a picture for the kids on
the lot to analyze and study. Here Bruce Kellogg, Robert Walker, June Allyson and Robert Nathan
have a happy bull session after having seen the new Judy Garland-Robert W alker picture, “The Clock,”
in an M-G-M projection room. Author Nathan (who wrote the best-selling book, “Portrait Of Jenny”)
has a personal interest in. the picture because he wrote the screenplay; Bob Walker has a personal
interest in June because he and she are about to start shooting “Her Highness And The Bell Boy.”
Bruce Kellogg, who is in “Hold High the Torch,” adds to the scuttlebutt on general principles.
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It’s America’s night ! Some of the things Hollywood

does will surprise you. Here’s a lens’-eye view

of the stars in their special - date - night pastimes

CDance CDevoiees: Saturday night find
love in high gear at Mocambo with Lan:
Turner and Turhan Bey dancing only witl
each other. Tonight Lana looks like ai
American version of a Turkish hareir
girl with nose-veil, sleek black satin sui
and pounds of jewelry. The Turkish Mr
Bey matches her with gold-and-onyx cuff
links, ring and tie-pin. » » lusic-maKer: Ida Lupino is home alone

writing a song. Right now you can bet on
her being unhappy—for she only composes
when she’s blue. She’s already written the
lyrics—with Nick Arden authoring the
music—to such tunes as “When Our Fingers
Meet,” “Leave Me Alone” and “Storm In
My Heart.” Typical Lupino touch: She
uses a fountain pen—instead of the
proverbial chewed pencil of genius!

cJen csPal: The clock strikes 11:30 and
it finds Maureen O’Hara covering reams
of notepaper (marked Mrs. Will Price)
to her husband in the Pacific—mostly
about their tiny daughter Bronwyn Briget.

QfYlovie Q'Jans: Saturday nights are
the Coopers’ only night to howl—and
they howl very quietly, at that. Gen-
erally 11:30 catches them leaving a

neighborhood theater. Here Gary and
his stunning Sandra have just seen
“The Woman In The Window” at

the Village Theater in Westwood.



YOUR PROBLEMS ANSWERED BY

CLAUDETTE COLBERT

WHAT

D
ear miss colbert:

I have been married for twelve years and have two
children, one eleven and the other three and a half.

My husband has said repeatedly that I devoted too much
time to the children and neglected him.
He met a girl ten years younger than himself (we are

both thirty-three) who works with him. About two years
ago he started to go out with this girl and they both fell

deeply in love with one another. He told me all this.

She too is married and has a husband overseas, but she
told my husband she married without being in love, only
for the sake of patriotism. She wrote to her husband,
telling him of her “new love” and he let her get a divorce.

Realizing my big mistake I tried to win my husband
back, but he says it is too late as he loves this woman
very much. I wrote a very nice letter to this woman,
pleading with her to leave him alone, but she ignored
my letter and now I would like to see her personally. My
husband has said that the only way he will give her up
is for her to tell him to go away as she never wants
to see him again. Now that is what I want to get her to do.

My husband says he cares for me and feels sorry for

me, but that he loves this girl. I told him that I wouldn’t
give him a divorce no matter what.
What would you do?

Edwina de V.

Dear Mrs. de V:
There is one thing that you can salvage from this piti-

able situation: Your pride and dignity. Under no circum-
stance should you try to get in touch with this woman for1

any reason whatsoever.
It is a complex and puzzling fact that a human being

can look at a broken vase and realize that it is beyond
any repair ; she can look at a plant and know that it is

quite dead; she can look at a gown and know that it is

hopelessly faded, pulled at the seams and out of date. But
rare indeed is the person who can look upon a human re-

lationship and realize that it has lost all use, meaning, or
beauty.
When a man—who is notoriously loath to change his

habits of living—asks his wife for his freedom, the situa-

tion is usually beyond saving. If a woman undertakes te

fight the case, she merely confirms her husband ,
s suspicion

that she is a bad lot. Only by being magnanimous, generoui
and—if possible—coldly humorous, can she make him
realize that he may be giving up the best deal of his life

for a pretty but untested mess of pottage.
It is with retd regret that I tell you that I think you

should ask your husband to move out, leaving you and your
children in your home. Tell him that you will be glad to

give him his freedom as soon as he likes. Don’t tell him
off, don’t quarrel with him, don’t criticize this other girl.

Be as big and as brave as you possibly can.
Then get busy and make a new life for yourself, if you

do no more than take up oil painting or the study of Span-
ish, or a full-time job at the Red Cross while your children),

are in school. It won’t be easy, but at the end of the long,

tough, heart-cracking job, you will have learned how to live

within your own strength and dignity. And perhaps your
husband will come to his senses.

Claudette Colbert
(Continued on page 64)

ElflUDIM BOIMT

What would you do if you were
faced with the problem of losing
your husband to a girl ten years
younger than yourself?

This is one of the situations
on which a Photoplay reader has
asked me to advise her this
month and I have tried to work
out her problem honestly and
wisely. I hope the answers
given here will be of help to

many people with similar prob-
lems. But if you need special
assistance, write to me in care
of Photoplay (8949 Sunset Blvd.

,

Hollywood 46, Calif.) and if

possible I'll answer you on

these pages.

C(L
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SHE'S A DARLING! Frances is petite, with wistful brown eyes and skin baby-soft!

'"I keep it nice with Pond’s Cold Cream,” she says. "It’s such a grand cream !”

HER RING— an upraised center

diamond flanked by smaller dia-

monds on intricate design in gold.

FRANCES KING, of Poughkeepsie,

N.Y., of the old Hudson Riverfamily—
another lovely Pond's bride-to-be. Her

engagement to H. Paul Richards, of the

R.C.A.F., was announced last May

Pretty as a picture—and a complexion so

petal-cZear you’d think Frances’ beauty was

just happenstance.

But Frances herself says, very positively,

she keeps it that way with her faithful

Pond’s devotions.

"Skin needs regular care,” she declares.

"I love my daily and nightly Pond’s Cold-

Creamings. They make my skin feel glorious.”

HOW FRANCES BEAUTY-CARES FOR
HER FACE WITH POND’S

First—she smooths snowy Pond’s Cold Cream
all over face and throat, pats it with brisk

finger tips to help soften and release dirt and

make-up. Tissues off well.

Next—she rinses with more luscious-soft

Pond’s, plying her white-tipped fingers around

nose, mouth, cheeks, forehead. Tissues off.

"This double-creaming is important,” Frances

says, "makes skin extra clean, extra soft.”

Use Pond’s Frances’ way—every morning,

every night. Daytime, too, for clean-ups.

You’ll find it’s no accident engaged girls like

Frances, noted society beauties, love this

soft-smooth beauty care.

Get a big jar of Pond’s Cold Cream today.

You’ll like being able to dip the fingers of

both your hands in the luxurious, big jar.

to a member of the

Canadian Air Force

ON HIS FURLOUGHS Paul and Frances are in- TODAY—many more women and
separable.While he is away she serves, too—in the girls use Pond’s than any other face
Red Cross, at the canteen, the Halloran Hospital, cream at any price.



(Continued from page 62)
Dear Miss Colbert:

I’ve been married four months

—

unhappily. I didn’t love my husband
when I married him, although I have
known him since grammar-school
days. I was never allowed by my
parents to go with anyone but him.
He has all the fine qualities that a
woman could ask for, but I like him
without loving him. He’s in the ser-

vice and we have managed to be to-

gether at least once every month.
I had been married only three

weeks when I went to visit a group
of ex-prisoners of war, whose lan-
guage I speak because I was born
in their country, and I met the man
I knew I could love with
all my heart. After that

first visit I knew I had
to return again and I

did, once each week.
One night, this man

managed to tell me of his

love for me. Someday
after the war, he wants
to take me back to his

home— after I get my
divorce.

We have kept our love

a secret until today when
my mother discovered a

note I had jotted down,
but had never given him.
Now she objects to my
going to see him and
threatens to tell my hus-
band.

I don’t want to hurt my
husband, yet I am wild
to see this other man and
to be with him as much
as I can.

Will you tell me, please,

please, what I should do?
Mrs. Raphaela D.

—yet you plan to cast him off, this
man in uniform, for a chap who, ex-
cept for the grace of God, would still

be fighting against this country. Have
you considered, too, that Europeans
are not as generous to their wives as
Americans?

I want to stress this, in fairness to
you: Emotion is an element that no
one has been able to produce at will,

nor destroy when it was inconvenient.
It is entirely possible to like and ad-
mire a man without loving him as a
husband. But why don't you give
your husband a chance? Three weeks
is no time in which to decide whether
two persons can make a good life to-

gether, particularly when they have
spent only week ends with one another.
Why don't you wait until the war

Stood Will 'Tell!

^/jjRE you asking yourself if you are

doing all you truly can for those

guys tvho are out there taking hell in

their stride for you back here?

You aren't—if

pint of blood

!

you haven't given a

p

M
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Dear Mrs. D:
Your letter tells a very

interesting story between
the lines. In the first

place, it is apparent that

you married your husband
because your mother ar-

ranged the match. You
feel that you were forced
into marriage without hav-
ing had the opportunity
of exercising some per-
sonal choice in the matter.
Subconsciously you have,
I'm rather certain, told

yourself that you were de-

nied the thrill of romance.
This prisoner of war satisfies every

romantic inclination in your nature
His nationality pleases you because
of your loyalty to your national heri

tage: his position as a prisoner, hit

ability to converse with you in the Inti

guage of your childhood, the clandes
tine character of your relationship
all appeal to you. And. to give your
adventure its final fillip, you knew in

advance that your mother would
lently disapprove of your actions.

But let's be rational about this.

Spiting your mother by indulging in

a forbidden romance will leave a bitter

taste in your memory if you destroy
your husband's faith in you. I'm
afraid you haven't given his position
in the matter much consideration. You
admit that your husband is a fine man

1500 pints a day are used at our fight

-

ing fronts alone. Just think: The

blood you give today is in the veins of

a wounded soldier in Europe the morn-

ing after tomorrow—or in the body of

a hard-hit G.I. in the Pacific three days

from now!

THEY'RE GIVING THEIRS—
WON'T YOG GIVE YOGRS?

Even her family couldn’t under-
stand it.

Two months later I was inducted
into the Army, but after a year of
service, I was discharged because of
an old football injury.

Since I’ve been home, I’ve man-
aged to talk to her over the tele-
phone, but she just listens to me and
says “yes” or “no.” Nothing else.
When she does say a few sentences
her voice is so heartbroken that I

can’t bear it.

Her father tells me that she won’t
talk to her own family, she cries a
lot at night and has lost ten pounds.
Dorothy’s friends tell me that she
admits her love for me, but when

anyone tries to question
her, she freezes up and
won't talk at all. She plays
“our” record—“That Old
Black Magic”—every
night. She hasn’t had an-
other date in over a year.

I accidentally sat be-
hind her in church last

Sunday. When services
were over she turned
around. She stood there,
staring at me, then ran
outside crying.

I am twenty-three
years old, now, and Dot
is almost twenty. I have
a very good job and
could care for her prop-
erly. Although she won’t
see me personally, I tele-
phone her every day and
send her flowers once a
week.
Would you advise me

to make some plan where
I can force her to talk to

me, or do you have an
idea—since you are a
pretty girl, too—just
what is causing her to
behave like this?

I’ll admit that I’m
stymied.

Enright M.

Go to your nearest Red Cross center

TODAY!

is over before making a
Claudette

decision?
Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
In February, 1942, I met Dorothy,

the seventeen-year-old sister of

my best friend. Because we liked

the same books, poetry, music,
movies and people, we had fun just

being friends. Six months after our
first date, I kissed her for the first

time, and then I knew that it was
more than friendliness that I felt for

her. She said that she loved me, too,

so we began to make plans for the
future.

One night I called for her at her
home, but she refused to see me.

Dear Mr. M:
Obviously there is some-

thing in this girl's present
home life, or in her mem-
ory, or in her mind, that

is making her wretchedly
unhappy.

It would seem, from
your letter, that this girl's

family is in sympathy with
you. Why don’t you ask them to force
her to see you. If they decline, beg
them to explain any possible cause of
her behavior to you. If they agree to

insist that she see and talk to you, why
don't you tell her that she is behaving
like a selfish child. She is deliberately
making everyone around her unhappy,
nervous and worried for no apparent
reason. Ask her exactly what the
score is, once and for all. Or better.

I think—urge her family to take her
to a psychiatrist who will make her
talk and learn the basic trouble. You
can be guided accordingly. If it is

hopeless, put her out of your life

corn pletely.
Stop telephoning, stop sending

flowers, stop asking her friends about
her. If she is (Continued on page 97)
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of your favorite
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Beautiful oil paintings
by the famous artist, Albert Fisher,

were used for these 16 portraits!

The pictures are actual postcard size,

5//6"x3M", and printed in gorgeous,

glowing color! Use them as pin-ups, or

as novel postcards. Each set contains

pictures of Perry Como, Tommy Dor-

sey, Duke Ellington, Lena Horne, Spike

Jones, Sammy Kaye, Freddy Martin,

Hal McIntyre, Glenn Miller, Vaughn

Monroe, David Rose, Artie Shaw,
Dinah Shore, the King Sisters, Charlie

Spivak and Fats Waller.*

Only through Victor can you get

these exciting color portraits—and you
get all 16 for only a quarter! But the

supply is limited, so send your order

today. Use the handy coupon or write

direct to Box 23, Camden, New Jersey,

enclosing 25fS per set.

Askyour dealer for records ofthese Victorand BluebirdArtists
Perry Como • Tommy Dorsey . Duke Ellington • Sltep Fields • Erskine Hawkins
Lena Horne . Spike Jones • Sammy Kaye • Wayne King « Freddy Martin • Hal
McIntyre • Glenn Miller • Vaughn Monroe • Tony Pastor • Alvino Rey • David Rose
Artie Shaw . Dinah Shore • King Sisters • Charlie Spivak • Martha Stewart • David Street

Listen to “The Music America Loves Best” Sundays,
4:30 p.m., EWT, over NBC. Buy More War Bonds

THE WORLD’S MOST POPULAR ARTISTS ARE ON

Victor
AND BLUEBIRD RECORDS

RADIO CORPORATION OF AMERICA
RCA VICTOR DIVISION, CAMDEN, N. J.

TEAR THIS OUT NOW!
RCA Victor Division, Radio Corporation of America
Box 23, Camden, N. J.

Gentlemen: Please send me sets of 16 portrait pin-ups
( *listed above), for which I enclose 25i per set.

PLEASE WRITE PLAINLY OR PRINT.

Name-

Street-

City

—

-State-
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-Ji'liM DAPHAE ADAMS
A descendant of John Adams and the

Earl of C.iilhness, Scotland, Miss

Daphne Adams is the daughter of the

noted portrait painter, Lawson Adams,

of Philadelphia. She was horn and

educated in France.

I m a painter,’’ says Miss
Adams, “and I know that just

as a certain color complements
another, a certain fragrance en-

hances a woman >—> makes her

infinitely lovely. That s why I

use Djer-Kiss perfume. It is the

final perfect touch to the woman
who values her charm.” Have
you tried Djer-Kiss perfume?

l

/(or/dj5llost (3lcmariticdce/d

My
(.Continued from page 47) Saved for my
art by a metal tip! The show was called
“New Faces.” It ran a beautiful forty
weeks with me getting forty bucks for
each and every one of them.

I was able to repay my mother and move
into a room on 46th Street right near
Times Square, in the midst of the bright
lights, in the heart of the theater world.
Technically, the room was furnished—but
it is more accurate to say it was filled

—

with a bed, a chair, a bureau, a washbowl.
It had no clothes closet but I needed none.
After all, when you have only one suit

you have it on except when sleeping.

When “New Faces” closed, did I worry?
Certainly not. I was all set to go ahead
now. So I went backward. The only job I

could get was in the chorus of the Roxy,
a movie house, at $30 a week, but a chance
to see all the movies, which I did. I was
and still am a rabid movie fan. Right
now I’m making a collection of old movie
magazines. I dote on them.

D UT at the Roxy, I really did get dis-
covered. A swell girl, Lucille Page, wife

of Buster West, the comedian, came back-
stage one day and asked me if I’d like to

work in a vaudeville act with her and
Buster for $75 a week and all expenses.
Would I? Do mares like oats? Do little

lambs like ivy? We went out on the road
and traveled till Lucille decided to take
time off for motherhood. Now I know how
a producer feels when some starlet tells

him those same tidings.

Back on Broadway—this time with an
oufit called “Eight Young Men Of Manhat-
tan.”' Tricked out in white ties and tail

coats we formed a background for Mary
Martin, queen of Broadway that winter
because of her heart belonging to Daddy.
We did our act on the Waldorf’s Starlight
Roof. The atmosphere did something to me.
Surrounded by that elegance, I felt I could
conquer anything. I decided to go back
home and see Lois. Just as I was trying to

get the time off to do this, I got her letter.

Lois was going to be a bride, all right, but
the cast had been changed. There was an-
other guy whom she was marrying.
Sometimes I wonder if it is because we

Swedes come from such a frozen country
that we ourselves thaw out so seldom, or
reversely, when we get set into a pattern
or emotion we freeze to it so solidly.

To call it heartbreak I went through is

dramatizing it too much. I faced the truth
that Lois was right. We still wanted the
same things: A home, security, lots of kids.

But as my wife what chance would she
have at them, with me making $50 one

Life

week, nothing a month later and $30- a

week ten weeks afterward?
I got me another girl. She wasn’t a bit

like Lois. She was actually much more
beautiful, much more vivacious. She had
sparkling eyes and a drape shape of the
first water. She was a Broadway star-

let. She loved to sing and to dance and
she was a wonderful companion. I told

myself I was in love. What we had in

common was Broadway. The only trouble
was that I was beginning to be sick of

Broadway.
The Broadway of success is a swoony

proposition but the Broadway of slow
openings and quick closings, of going the
agency rounds, of trying out, of flash

money one month and careful hoarding
the next—well, here comes the Swede in

me again. I couldn’t see it as getting
anywhere. It wasn’t my way of life. I

kept trying out for speaking parts and
ending up in the chorus. George Abbott
gave me a chance at a speaking role in “Too
Many Girls,” groaned as he listened to me,
stuck me in the chorus, yet strangely
enough, when he came to Hollywood to

do the show on the screen, once more
gave me a chance at an acting spot.

I kissed my girl and Broadway good-by
and headed for RKO. They gave me a

test and a return ticket. I went back to

everything but the girl. The Abbott office

actually gave me lines to say in “Pal Joey”
in which the leads were June Havoc and
Gene Kelly.

THERE is nothing so rare as a girl like
' June. It was excitement at first sight for

us. Gene was courting Betsy Blair, who is

now Mrs. Kelly, and we four went every-
where together. I was in the chips, $150

a week. I had six suits. Life was strictly

on the beam—too good to last. Hollywood
paged June. She left. Hollywood paged
Gene. He and Betsy left. Then, finally, it

paged me.
This was more like it. I’d be seeing June

and seeing Gene, matching my contract
with theirs. I made one slight miscalcula-
tion in those dreams, the fact that I came
back practically by return plane.

Yes, I made another test, at Columbia
this time, opposite Janet Blair, who is a

nice g>irl to be opposite, even if the Co-
lumbia officials didn’t feel the same about
me when they viewed me. On Broadway I

went back into “Pal Joey,” which promptly
closed, perhaps from shock.
Mr. Van Johnson hit an all-time low.

He took himself to Newport, ate clams,
looked out to sea and asked himself what
it was all about. Mr. Johnson knew a lot

of questions and no answers whatsoever.

YOU ASKED FOR HIM
and you'll find Van Johnson, winner of

Photoplay’s Color Portrait Poll, on page 46.

NOW’S YOUR CHANCE
to vote for your favorites for next month. Send

in the ballot below to the Color Portrait Editor,

Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.

I’d like to see a color portrait of in Photoplay
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Then the telephone rang. Good old tele-

phone. An agency was on the wire asking
if I’d consider a six-months’ contract with
Warner Brothers, starting immediately. It

was like asking a drowning man if he would
consider being rescued by a yacht.

I went out in style, a lower berth.

Johnson, the contract actor. Six months
in which to make overwhelmingly good.
I practiced expressions all the way. I

wondered what gracious words I should
say to the group that would meet me.
Nobody met me. I called Warner

Brothers and told them I had arrived in

glamorous Hollywood, that I was, in fact,

registered at the glamorous Beverly Hills

Hotel. They said all right. I called my
agents and gave them the same glad tid-

ings. They said all right, too.

But next morning my eyes were shin-
ing and girls were singing and Warner
Brothers were on the wire. Said they:

“Your six-months’ contract entitles us to

give you a six-weeks’ layoff. We are put-
ting you on layoff starting today.” In less

fancy language that meant I was off-salary.

Ah, the warm welcome of Hollywood! Ah,
the wonderful hospitality! Ah, nuts!

Still, there was June Havoc, bless her,

and the six weeks went by. I couldn’t see
much of June because she was working
practically day and night. I couldn’t see
much of Gene because of the same set-

up. But being a sun worshipper, I didn’t

suffer and at the end of the six weeks the
checks began coming.

I called up Warners to see if I couldn’t

do a little work for these checks. Day
after day, nobody was in. June said I

ought to go to Warners and show myself.
“Lunch in the Green Room,” said she. So
I went to the Green Room and snagged
a table close to the wall. I gazed pop-
eyed at everyone, really big stars, really

big directors, but no one saw me. I was
the invisible man to everyone except one
waitress. She came over and said, “You’re
not allowed in here. This is only for stars

and directors.” I can take a hint. I got out
and stayed out.

AT the end of five months, I got my sec-
ond call from Warners. They said they

weren’t taking up my option. This did not
surprise me. Having hired me sight un-
seen there was no rule why they couldn’t
fire me similarly. I thought nothing they
could do would surprise me, but two weeks
later they bowled me over by calling a
third time and this time saying I was to
play the lead in “Murder In The Big
House.” The leading lady was super-swell
Faye Emerson. The picture was shot in

twelve days, just time enough to get me in

under the end of my contract. I walked
out of frames, waved my arms and in gen-
eral couldn’t have been any worse.
My final night in town Desi Arnaz and

his wife, Lucille Ball, called me up and
took me to dinner at Chasen’s. Until
that moment, I didn’t care at all about
leaving Hollywood. I knew no one but
June and Gene, who still, through no
fault of their own, hadn’t time enough to

see me.
But there was something in Chasen’s

atmosphere that was warm and friendly.
I saw nice people around and I was intro-
duced to some of them. Gary Cooper, for

instance, who really looked at me, really

greeted me. Suddenly, sitting there at the
bar, I wanted to put my head down and
wail with misery. I wanted to stay and
be a success.

Billy Grady walked up.
He was an old friend of Lucille’s, whom

I had met once in New York. He asked me
what I was doing. I told him—he told me
to come to M-G-M the next morning.
At M-G-M, people were actually kind

to me. I might be a nobody but at least

I was human. I got make-up tests, voice

The Fels-Naptha Plant maintains an imposing Research Laboratory,

equipped with the usual testing paraphernalia—
and the usual staff of 'experts’.

Here, every day, Fels-Naptha Soap goes on trial. When
the experts, with their test tubes and charts, report

'up to Fels-Naptha Standard’, we know

we haven’t been bragging.

Cur
Number One'Lab.

But our Number One 'Lab', is an ordinary home laundry.

The 'staff’ is the Lady of the House. Her equipment is

a washtub or washing machine and a bundle of soiled clothes.

When she puts Fels-Naptha Soap on trial,

it has to be good— or else.

There are millions of these 'Home Laboratories’

in the United States. According to voluntary reports,

they use Fels-Naptha because,

for practical daily purposes, they find

it’s the best laundry soap

on the market.

We’d like to see Fels-Naptha Soap

tested in your laundry. And
we’d also like to have your

'Laboratory Report’.

FELS'NAfTHA SOAP_banishesTattIe-Tale Gray*
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Only Meds has the "SAFETY-
WELL,” only Meds can give

you the extra -fast absorption

of this exclusive feature per-

fected by a woman doctor.

"Next time,” why not try Meds
and learn for yourself what

Meds comfort and Meds safety

can mean in your life

!

Meds’ exclusive "SAFETY-WELL”
absorbs so much more, so much
faster! Extra protection for you!

Meds’ fine soft COTTON can

absorb up to three times its own
weight in moisture ! The scien-

tifically-shaped insorber expands

gently and comfortably— adapting

itself to individual requirements.

ItcauM af these dainty, carefully designed applicators, Meds insorbers are easy-to-use I

tests, coaching, was taught camera angles.
They told me blond men weren’t star ma-
terial. I’d have to dye my hair. At that
moment I’d have dyed my face if they had
said so.

Actually they didn’t dye my carrot locks.

They just sprayed them, from a spray gun
like the ones housewives use to frighten
gnats. I felt smaller than one when I saw
myself. On me black hair didn’t look
good, I thought, but I wasn’t setting myself
up in judgment against those nice
M-G-M-ers.
Right away they put me in a “Crime

Doesn’t Pay” short. Each morning I’d re-
port to make-up and they’d spray me into
a brunette and each night I’d wash me
back into being a redhead again. All went
well until we had to work in a rainstorm.
My hair ran all over my face or rather its

color did. They nearly cast me in a Tarzan
picture, I made such a snazzy zebra.

M EVERTHELESS, I got my first chance
• at an A picture after that

—“Cairo”
with Jeanette MacDonald. They made
me up, not only with my spray-gun hair,

but with a mustache and a pipe between
the teeth. I had a bad moment when I

was called to do a test with a girl who had
once been a star. Back in Newport I had
drooled over her beauty but now I saw
what bad health and bad luck can do to

a girl like that. Neither of us got the
roles, but I got a good lesson. I had
learned, by shock, that a career must be
guarded every minute.
Then the front office called me and told

me I was going into “Somewhere I’ll Find
You” with Clark Gable and Lana Turner!
There was a war scene with thirty men

in a trench, all dead but me. I was to crawl
through them, while shot and shell burst
over my head and as I poked my way up
around their shoulders and arms I was
to utter bright lines. I blew my lines and
the director blew his top. I wished I were
really a dead man. I did the scene again
and again, with him getting madder and
madder. About the fourth time as I crawled
through, one of the corpses began tickling

me. I laughed in spite of myself, and re-
laxed. I looked into some slap-happy eyes
and recognized Keenan Wynn, whom I

knew slightly. Because I was relaxed, I

went through the scene without a break
and right there began a sincere and lasting

friendship.
That was my only scene in “Somewhere

I’ll Find You” and I never even glimpsed
Turner or Gable.
But the tide had turned. Came “The

War Against Mrs. Hadley,” “Pilot No. 5,”

my first Dr. Gillespie picture followed by
a second, and finally “A Guy Named Joe.”
I had friends, very close friends like

Keenan and his wife, Evie, and wonderful
helpful friends on the lot like Fay Bainter
in “Mrs. Hadley” and Lionel Barrymore
in the Gillespies and finally that wonder
woman, Irene Dunne.

I felt she didn’t want me for that part
in “Joe.” I knew nobody wanted me really.

After all, who was Van Johnson? They
.
had already tested so many guys so much
more important than I and when Vic Flem-
ing, the director, introduced me to Irene,

I knew just how interested he was when
he said, “Miss Dunne, this is Mr. Van
Warren.” Didn’t even have my name
straight!

I had to test on a love scene. I stood
there, my face against the beautiful face
of a star miles above me. So what did she
do, that feminine miracle? She pretended
she was nervous! She made believe she
didn’t remember her lines. She made up
lines when I faltered. Five minutes later

making love to her was no strain. The
strain was in not making it too real!

Well, I got the part and then came my
automobile accident. It’s been told so
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often I won’t go into it here beyond saying

that I got sideswiped when I was on the

way to the studio with Keenan and Evie.

I went down and out and came to, with
my face all scarred, a possible brain in-

jury and a definite 4F status.

All I thought of at first was, this gives

Dunne the out. She doesn’t really want
me in that part and now she can get rid

of me. Instead, she fought for me and
they held up the production till I got well.

People tell me that accident changed me.
But I think it only intensified the kind of

guy I am. Until then I’d been a little shy
about admitting how much I like to stay

home alone, reading, listening to records,

mapping out the years ahead. Now I’m not.

The studio’s given me wonderful parts

such as the sailor in “Two Girls And A
Sailor,” followed by Ted Lawson in “Thirty
Seconds Over Tokyo” and the fan mail says
I’m across. I’ll confess, it’s terrific.

In fact, I’ll let you in on a secret. I’ve

worked steadily, almost without a day’s

rest, for two years now, so recently I

took a vacation in Mexico. Nobody down
there knew me and at first it seemed very
sharp, walking through those little towns.
I really went for it—for about one day.
Then I began to get lonesome for people
nudging each other as I passed, or smiling
at me, or saying, “Would you sign this?”

When I came back and the crowd in the
airport recognized me, I got a great kick
out of it.

The future? Comedy parts, I hope,
mixed with a little drama, and me learning
to be a better actor. And that girl I’m
looking for. Whether she’s a blonde or
brunette, I do not care. Whether she’s
an actress or a home girl or a white-collar
worker matters not at all to me. When
she comes along, I shall know her.

Then I’ll marry and I’ll hope to have not
one or two children but five at least, and
a home that will be as much like New
England as anything in the West can be.

And the things I’ll want in that home will
be New England things that I will share
with my wife and children, the qualities of
independence, free thinking and free
speech, hard work and friendliness.
That’s my dream, but even if I don’t get

it, even if I don’t attain half of it, I know
I’m still way ahead, and a very lucky guy,
and I’m grateful.

The End
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Total war means not only munitions

to maim and kill, but also bandages,

antiseptics and above all—the

precious blood plasitta that saves the

lives of our men.

Plasma is shipped in

PAPER CARTONS—
shells of mercy bearing new life

to our wounded.

SAVE PAPER! Give or sell every scrap

of clean paper to your nearest salvage

office or dealer!

DURA"GLOSS nodi fiddiL

Got a date tonight?

Let Dura-Gloss help mahe it gay and sparkling.

And the Dura-Gloss you put on for tonight’s date will

stay on for days. A smooth-flowing, lustrous polish

that adds, romance and heauty to all your nights

and days. In demand at heauty counters

everywhere. 104^ plus tax.

Cuticle Remover Polish Remover Dura-Coot

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
LORR LABORATORIES, PATERSON, N. J. • FOUNDED BY E. T. REYNOLDS
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I, Hedy
(Continued from page 55) costs just as
many points in Hollywood as it does in
Hoboken—and how many times a year does
one have crepes suzettes?

We’re lucky to have a maid but if to-
morrow we didn’t have a servant, it would
not bother me. As a young girl I was
taught cleanliness and order, as well as
cooking. I’m teaching my son Jamesie that
he, too, must be orderly.

We have no budget. I do my own shop-
ping in the big California markets. And
have a wonderful time shopping at ten-
cent stores. My sales resistance is non-
existent, and John says people can sell me
anything.

But I feel, nevertheless, that I’m a good
business woman. At least, I’m methodic. I

might be a successful director or producer
if I had more patience. I should like to

direct or produce pictures, sometime, but
I suppose that’s rather a futile hope.

I’ve never been satisfied with any of my
screen roles. One can always find a
chance for a possible improvement after
a role is finished. If not, one would stag-
nate as an actor. My favorite part was the
paisano girl in “Tortilla Flat,” but I also
cherish a letter from John P. Marquand,
the author of “H. M. Pulham, Esquire,” in

which he complimented me on my role in

the screen version. I like comedy, and
enjoyed making “The Heavenly Body.”
I liked making “Experiment Perilous” too.

E
VERY Friday night John and I go to

the Hollywood Canteen, where he works
as a dishwasher while I wait at the snack
bar. To be honest, I have little time for

anything but writing autographs, which is

flattering, but I’d rather be able to serve
sandwiches and coffee to the boys.

John and I seldom go to night clubs.

Our intimate friends are few, but those
few are very close friends, including
George Antheil, the brilliant modern com-
poser, and his wife. My own dearest friend
is Lilly Veidt, the widow of Conrad Veidt.

I am far from athletic, but I enjoy long
walks, which I frequently take with John
in the hills around our Benedict Canyon
home. The mountains hold a particular
fascination for us, and we hope, after the
war, to own a mountain cabin.

On our honeymoon we rented a cabin
at Big Bear, where John built the fire

and helped with the dishes, and I did all

the other work. The cabin we plan to have
will be small enough so we can do all

our own housework and cooking. Rustic,

with a large fireplace in the living room.
We know just what our dream house will

be like, but it must wait for the duration.

I have no illusions of “glamour.” Frank-
ly, that word annoys me, because I can’t

decide what “glamorous” means. Beautiful,

chic, elegant are words I understand, but
not “glamour.”
What is much more important than

“glamour” in my life is the little one John
and I expect in the spring. We both hope
so for a girl since we already have Jamesie.
But I’m playing safe—I’m going to have
the nursery done in yellow. Then it will be
appropriate either way. After work is

completed on “Her Highness And The
Bellboy,” John and I are going house-
hunting for a larger place for the baby.

If it is a boy we will name him John for

his father. But a girl—that is more diffi-

cult. I want something easy. I know what
it is to have a name that is generally mis-
pronounced. Gretchen is nice, but it

sounds so hard in English. Gretl, perhaps.

But maybe it is too early to worry about
that. I think I am too happy to worry about
anything!
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dancing,
romancing

3me scenes, with
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three-dimensional

hat dimensions'.)

s latin beauties like

t

Miranda, Dora Luz,

n Molina! We’re

3S torrid as a hot foot

Equator-and even

fun! Just change the

girls, from Donald

’to Donald El Wolf-si,

t wooooo-wooooo!

Full-length Musical Fiesta

in Technicolorc*BALLERO$"
-
TO

DONALD DUCK • JOE CAR10CA AURORA MIRANDA • DORA LUZ
Romantic Heartbreaker Jiving Jitterbird

PANCHITO Released through

Mexican Casanova RKO RADIO PICTURES

Brazilian Songbird Mexico’s Sweetheart

CARMEN MOLINA
Dancing Senorita





LINDA DARNELL

-

INTRIGUING STAR . . .

startling yellow doeskin jacket

over a pencil-slim black wool

skirt. The oriental-influence pep-

i geometric design empha-

the fitted waist. A Morris

> original.

HOTOPLAYS
FIRST-RUN FASHIONS

of “The Great John L,” a Bing

Crosby production, accentuates

her dark loveliness with this
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MODERN MOOD
.Casual elegance is Lind

Darnell's choice for daytin

hours. This smartly checke

black and white suit is youtl

ful and gay. A new, twinklin

touch . . . pockets and cufi

lightly etched with tiny bead

Of soft wool, it’s a Morri

Kraus original.

.
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THIS IS A
g

MADE DRESS)

Available at*~ in New York,

fine stores everywhere, or write to :

Timely two-piecer with a flair for fit —

a pick-up for your Spring wardrobe. Of Rosewood’s

Main Event

,

brightened with a burst of white at the

neck and sleeves. Sizes 9 to 15. About $JS
LOMBARDY DRESSES IX 134 West 37th St., New York 18, N. Y.
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Spring fashions on the wing

ir-minded Miss Bluebird
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ibin is nest-hunting again,

ley’re returning to what

ey know is a good tn*

nd the fashion experts kn
good thing, too —
ey’re returning to the sprin,

assies . . . Photoplay

ves vou a bird’s-eye view
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KED SPARROW

FlEDGLINGS

Try your wings in this debonair

black and white checked coat.

You’ll love its cinched-in, belted

look . . . the snugly buttoned lum-

ber jacket sleeves . . . the chin-

tuckable, deep-notched lapels. This

Hi-Ho, Jr. is in soft American

woolen. Sizes 7-17. About $35 at

Lansburgh’s, Washington, D. C.

Salfair Play Topper beret in all

colors. About $2 at R. H. Macy,

New York

(Left) Clean-cut cardigan jacket above a freedom-

loving pleated skirt. In downy-textured Botany Flan-

nel, this Jaunty Junior comes in chartreuse, pink, ice-

land blue or green. 7-15. The suit, about $30 at Sanger

Bros., Dallas. The Betmar cloche, with tucked-in feather,

in all colors about $5 at L. S. Ayres, Indianapolis

( Right ) Pink arrows on navy ... or pale blue on

black, if you prefer . . . point up the nipped-in waist

and the broad shoulder line of this Arkay Jr. suit. It's

of nest-soft William Whitman wool. 7-15. About $22

at Livingston Bros., San Francisco. The “Fun Cap,”

all colors, is hand-crocheted rayon straw—about $4- at

Bullock’s, Los Angeles.



NECK-UNI ROUND-UP
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OF COURSE YOU HAVE!

All legs are lovelier in these smart,

flawless-fit ting stockings.They re full-

fashioned, of course, and exquisitely

made. Tfyour dealer perhaps is out ol

your size today, try him again sOon.

He's receiving regular supplies.

Nightingale

magic . .

.

There are lyrical lines in the soft

front fullness and the enchantingly

simple neekline of this Tommie
Austin dress. In feather-light Cela-

nese Jersanese. You’ll find it in

plumage-pure colors . . . aqua, coral,

lime and other pastels, or black.

Sizes 10-18. For that fresh-from-the-

nest look, bonnet yourself in a Mad-

cap like this, touched lightly with

a pert bow. The dress is around S9

at Joseph Horne, Pittsburgh. The
bonnet about §4 at Filene’s, Boston

SEE PAGE 128

for a representative list of

stores where you can buy these

Photoplay First-Run fashions.

PREST-O CHANGE-O DICKEY

ut all leading chain stores

That choir boy look

for the young in

heart ... a wash-
able rayon shark-
skin dickey. It works
color magic with
sweaters, dresses or
suits— either Hi- or
V-neck. So easily
changed it needs no
sleight of hand
technique. Only 39*

HOWARDS • FIFTH AVENUE
417 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C.

Write for free

booklet — A
Word About
Modeling
John Robert
Powers

Herman & Co.

creators of
MOVIE STAR SLIPS

* trade mark

Dent. (>

Madison Ave., N. Y. 16. N. Y.

Endorsed by

John Robert Powers

in fine rayons

about $1.79
at better stores

d
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Lovely accent for your new rapier-slim suits, your

taut-waisted skirts . . . magical in the way it becomes you.

And best of all, every inch it's knowingly made in the

matchless Betty Barnes manner. In a fine rayon crepe.

About $5.00. No mail orders please. Buy Betty Barnes at

your local store. Betty Barnes, 1375 Broadway, New York City.

in SILDUKA by DUPLEX
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NO EIGHT-HOUR DAY FOR

ock-wise
Trim under your suit jacket for

nytime wear...suave with jeweu accents

for cocktails' or dinner. .. it punches

no fashion time dock !

Generously tucked, richly

fagotted basket-weave

rayon crepe, .accented with

fanciful airline stitches.

Sizes 32 to 3S in white,

pink, lime, shocking.

A he „
?6’°

Mojud...
that's all you need know

about stockings

...because the name "Mojud" is the

seal of the maker's integrity It means

long-established highest standards

in knitting, testing, examining, fin-

ishing. No wonder that millions

of women who ask for Mojud
stockings have made Mojud
one of America’s largest sell-

ing brands. Jt better stores

everywhere

BUY

WAR

BONDS!

© 1945. Mojud Hosiery Co., Inc., N.Y.C.

WITHOUT

BINDING

ELASTIC

Pedees s-t-r-e-t-c-b to

fit perfectly, witfiout annoy-

ing elastic . i. no irritation

to your feet! Here’s

ligktweigKt comfort tliat’s

sheer and invisible under

shoes. ..absorbs perspi-

ration and saves

precious hose.

HERBERT HOSIERY MILLS, INC.

Norristown, Pa.

At the Hollywood premiere of

"Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo” . . . June

Allyson, squired hy Van Johnson, ar-

rived all dressed up in a fluffy gown,

looking enchanting as ever . . . Lovely

Virginia Bruce suave in a decolette

evening gown of gray - blue touched

with dark red . . . tiny red and blue

flowers in her hair. Paulette Goddard
was there, sophisticated and beautiful

. . . and looking very slim ... in a

short black dinner dress and a tiny,

alluring black hat.

Seen on the Boulevard . . . Ida Lu-

pino in a simple black wool tailored

suit made gay and charming by a femi-

nine billowy ruffled collar studded

with gold nail heads . . . her hat also

white and gold-nail trimmed.

Shirley Temple on the Rudy Vallee

air show in a simple dark blue wool
sheer with a heart-shaped neckline,

tight bodice and full skirt. The excit-

ing note . . . her monogram, “S.T.” in

pale blue silk braid, sewed on the

dress in Shirley-swirley letters. Shirley

says she has the same dress in other

color combinations. Couldn’t be cuter!

Joaii Bennett, at the dinner hour at

La Rue .... in a plain, snug-fitting

brown satin dinner suit—short-skirted.

She topped it off with a bright pink

hat of fluffy feathers, and matching

pink suede gloves. Claudette Colbert

dined in a long-skirted, full-gathered

dinner dress of faded rose . . . her

favorite color. A four-inch belt, laced

up the front with rose cord of a

deeper shade than the gown, gave the

dress a tiny waistline . . . graceful and

feminine. Marie Montez was dashing

in a striking black dinner gown . . .

the only ornament a huge splash of

sequin flowers in bright colors em-

broidered on the left shoulder. Long
sleeves and a long, slim skirt gave her

gown a wonderfully slinky line.
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The Enchanted Couple

(Continued from page 34) say when her

husband announced, of a Sunday after-

noon, that he felt like joining some base-

ball friends in an amateur game. She’d

say, “Go ahead, dear. I’ll stay home with

a book.” But Betty is no average wife;

she invariably says, “Great! I’ll go, too,

and watch you show off!” Then she piles

into an empty grandstand at some ball

park, complete with a baseball-mad nine-

year-old nephew, and the two of them
shout their hearts out over Harry’s play-

ing!

And that, alone, should prove what
makes their marriage a success.

O NLY there’s more of it, much more.

There’s the cross-country trip Harry
had to make, playing one-night stands,

right after Betty was up again after small

Victoria’s birth. Because Betty had so re-

cently had a Caesarian operation, her

doctor definitely disapproved of her going

with Harry on the trip. Besides, who’d
want to go, even in the best of health, on
an exhausting grind of one-night stands

all over the country? Nobody would, but
Betty. She not only wanted to go, she

went; day after day, due to wartime
crowded conditions, the band had to ride

in baggage cars, with the scenery flashing

by the big open doors. Betty rode with
them—her hair in pigtails, her famous fig-

ure in slacks, her mood completely happy.
And for months the days repeated them-

selves, one after another: Hours of jounc-

ing travel in baggage cars, with no seats

but the band’s suitcases, and no food but
paper-bag lunches. The band would be
playing for six hours straight, while Betty

sat backstage and waited for the brief

intermissions when she and Harry could

be together.
Many a town never knew she was along.

When towns did find out, she’d wave at

people on the street and sign every auto-
graph that came her way—but she made
a rule never to come out front with the

orchestra and take a bow. “Why should I?

It’s Harry’s party,” was her idea. And a

rare one it is, in show business!

Betty has changed entirely with this

marriage. There’s no denying that. She’s

changed as every wife does who sincerely

wants to make two separate lives into one.

Take her appearance, alone. All of us
remember Betty when she wore her hair

up and invariably topped with a bow or

flower; when her make-up was heavy and
her clothes figure-sleek and eye-catching
in color. Now all is changed. Harry asked
her permission first, and then threw away
all her hair-bows, rats and do-dads. Then
he gave her a long speech on simplicity of

looks—which, like most men, he far prefers

to fanciness. You know the usual feminine
answer to that: “What does a man know
about women’s clothes?”

Well, that is not Betty’s answer. She
believes that Harry knows what he wants,
so down came her hair, away went the
hair trinkets; and she swept her closets

clean of the dresses Harry objected to. In-
stead, she wears simple sports suits in

gabardine, which Harry (and all men)
loves to see on women; and she wears
them in the colors he likes—which are
blue and white.
And by this time, she’s as pleased at the

change as is Harry.

Maybe the biggest rule of their home
life that makes for the happiness of these
two top career people is this one: Neither
talks shop—or practices shop—around the
home. Most career couples talk about
nothing else. But Harry and Betty agreed
on this rule at the start of their marriage,
and so far they’ve kept it completely.
Harry leaves his trumpet in its case at

AMERICA'S SECRET WEAPON . . . The Bofors Gun isn't a secret any more . . . nor is it a secret that one of

America's most potent weapons is the young, eager, active junior who does so many things to uphold America’s

morale . . . You'll find many of these smart young girls in charming, inexpensive PEGGY PAIGE dresses like these . . -

Left: No. 8038. The double-duty jumper dress that can be worn with or without a blouse. New dolman sleeves.

Contrasting Boftnaz embroidery. In rayon gabardine in lime, grey, aqua, blue. Right: No. 8039. Two-piece dress

with flattering; ruffled square yoke neckline with pleated peplum. In new Butcher Weave rayon print. Black on

she' I pink, lime, blue or aqua. Sizes 9 to 15 each $6 at good stores everywhere. FABRICS BY KAYBEE.

Write v» for the name of the store in yovr city. PEGGY PAIGE, 224 We** 35th Street, New York City 1



with Varva’s exciting perfumes

"Follow Me" and "Nonchalant.”

They’ve made her very very . .

.

Varva extracts—$1 to $15 • Bath Powder, $1
Pace Powder, 6 guest puffs, $1 • Bubble Foam , $1

Sachet, $1 and $1.75 • Talc, 55c
(plus tax)

home and Betty hasn’t been caught doing
a single dance exercise or practicing a
single song under her own roof.

Not that they don’t admire each other’s

careers completely, when either is in the
audience for the other. And not that they
don’t think of each other’s careers. Betty
spent hours searching for just the right
present for her husband’s last birthday.
When she finally found it, it was an
antique brass trumpet which she pounced
on triumphantly and had converted into a
lamp. Its shade is of thin brass, exactly
matching the trumpet-stand; and Harry
was crazy about it. Now it stands in their

den, on the table beside the fireplace

—

where the two of them play gin rummy for

forfeits like—who will wash the dinner
dishes on the maid’s night out!

No, there’s no argument about this mar-
riage. It’s one of the happiest in Holly-
wood. You can tell so just by asking either
Harry or Betty for the name of their fa-
vorite tune. They’ll both say at once, “I

Had the Craziest Dream,” because that
tune is from the movie “Springtime In The
Rockies,” during which they met. At the
time, neither was particularly interested;

he was married to someone else, and she
was going everywhere with George Raft.

But months later, when they re-met and
fell in love, that became the favorite tune
of this couple who seem more like a
typical American couple at home than any
other pair in Hollywood. (Even the pin-
up baby seems typical. You know what
her favorite toy is? It’s none of her hun-
dreds of beautiful gifts from service men
and friends and her family—it’s an old
bromo-seltzer bottle! She hugs it to her
even when she’s asleep!)

But the biggest proof of the real happi-
ness of this marriage came just recently.

Tiny little Victoria had been brought to

Betty’s set by her nurse. She was carried
in, blinking at the Klieg lights and all the
strange faces, and she looked warily around
her at the costumes, make-up and mobs.
Then she saw her mother—also in costume.
That didn’t fool Victoria for a moment

—

her small face lit up into a smile, and she
raised her arms at once to go to Betty.
Betty seized her, laughing and hugging
her . . . and everyone around realized for

the first time that maybe Betty Grable
really means it when she says that if her
career interferes too much with her mar-
riage, she’ll give up her career.

She may very well do that. Marriages as
happy as the Grable-James one are rare

—

and nobody knows that as well as Betty.
And nobody is as tenderly pleased about
it . . . except, maybe, the whole nation,

who knew it all the time!

The End

HAVE YOU EVER
gone to a newsstand
and not been able

to get a copy of

Photoplay?

THE ANSWER IS

to reserve your April number
NOW at your newsdealer’s. It

will then be waiting for you
on March 16 or as soon there-

after as wartime conditions

will permit.

'iou ll swing out smartly in your new
Spring Ensemble if it bears one

of these famous labels—

BONNY JUNIOR for 9 to 15

"HOOT LASS’* BONNIE for misses 10 to 20 .

They're both proven symbols of quality

and sure signs that you're

investing in fine bench tailoring, luxurious

fabrics, noteworthy detail. Show what

a canny shopper you are and always look

for these labels. Illustrated

BONNY JR.

LUMBERJACK SUIT
made of a 100 all wool fabric,

loomed exclusively for us by the

AMERICAN WOOLEN CO.

For the name of the §hop in your city, write 1

LOU SCHNEIDER
INC.

512 SEVENTH AVE.

GonAutt iftuai Jjooal PetaileA.!
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"The Difference is You"

(Continued from page 33) eyes bewildered,
“What’s the matter with me? I know
pictures are important to morale. But
do the people in them still have to be
fussing about who’s got the biggest print-

ing on the cast cards? Do they have to get
themselves into an absolute lather because
they haven’t got cream in their coffee?

Look, I don’t want to be critical, but. . .

.”

We changed the subject.

“It’s a strange thing,” Johnny said, “but
in service the thought of death always
lies there, unacknowledged, at the back of

your mind. That makes you think about
the things in life that are most important.
I’m probably all wet, but I began thinking
that the most important things are kind-
ness; that is, tenderness, and loyalty; stick-

ing to something, you know, sticking to

ideals.” His face got abashed but he looked
at me very straight from those deep, dark
eyes of his and said: “I want to get mar-
ried. I don’t know who the girl is, or
where, but I want a wife.” He paused and
then said, very low, “A man without a

wife is only half a man.”

WELL, that was the first week in Sep-
tember and he met Gloria two weeks

later, and in the meantime he bought a
house in Brentwood and furnished every
bit of it by himself. You’d see him lum-
bering around, like an embarrassed moun-
tain, in cretonne and drapery departments,
and poking around in antique shops look-
ing for lamps and chairs, but finally he got
it all assembled and he moved in Julie, his

four-year-old, for her six months with
him. He began telling Julie she’d be with
him till after Santa Claus came and he
began teaching her new prayers and as he
ruefully admitted, “I succeeded in getting

Santa Claus and God awfully mixed up in

her mind.” He was very determined to be
a good father.

Which gets us back, in a somewhat
roundabout way, to that opening night at

Ciro’s. Gloria looked lovely, again in black
because that was—but is no longer—her
favorite color. She danced delightfully

and John found what he had observed at

the Ladds was true: She honestly did not
drink. When they left the night club,

Johnny said, “Would you like to come back
here next Sunday evening, or would you
consider spending a day at the beach, just

fooling around in the sun?”
Gloria said, “Well, I’d like to do what-

ever you want to do most, but honestly, I’d

prefer the beach. You know. I love dancing
but night clubs seem so silly and right
now they are so expensive it seems wrong
in wartime, and I love being out-of-doors,
maybe because I don’t get much chance at

it, and. . .
.”

Right at that moment Cupid let go that
first arrow right smack through the Payne
heart, because those were exactly the
words John wanted Gloria to say.

So they went to the beach, and Gloria
was even more Varga-ish in a bathing suit,

and they stretched out on the sand and
ate hot dogs and drank cokes and talked
and talked and made a date to go to the
movies the next night.
They went to the movies for six nights

straight and then it was Sunday again, so
they started all over. They talked about
the technique of acting, and the timing on
careers. Then they talked about the tech-
nique of living and the timing on that.

Johnny got acquainted with Gloria’s frail

and gentle mother and Gloria got ac-
quainted with Julie. Johnny watched her
like a hawk and he saw that it wasn’t any
act: She obviously adored kids.

He said, later, very carefully, as he
escorted her up to her front door, “If you
married, would you want children?”
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“Oh, a bunch of them—four at least.”

He said, even more carefully, “But that
might interfere with your career.”
She looked at him, in a kind of exas-

peration. “Oh, Johnny, as if I’d care! Why,
I’d give it up in a minute for children.”
And then she was blushing madly, and
zing, went Cupid’s final arrow through
the Payne heart and Johnny had his arms
around Gloria and was saying, “Don’t let’s

wait one minute longer than the earliest

date we know we’ll have two weeks off

for a honeymoon,” and Gloria was mur-
muring, “Yes, Johnny, yes, Johnny, yes,
Johnny!”
John called his mother long distance

that night in the old Payne household in

Roanoke, Virginia. Her comment was,
“Well, son, I know if you feel this way
about her, she must be a wonderful girl.”

Almost that same moment, Mrs. De
flaven, talking to a close friend said,

“If you knew how I’ve worried that Gloria
might not find the right man when she
fell in love! She was always the best child

because you could make her do anything
by merely telling her that it would make
you happy. Gloria could never give any
man a part of her heart. With her, I’ve al-

ways known, it had to be all or nothing.”
A few nights later, Johnny and Gloria

came to my house for dinner. Johnny came
first, because Gloria had to work late,

and he was going to have a quick bite of

the hors d’oeuvres before he went over
to the studio to pick her up. At least that’s

what he said, but I soon came to believe
he’d come alone so he’d get a chance to

talk about her before the rest of the party
arrived. Anyway, he dragged me into a
corner and demanded: “You did say that
you thought Gloria the nicest kid in the
whole younger crowd, didn’t you?”

“I not only said it but believe it. Now
you answer one. What’s the thing you
love most about her?”
He eyed me gravely. “Her guts,” he said.

“She’s so little and so young but what is so

wonderful is how she accepts responsi-
bility. She and her mother went through
a pretty thin time of it when she was a
kid, but Gloria carried that load on those
little shoulders of hers, and did it in style

too. She looks so fluffy, and that’s some-
thing I like, but actually that beautiful

small head is set very firmly on her
shoulders. She’s seen so much of glamour
she can’t be fooled by it and she’s watched
success followed so quickly by failure that

she can’t be deceived by that, either. When
she signed her first M-G-M contract, she
was a minor and the judge instructed that

one third of her earnings be put in War
Bonds. Do you know she put one half of

it in Bonds and lived on the balance?”
“In other words, she’s perfect.”

John grinned. “Absolutely.”

Later that evening I got hold of Gloria.

“Tell me what you like about John.”
She gave an ecstatic sigh. “He’s perfect.”

I let it go at that.

As it eventually turned out, both their

studio production schedules double-crossed
them. They expected two free weeks after

New Year’s. Then they were suddenly
notified they’d get four free days starting

December 28.

Gloria bought herself a powder blue
satin street dress to be married in, because
now powder blue is her favorite color. You
want to know why? Powder blue is

Johnny’s favorite color, and Gloria got the
street dress because she thought it was
practical and she wore a hat, which she
seldom does, because John likes hats. They
had a very small wedding, only those
closest to them—Gloria’s parents, her maid
of honor, who was her sister Marjorie, and
Johnny’s best man, Walter Lang, the di-

rector, and his wife, the vivid and charm-
ing Fieldsie, who used to be Carole Lom-

84



bard’s secretary, Watson Webb, a society

boy, who is also a film cutter, George Jes-

sel, Johnny’s producer for “The Dolly Sis-

ters” and the George Murphys, but when
the service was over, they both played
fair with their public and gave up half

an hour of their precious four days to pos-
ing for the photographers, waiting outside

the church and talking to reporters.

Hollywood honestly believes it’s got
something in this romance.
And you remember how the song ends:
“That’s the difference a day makes,
And the difference is you.”

The End

An Ex-G.l. Challenges

American Women
(Continued, from page 33) alarmingly often
he goes on from there to “understand” that
he’s a prize sucker ever to have had faith

in any woman. Why, he asks, should he be
stuck in some God-forgotten place, fighting

for the other fellow instead of at home
fighting for himself?

The world is on an emotional jag. The
strain of war produces a desperation that
makes us eager to grab what little happi-
ness we can while the grabbing is good.
Women and men both are doing plenty of
quick-happiness grabbing. They’re afraid
what they have is all they will get and
it’s not as much as they deserve.
But women defeat themselves when they

adopt the old creed, “eat, drink and be
merry for tomorrow we die.” Tomorrow
we don’t die! It isn’t to die that we are
fighting. It is to live; individually and
nationally! That’s what this war is all

about—the preservation of every man’s
chance for a decent life and a happy one,
which translates itself into the job he
wants, the woman he loves and the faith
he believes in.

No one can deny that faith in a woman’s
love is the focal part of a man’s life. Take
this from him and you take away part of
his future and your future too. For every
action has a reaction. . . . Make a man
bitter by destroying his trust and respect
for one woman and it will react on the
next one he meets. That woman might be
you, to whom his trust and respect would
be all-vital. It takes a strong man to over-
come a loss of faith. It takes a stronger
woman to restore that man’s faith.

It’s too bad that the countless fine and
loyal women whose conduct is an inspira-
tion to their men should be included in
men’s general condemnation of the sex.
But just as each soldier interprets the pic-
ture of war in terms of how it affects him
personally, so„ too he views all women
through one woman—his own.

I am not advocating that war wives and
sweethearts close themselves off from the
world for the duration like nuns in a
cloister. I am advocating, however, that
women take special care not to become
emotionally involved in the friendships
they make to ease their loneliness.

We all find it difficult to understand our-
selves these days and many of the things
we do are motivated by the confusion that
exists all over the world. This, I’m sure,
explains the behavior of many wives and
sweethearts. But it does not excuse it!

Women on the home front have a job to
do too. And unless they quit fretting them-
selves into a turmoil over what they do
not have and begin to cherish what they
do have, the loneliness they know now is
nothing compared to the loneliness they’ll
know when the boys, hurt and disillu-
sioned, come marching home and shy away
from any lasting relationships.

The End

^^iaria

Barrymore

daughter of the great
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That Thaxter Girl

(Continued from page 45) visit my par-
ents. But somehow, when I was at the
station and the train was pulling in, I

had a hunch.” Again Phyllis smiled, a
small apologetic smile, because she be-
lieves strongly in hunches and has fol-

lowed them all her life.

“So I went back to the Rehearsal Club,
where I was living, and practically
dropped when I saw a note on the bul-
letin board asking me to call the Theatre
Guild. I did and learned that Lynn Fon-
tanne and Alfred Lunt wanted someone
to play the part of a maid in ‘There Shall
Be No Night.’

“I went over to Miss Fontanne’s apart-
ment, and the minute I walked in she
said to her husband, ‘Doesn’t she look just

j

like an actress, Alfred?’
“Nothing could have boosted my morale

more than those few words. I read the
part and though I actually wasn’t the
type for it, I got it because Miss Fon-
tanne said she would like to have me in

her company. I was both the maid and
the understudy for the ingenue.
“There is nobody in the business I feel

so grateful towards as the Lunts. When-
ever I have needed encouragement or help,

Miss Fontanne has given it to me. Many
are the evenings she has sat up with
me until late into the night to teach me
a new part.”

S
HE went on: “My big chance came
when Miss Rose Franken was trying to

find a girl to play Claudia in Chicago.
The day I went to see her was cold and
rainy. The first thing I noticed was a huge
living room with a white rug from wall
to wall, and me dripping wet. Then Miss
Franken came into the room, looked me
up and down, and said, ‘Put your hair
on top of your head and take your shoes
off.’ I obeyed her, feeling as young and
naive as I probably looked. Miss Franken
liked the way I read my lines and asked
producer John Golden to come over. And
I read the script again. Mr. Golden said,

‘How can I tell if she can act? But she
may be able to. Let’s give her a chance.’

“The chance consisted of going with
Miss Franken to her home in Connecticut,

and studying with her for a week. Jennifer
Jones was up there at the same time. It

was decided that Dorothy McGuire, who
was playing in the New York company,
should give me a chance to act the part on
a Wednesday matinee.
“Tuesday I went to New York for the

dress rehearsal, and that night Mother
said that I kept on repeating in my sleep,

‘I can do it, I can do it.’ But Wednesday
I was panic-stricken. When I went on
the stage, my throat was so dry that I

was sure the voice couldn’t get through;
but Donald Cook, who played my hus-
band, was absolutely wonderful to me.

He guided me around the stage till I

warmed up and then suddenly I got go-

ing. After the first act John Golden came
to my dressing room and said, ‘Don’t

worry, you have the part.’

“When the company got to Hollywood
I tested for ‘Kismet,’ but I felt all wrong
and decided that Hollywood wasn’t my
meat.”
The issue was closed so far as Phyllis

was concerned and might have remained
so if producer Sam Zimbalist hadn’t just

met Ellen Lawson, wife of Major Ted
W. Lawson, hero of the Tokyo raid

“I want a nice American girl, clean-

cut, with character, backbone and fibre to

play her,” Zimbalist said. “She’s got to

have a new face.”

After an exhaustive search he stum-
bled on the test Phyllis had made and
yelled, “That’s the girl.” By then Phyllis



>mr..

was in Sacramento with the company of

“Claudia,” and Mr. Zimbalist called her
long distance. But Phyllis was dubious.

“I’ll send you the script to read,” the pro-
ducer begged.
Phyllis read it while tears streamed

down her face. “It’s the most beautiful

script I have ever read,” she said and
straightway made plans for Hollywood.

nHYLLIS started acting at the age of
' seven when she played the part of

Joseph in a Biblical play. “From then on,”

she said, “I wanted to be an actress.”

She came by it naturally. Her mother,
before she married Phyllis’s father, a
Supreme Court judge in Maine, was with
the Ben Greet Players.
“Mother says I always loved to drama-

tize myself,” Phyllis laughed. “That I

was a cry baby and once when she scolded
me for it, I said, ‘But I love to cry—

-

j

trying is my favorite thing.’ One day I

was crying like mad and my brother
Sidney said, ‘Phyllis, stop that crying!

How can I study with you making all

; hat noise?’ He spoke so sharply that

t scared me and I stopped. In about
ive minutes I looked at him and said,

Sidney Thaxter, you’re not studying at

ill. You’re just reading a magazine. I

:ould have been crying all that time.’
”

When Phyllis was about twelve she
Hayed Dorothy in “The Wizard Of Oz”
ind her sister Marie Louise played Toto,
Dorothy’s dog. They played two nights
md a matinee to standing room only. It

vas then Phyllis felt she had really ar-
rived and that there could be no life

or her but the theater.

Her first play in New York was “What
^ Life.” She played one of the high school
Lids and understudied. “I got $15.00 a
week and played it for a year,” she said
>roudly. “My part was so small that when
ny parents went to see me, a man in
ront of them stood up to take off his
mat just as I came on, and by the time
le sat down, I was off and they had
nissed me completely.”
But the little Thaxter’s favorite subject

hese days is her new husband Capt. James
jlubrey Jr. It was love from the begin-
ling—and she met him, she says, “be-
ause I played a hunch. You see, I had
nother date when my friends called and
sked me to join them at the Cock ’n’

lull to meet a young flyer who had just
eturned from Alaska. I turned them
[own, then got to thinking it over. So
bout six-thirty I walked into the restau-
ant on the Sunset Strip. My blind date
iad his back toward me when I walked
a so all I could see was a pair of broad
houlders and some closely cropped, thick
fond hair. We were introduced and from
hen on I don’t remember very much,

f

xcept that we kept looking into each
ther’s eyes and it seemed the most
atural thing in the world.”
Two weeks later Phyllis and Jimmy

rent into a jewelry store on Beverly
)rive and Jimmy said, “We want to
jok at rings.”

“What sort of rings?” the jeweler asked.
Slightly red around the ears, Jimmy an-
gered, “Engagement rings.”
The jeweler soon had the long counter
learning with diamonds of all sizes.

“I hadn’t any idea whether Jimmy could
fford one that cost five dollars or five
lousand,” Phyllis said, “so I chose one
'ith smaller stones—sapphires and dia-
londs and oh, so lovely!”
From then on the romance was hectic,
hey wanted to get married before he
rent back overseas. Then they decided
leir marriage wouldn’t have a fair start.
;ut Phyllis was desolate when Jimmy’s
;ave was up. She’d sit in her charm-
ig little house, play their favorite
?cords, among them “I Love You,” and

L
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gaze at the photograph of the strapping
twenty-five-year-old flyer with the flash-
ing white teeth and that easy-going, lanky
American charm. “I’m sure I’ll see him
again before he goes back. I just know 1

I will,” she kept saying.
Little did she realize how soon her

hunch was to prove true. It was when she
stopped off at Chicago on a trip to the
East to meet her prospective mother-
and father-in-law for the first time. There
standing on the platform as the train
pulled in was the light of her life. For
Jimmy had secured permission to fly on
to Chicago.
There are, you see, advantages to marry-

ing a pilot.

Then he was gone again. But a second
miracle befell. He bobbed up again in

Hollywood and this time the young lovers
decided fate must not have given them
a second chance in vain. So on the evening
of November 16 at a little church in

Beverly Hills Phyllis Thaxter and Capt.
James T. Aubrey Jr. became man and
wife.

She wore a simple orchid-colored woolen
i

suit and a little hat to match. Her long-
time friend and dramatic coach, Sydney
Greenstreet, gave her away.
Afterward Phyllis said, “You know, this

|
is the first time I’ve really ever listened
to the marriage ceremony and known how ;

very beautiful it is.”

There was a reception at the house of

Mrs. Frank Morgan who introduced the I

couple and a short but precious honey-
moon.
Now Jimmy is back piloting his plane

and Phyllis is back before the cameras.
In her heart she is just Jimmy’s wife,

but what the audience will see will be
a female Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in her i

next picture, “Alter Ego.”
There are two main things Phyllis

wants out of the future. First, to be a

good wife and mother and, second, to

be a great actress. The latter she has
already proven, for she has what so

few actresses have: Warmth of person-
ality which carries over on the screen
and makes the audience love her. She is

a sincere and extremely capable young
actress. Not a glamour girl, but a clean-
cut American youngster, who grips your .

heartstrings, and not just for a moment.
As for her goal to be a good wife and

mother, everyone who has ever met the
little Yankee from way down East is wish-
ing her the best of luck!

The End

j

Captain and Mrs. Jimmy Aubrey when th<

I bride was still just Miss Phyllis Thaxtei
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“I strike!” hisses Sad Iron, “See if I don’t!

Me iron those sheets? I simply won't!

Your pillow-slips can keep their crinkles

Before I’ll beauty-treat their wrinkles!”

The Man Who Loved Laura

(Continued from page 37) other star
swung. It was a feeble blow—and was the
puncher embarrassed when he recognized
the laughing Andrews as his victim. Later
he sent Dana a fountain pen and a note
of apology. Andrews sent him a dozen
roses.

For an ex-grease-monkey Andrews is a
peculiarly fastidious dresser—so far as
public appearance goes. At home it’s dun-
garees and a dirty sweatshirt, but outside
he figures a movie guy is expected to look
his best and he goes to such lengths that
he won’t carry even cigarettes—or any-
thing else except a money clip and his
draft card—in his clothes, because a suit

must drape without a single wrinkle or
bulge. He is probably the only man in the
United States who has his trousers made
without back pockets.
He doesn’t have a large wardrobe, ex-

cept for a great number of loud neckties.
He has accumulated eight suits. Four
others, brand new, he won’t wear, even
though he had to pay $500 for them. They
were made on studio orders for a picture,
by a studio designer, to fit a certain char-
acter and he doesn't like them. He plans
to sell them.

P
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“Come meet Master Linit!” says Miss Sunny Monday,
“a fine, speedy starch who makes washday a fun day!

“We’ll whizz through our work
with the greatest of ease

With Linit to glide us!

Attention please!

“He blends water and Linit,

each half in a cup.

Then adds boiling water.

Just a minute is up!”

“I suds and I rinse— then

here’s Master Linit

!

I’m proud to present the

Starch of the Minute

!

Sad Iron, now happy, says,

“My work will be bliss!

60 seconds with Linit makes
a wash fit to Kiss!”

CARVER Dana Andrews was born New
Year’s Day, 1912, to the Rev. and Mrs.

Charles Forrest Andrews of Collins, Mis-
sissippi. The baby and the other children
then were moved rapidly to Louisville,

Kentucky and, in order, to Waelder, San
Antonio, Uvalde and Huntsville, Texas.
Hunstville is where they remained with
their eight sons and one daughter. He
took three years in the school of business
administration at Sam Houston College.

He worked for his keep at school and
one of his side jobs gave him the idea of

being a movie actor. Sound had just come
in, but the local theater couldn’t afford a

sound projector. So Dana, who knew and
liked music, was engaged to provide
background noises. No piano stuff. He
got a radio man to rig up a couple of

turntables and a loudspeaker and he’d

put on phonograph records which seemed
appropriate to the action. Of course he
had to watch the pictures closely and so

became familiar with the actors and their

methods. “I decided,” he says, “that they
weren’t gods and goddesses after all, but
ordinary people. I figured I could do as

well as they could.”

Even though producers like Goldwyn
and David O. Selznick make comparatively
few pictures, they like to own plenty of

talent. They will rent this talent out to

busier lots—at a profit—or they may even
sell a piece. Goldwyn sold a piece of

Dana Andrews to Zanuck of Twentieth
but not even two such great brains

managed to make an overnight star.

Starting with “Lucky Cisco Kid,” his

pictures were “Sailor’s Lady,” “Kit Car-
son,” “The Westerner,” “Tobacco Road,”
“Belle Starr,” “Swamp Water,” “Ball Of
Fire.” Dana always got good notices but

was far from top billing. Then came “The
Ox-Bow Incident” and at last he was on
his way. The top role in “The Purple
Heart” was really big-time stuff and the

romantic lead in “Up In Arms” wasn’t too

bad. “Laura,” however, is the lady who
made him what he is today.
Andrews likes Scotch-and-water, milk

and any kind of food. He gardens for

recreation, specializing in camellias, gar-
denias and azaleas. His gardener special-

izes in cutting the lawn while Dana, the

demon horticulturist, does all the fancy
stuff. One day he was at his friend Henry
Morgan’s house when word came that $200

worth of shrubs had been delivered. For-
getting all the (Continued on page 92)

LIGHTENS LAUNDRY LABOR
At all grocers
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...the power
behind

the home”

“
. . . Gran’ma told me that Karo has been a stand-

by in her house for 35 years . . . and Mom says she’s

been serving Karo in hundreds of ways ever since

she and Dad were married.

Me ... I began life on Karo. Right now, I get

Karo in some way every day ... it makes so many
foods taste swell . . . and don't Doctors say it’s good

for growing children ... ’cause it’s so rich in dex-

trose, food-energy sugar?

How do I look, Folks ... strong and healthy?”

the KA*o K'D

Foods for growing children made more
nutritious and delicious with Karo

ARO ON CEREALS— DELICIOUS! Blue Label Karo
provides necessary energy sugar which young
children, as well as babies, need abundantly,

lvaro supplies the sweets required by your growing

child, without forming 1 he “sweeth-tooth” habit. Let

youngsters pour from their own pitcher of Karo. It’s

good for them. Also . . . children need no coaxing to

drink milk fortified with Karo.

ffi TEMPTING BAKED CUSTARD. Whip together 3M large eggs; add !
2 cup Blue Label Karo, pinch

salt, 1 tsp. vanilla. Stir in 2kt cups hot milk, mix
well. Place Yl tbsp. Karo, in each of 6 custard cups.

Fill with custard mixture; place in a pan of warm
water, bake in slow oven (300 to 325°F.) for 45 min-
utes. Also Karo is delicious on corn starch or rice

puddings, rennet and gelatin desserts.

t ICHER FLAVORED BAKED APPLES. Place 0 cored

apples in baking dish. Put 1 tbsp. Karo in each

apple. Mix Yi cup Blue Label Karo and Y cup
water and baste over apples as they bake in a hot

oven (400°F.) for 45 minutes. Pears, bananas,
peaches may be baked deliciously with 2 parts Karo
to 1 of water.

/jOn OMPH FOR STEWED FRUITS! Blue Label Karo
Yf improves texture and adds flavor to dried, stewed

fruits such as prunes, peaches, pears, apples,

apricots. SimmerY lb. dried fruit with 1 Yl cups water,

Y cup Karo, in covered pan till tender. Serves 4.

Karo is rich in dextrose . . . food-energy sugar

*?%€€-

K

NEW, SPECIAL BOOKLET

Containing dozens of tested recipes for appetiz-

ing, nutritious treats for growing children . . .

delicious desserts, tempting cereals, puddings,
custards, approved party foods and beverages.
Just send postcard with your name and address
to Corn Products Sales Company, Dept. X3,
17 Battery Place, New York 4, N. Y.

©C.P.S.Co,



YOUNG RED

SCHIAPARELLI Interprets freKot /OAiynt

That famous Paris dressmaker—the ingenious

Schiaparelli— catches the heart-stirring mood of Cutex

Honor Bright with her “Eiffel Tower” evening dress

. . . chooses four other dramatic, vivaciously enduring

Cutex shades to highlight the liberation fashions in her

first spring collection since the fall of Paris.

(Continued from page 90) proprieties •

visiting, he ducked for home and overall
What people like about his acting is i

quiet sincerity. He says Mary, besidi
teaching him to laugh, has also been ir

valuable to his work because she is sue
a good critic, having started in the theat<

herself. Here he invariably pauses to gi\

her tribute.

“We decided,” says Dana, “that two c

us couldn’t be in the movies. We’d see

that setup fail too many times. Too man
marriages broken up. Mary had just
good a chance as I did, but we decide
it would be better for the man to be th

actor and the wife to run the family.”
Dana’s movie career has been one (

struggle and he hasn’t quit struggiin
yet. “I was a stepchild at both studios an
never a favored son,” he says. “At Twen
tieth I was the golden-hearted guy wh
always lost the girl to Tyrone Power. A
Goldwyn I was the guy with the heart c

gold who lost the girl to everybody else i

the picture—even Danny Kaye.”
At his lowest point of self-depressioi

he learned that Twentieth was filmin

Vera Caspary’s novel, “Laura,” as a vehicl
for Gene Tierney. Dana knew the bool

and its central character, a tough, cynics
New York detective. Hardly daring t

hope, he asked for the part—and got ii

The rest is history told in marquee light:

He isn’t through asking for parts, nov
that he found it sometimes works. He i

campaigning for the future. He hash
given up hopes of singing and the role h<

wants is that of Curly in “Oklahoma.
Screen rights to this block-buster have no
yet been sold and it’s anybody’s guess a:

to which studio gets them—but Andrew;
wants the part no matter what. After all

a Texan can play an Oklahoman, can’t he'

Now that Andrews is an established stai

his gratitude towards the man who be
lieved in him has not ended in merelj
having paid him off. Dana is extendin;
the same help that was given to him bj

financing a former schoolteacher in thf

short-story writing field.

D ANA says the most ridiculous thing tha

ever happened to him occurred on hi:

first visit to New York. He arrived a

Grand Central but his baggage, shippec

ahead, came in at Pennsylvania Station. H<

embarked on the ten-minute shuttle-and-
change subway ride to Penn. He follower
green lights, as the signs instructed. Onc(
he wound up in a broom closet. H<
boarded trains, but they always wem
somewhere else. It took him two hour:

and ten minutes to complete the journey-
two hours over par.

Mrs. Andrews’ one complaint about hei

husband is that he will never go home. He

gets to talking and forgets time, so wher
they go anywhere Mary says to the hosts

“Tell me now what time you want us tc

go home because otherwise we’ll be hen
all night.”

One of the most frightening events oi

his life was on a visit to New York tc

attend the world premiere of “Wilson.’

The fan mob outside the Roxy was beyond
control of even New York cops. They
snatched his pocket handkerchief, even his

coat—but that wasn’t what bothered him
Ahead, where he couldn’t reach her, was
his expectant wife, being jostled and
crushed. His apprehension was acute—
but Mary fought through okay.
She evidently has the same persistence

as her now-famous husband. It took years

of steady plugging for Dana Andrews to

arrive at the spot where he could play the

detective who held you spellbound as a

restrained and exciting lover. Don’t lay

any bets that the man who loved Laura
won’t do it again!

The End



Shirley In Short

(Continued from page 39) or maybe about
brother George having sailed again for

duty in the Pacific the night before.

She loves her school. She is graduating
soon and, “They have a wonderful ring
ceremony where each senior gets a lovely
ring!” She caressed the finger that’s go-
ing to wear it.

“I’ll bet you don’t wear that long,” I

quipped, having never gone to school.

“Oh, yes I will! You’d be surprised how
many of the girls wear them long after

graduation. They are lovely! Quite ex-
pensive!”
“Oh, you pay for them yourselves?”
“Yes, we all do.”
“How much?”
“A little over twelve dollars,” said the

girl who has made millions.

DEFINITELY, Shirley is not career-con-
scious. Her school has her heart at the

moment. Her friends are school friends.

Her dates are with brothers and pals of

school friends. I asked her what sort of

parts she wanted to play.

“Just natural girls,” she said. “The
writers don’t seem to know much about
us.” (Note that she considers herself more
a girl than an actress.) She continued,
“They either have them ... I mean girls

my age . . . wild, sort of necking kids,

or introverts.”

“Wouldn’t you like to do character stuff

. . . I mean parts with dialects?” I asked.
“Oh, yes!” Shirley smiled—and when

she does, believe me, those much adver-
tised sunbeams bow to their superior

—

they have no dimples.
“I like costume pictures,” Shirley mused.

“I’d like to do a character that wasn’t
sweet, but the Kitty Foyles and Pygmalions
don’t come along often—and when they
do, there are so many clever stars to grab
them.”
“Do you think you could do either of

those roles?”
“Well, in ‘Pygmalion,’ Liza, perhaps.”
“But could you do the Cockney?”
Right here Miss Temple saia something

that I have never heard a star say. . . .

“With the right director, I could.” Imagine
a star admitting it would take a director
to make her do something well! That
modesty is a flashback to her baby days,
of course, when she depended on her
director for moves and her memory for
lines. That she should not have forgotten
how to be grateful throws her back in the
miracle class where she began.
“What do you think of Van Johnson?”

I boomed it out, hoping to catch the well-
poised one off-center.

She laughed. “I refused to dance with
him once,” she said.

“When—where—and why?” I asked.
“It was before he made his hit and one

of the girls at school brought him to a
dance. There was a nice boy I liked at
the dance and I just didn’t want to dance
with anyone else so I said ‘some other
time’ to Van Johnson. Imagine! I guess
that some other time will never come
now, but I think he’s a fine actor.”

I switched types. “What do you think
of Sinatra?”
“Have you heard Dick Haymes?”
“That’s ducking the issue. What do you

think of Sinatra?”
“I like Dick Haymes!” She was definitely

ribbing me. “Seriously,” she said, “Sinatra
must be good if so many think so.” A
pause . . . and again: “I like Dick Haymes.”

Shirley is like that. She knows what
she likes and I imagine pays no attention
to things she doesn’t.

Another thing that super-impressed
me was her manners. No throwing
herself into chairs, no wiggling around,

on jersey!

MAIL COUPON!
Get Gorgeous Style

Portfolio of Advanced

A double
life frock.
Slip off the
bolero for
a sunning.

Style 614

young
love
dress
ioral etch
sag on ray-

Sfyle 604

as low

98m

You just show this elaborate portfolio of gorgeous dresses

to friends, neighbors and all women. They can’t resist

the glamorous styles, beautiful fabrics and surprising values,

and will gladly give you their orders, which you send to us.

We deliver and collect. And you get paid immediately.

Through our national advertising, Fashion Frocks are

known to millions of women. Because of the sman styling

and excellent value they have the approval of leading style

authorities and many prominent screen actresses. Thus you
sell dresses that are known and desired.

The elaborate portfolio, together with plans for a brilliant

success, are sent you without a penny of cost. We will show
how you can enjoy, for part-time work, as much as $25
weekly, and besides get your own dresses free. Mail coupon
for full details. Send today, there is no obligation.

^ - a, m a.

> m.
Desk 93039, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

JU ST MA I L THIS C OUPON
FASHION FROCKS, INC.

Desk 93039, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

• Yes, I want to earn extra money in my spare time and get toy own.
dresses Free. Send me the details. I am not obligated.

Name

Age Dress Size

,°bonu! Get Your Own Dresses FREE!
H ere is an amazing opportunity for you

to make money quickly and easily, and

get your own dresses FREE besides. Be-

cause our national advertising has so

increased the demand for famous Fashion

Frocks we need more ambitious women
for demonstrating and taking orders for

these lovely dresses at remarkably low

prices. The work is pleasant and digni-

fied, and pays up to $15, $18, $20 and $25

in a week for just your spare time. Besides

you get your own dresses Free of cost.

You need no experience and no money

is required. Mail coupon below for full

information. There is no obligation.
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bring out natural sparkling

beauty in their hair

John Robert Powers'

Advice to His

Million Dollar" Models

Miss Exilona Savre—whose lustrous, shining

locks are so typical of Powers Models who
wash their hair with Kreml Shampoo

Leaves Hair Silken-Soft

With Glossy Brilliance

That Lasts For Days

So exquisitely lovely are Powers Models
that one of the foremost illustrators in

this country called them long stemmed
American Beauties.”

And how smart Powers Girls are to

have discovered the remarkably beautify-

ing action of Kreml Shampoo!

John Robert Powers is one of the

greatest authorities on feminine

beauty in America. And to every

Powers Model he says: "Use only

Kreml Shampoo if you want your

hair to be naturally silken-soft,

easier to set and aglow with its

own brilliant highlights."

Thoroughly Cleanses Hair and
Sealp of Loose Dandruff

Kreml Shampoo washes hair and scalp

"spanking clean.” It thoroughly washes
out dirt and loose dandruff and leaves

hair so much softer, easier to set—just
gleaming with natural brilliant high-

lights and glossy lustre.

Kreml Shampoo actually "unlocks”
the natural sparkling beauty dtat lies

concealed in your and every girl’

s

hair.

There are no harsh caustics or chemi-
cals in Kreml Shampoo. Instead it's a

mild, gentle Shampoo with a beneficial

oil base which helps keep hair from be-

coming dry or brittle. It rinses out like a
breeze and never leaves any excess dull,

soapy film.

Also excellent for shampooing chil-

dren's hair. So buy the large family size.

firetnlSffAMPOO
FOR SILKEN-SHEEN HAIR—EASIER TO ARRANGE
MADE BY THE MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS KREML HAIR TONIC

^ Guaranteed by *'A

.Good Housekeeping .

no interrupting—and when I said, “Would
you like a coke?” she said, “Yes, thanks
—but let’s wait until Mum comes. She
likes them, too.”

I got busy selling her the idea of learn-
ing languages. “They’re so useful all

through life and it’s fun learning them.”
She admitted she could speak French,

but when I burst into “Parigot” (which
is the sort of French one hears in certain
parts of Paris), she said, “Oh, I’m not
that good—but I played in French on the
radio on my Bond tour in Canada. It was
fun, though it’s sort of different reading
it ‘cold’ right off a script—but they said I

was good.” She seemed surprised.
That’s another unusual thing about

Shirley—she can be surprised and she
isn’t ashamed of the fact. According to

modern manners, it makes her sort of

old-fashioned.
Her hair is beautiful. Somebody has

spent hours brushing it. I imagine it

used to be Mum but now Shirley is

“grown up” and that’s probably out.

She is going to long for lots of the things
that automatically go “out” when the
teens come in, especially things that are
hard work—like hair brushing ... a
labor of love if there ever was one.

W E gabbed and gabbed until Mum ar-
rived and we had our coke. We also

had some homemade cookies. Shirley evi-
dently has her “shape,” for that roundness
she had when she was about twelve has
melted into an exquisite little chassis. At
any rate, she went for the cookies and even
snitched an extra one—but not without
asking, “May I have another cookie?”
School must have given her those manners.
It’s the sort of behavior that comes from
having wanted a teacher to think you were
the nicest girl in the class.

Between Temples there seems to be a

lot of understanding. At least, they stick

together. I noticed Mrs. T. calling Shirley—“Shirl.”

“When did you start calling her ‘Shirl’?”

I asked.
There was a pause. “Why—I guess it

was about when she entered her teens.”

I already suspected it had been when Miss
Temple reached the age when everything
you have or do seems too childish.

“About thirteen, I’d say?”
“Yes. I’ve called her Shirl for some

time,” Mrs. T. added.
I was watching Shirley. “But I think

Shirley is such a pretty name,” I said.

“O-o-o-h, no!” Her nose wrinkled up
in disgust. “None of my friends call me
Shirley,” she said. “I’m either Shirl . . .

or. Butch . . . Some call me by my second
name—Jane.”

I was more certain that Mrs. T. started
calling her baby whatever baby liked

because she was growing up. ’Twas ever
thus! Shirley will learn that when she
has her first baby. I hope that won’t be
for some time because I think she can
do great things if they give her a chance
—but, after all, who am I to say what is

a great thing? Maybe Shirl (and I do
mean Shirl) had so much fame and career
as a baby that she would consider mar-
riage and babies both great things.

Whatever she wants, I hope she finds

it. She’s so nice. No—I think “fine” is a

better word for Shirl.

When frhey left, I stood waving at them
and thinking ... of course, I miss my
young husband terribly and it’s tough
having him so far away, but just suppose
he had been here to spend an hour at the
swimming pool with Shirl, while I talked
to Mrs. Temple! No telling what she might
have walked off with this time.

Seriously,. Shirl . . . Jane ... or Butch
can have just about anything I’ve got

—

and on a platter!

The End
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So individual! So smartly advanced in design, so jewel-like in

craftsmanship, so delicately attuned to every feminine

instinct for style-rightness — compacts by inevitably

evoke admiration— and just a twinge of envy. The perfect gift.

ELGIN, ILLINOIS

COMPACTS, CIGARETTE CASES, DRESSER SETS



"WEST OF THE PECOS” .

...the color stays on

through every lipstick test

Dramatize the appeal ofyour lips with the

Color Harmony shade for your type. Glamorous

reds, lovely reds, dramatic reds. ..all exclusive

with Tru-Color Lipstick and all based on an

original, patented*color principle discovered

by Max Factor Hollywood. . . one dollar.

Complete your make-up
IN COLOR HARMONY. . .WITH
MAX FACTOR HOLLYWOOD
FACE POWDER AND ROUGE

*U. S. Patents
No. 2 I 57667

221 1465



What Should I Do?
(Continued from page 64) mentioned to

you, show absolutely no interest. And find
some other nice girl to whom to devote
yourself.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am in my late twenties and very much

in love with a man to whom I have been
engaged for three years. My father died
when I was in elementary school. I am
the youngest in our family—the others are
married—so I have always shouldered the
responsibility for my mother.
My brothers and sisters don’t seem to

realize that I want a home too. They never
take me seriously when I bring up the sub-
ject, saying I don’t know when I’m well
off. But I don’t want to spend all my
young days in an office. I have thought of

Charles, Mother and I living together, but
a case like that seldom works out happily.

I hate to ask Charles to keep on waiting
and I shudder when I think of our long
engagement ending as so many do.

I don’t want to lose him for he holds my
happiness. But I owe my mother so much
that I want her to have every care. She is

in no condition to be left alone.
Agatha E.

Dear Miss E.
I am an ardent believer in the right

of young people in love to make a
home of their own.

Surely your problem can be divided
into two parts, and solved. First, there
is the financial responsibility for your
mother’s welfare. It is high time that your
brothers and sisters gave you some as-

sistance. Simply sit down some night
and decide how much allowance your
mother needs each month. Divide that

sum among your brothers and sisters

equally; write each of them a note ex-
plaining this and saying that you are
planning to be married and therefore
will no longer be working for a salary.

Your next problem is a physical one:
The living arrangements to be made for
your mother. Since you are obviously
devoted to her, and since Charles is prob-
ably devoted to you, it would be possible

for you three to live together happily
after you and Charles have made your
first adjustments. I would say that you
are entitled to the first four to six months
of your married life together.
Why not send your mother to live

with first one child for a month, then
another? She could turn over her food
stamps and pay a small amount of board
out of her income from all the children
and she should be a welcome guest.

It may require a good deal of tact and
determination for you to work out these
arrangements, but remember that your
entire future depends upon your taking
a firm stand now. Best of luck.

Claudette Colbert

HORRIFIED AS CHILDREN! UTTER
FRIENDS FRESHLY-CLEANED RUG.

RELIEVED AS FRIENDS BlSSELL
DOES A JIFFY SWEEP-UP... SLIDING

EASILY UNDER LOW FURNITURE.

AMAZED WHENTOLD BlSSELL ADJUSTS
SELF TO NAP-LENGTH OF ANY RUG.

REJOICES ATNEWS SOME BISSELLS
ARE AVAILABLE*— SO GRAND FOR
QUICK CLEANINGS.SAVES VACOOM.TOO!

BlSSELL SWEEPERS
Sweep QO/CKIY— Sntpty SAS/LY

BlSSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO., GRAND RAPIDS 2, MICH.

tkBissell is back in

limited production.

Your dealer may
have one for you
now—or soon.

Urn FOOT RELIEF!
Relieves Pain Quick, Prevents Pinching, Pressing and Rubbing of Shoes
Try Dr. Scholl’s KUROTEX—the new velvety-soft, flesh color, soothing, cushion-
ing, protective foot plaster. When used on feet or toes, it quickly
relieves corns, callouses on bottom offeet, bunions and tender
spots caused by shoe friction or pressure. Helps ease new or
tight shoes and "breaking-in” discomfort. Prevents corns, sore
toes and blisters if applied at first sign of irritation.

Cut Dr. Scholl’s KUROTEX to any size or shape and apply it.

Ever so economical. Splendid for preventing blisters on the
hands of Golfers, Tennis Players, etc.

Sold at Drug, Shoe, Dept, and 10^ Stores. For FREE Sample and
Dr. Scholl’s Foot Booklet, write Dr. Scholl’s, Dept. K, Chicago.

D?Scholls KUROTEX
Dear Miss Colbert:

I have four friends in my class in high
school. My older brother has one of the
latest model cars, so every Saturday night
I get the car and one gas ticket. We all

have dates and usually go to a theater.
My buddies have been going with the

same girls fpr some time, but after the first

time I go with a girl she acts too good for
me and won’t go with me again. I have
heard remarks to the effect that I am too
tame. One night I went to a party with my
buddies and their girls. You wouldn’t have
known I was there until they wanted to
go for a ride. This happens all the time and
it makes me feel I’m not really wanted.
Should I keep on trying to mix with every-
body, or should I quit it and stay to myself?

Malcolm A.

DON’T DYE GRAY HAIR
. . . until you try the new hair beauty by using Mary T. Goldman’s la
color-control method of the privacy of their homes.
Mary T. Goldman's! Then So help yourself to beautiful hair—today!
watch your hair take on the Buy a bottle of Mary T. Goldman’s at your
beautiful, natural - looking drug or department store on money-back
color you desire, quickly— guarantee. Or. if you'd rather try it first,

or so gradually your friends mail coupon below for free test kit.

won’t guess.
Simply do this: Buy a r -- "- — —

—

^
bottle Mary T. Goldman’s . Mary T. Goldman Co., 507 Goldman Bldg.

... just comb it through your I St. Paul 2, Minn. Send free sample. Check color |
gray, bleached, or faded hair. See how this

| q Black Q Dark Brown Q light Brown
new scientific color-control gives you the D Medium Brown Blonde Auburn. *

youthful hair shade you want. Pronounced
harmless by competent medical authorities Nome

,
(no skin test needed). Will not harm your
wave or change the smooth, soft texture of I

Aaaress
I

your hair. It's inexpensive and easy to apply, City State .

too. For over 50 years millions have found new L mm n m mm s mm — mm mm h — mm mM

P
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After you bathe dry yourself—quickly.

Next, shower Cashmere Bouquet Talc

over your body, into the curves and rip-

ples, to dry up lingering moisture. Now
you’re fresh, divinely dainty.

Use Cashmere Bouquet Talc generously
and frequently for its protective sheath
and haunting fragrance. Its gay, light,

flower-like bouquet beckons and be-

witches all evening. It’s the fragrance
men love.

Next, before you dress, treat the trouble

spots to some extra Cashmere Bouquet
Talc. Like a silken sheath it protects

against chafing; lets girdle slip on easy;

gives you that slick, smooth look.

ca«ET

WITH THE

FRAGRANCE
MEN LOVE

ro(*<^*Xct ,<“xrt
'
Corners-

^ The Rea I Thing for mounting Snapshots. Cards. Stamps,
etc. No pnste needed. Pocket Gummed Inside for_

holding prints tight or loose. Neal. Quick and
Artistic too. Sold at photo supply and ulbum

counters or send 10c today for pkg of 100

i
and Free Samples to See and Try them.

.#T#- Engel Art Corners Mfg. Co.,
Dept. io-Q. 4711 n.

C

lark Chicago-AO-IU

MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOS

HorneFascinating new occupation quickly
learned by average man or woman.Work
full or spare time. Easy to understand meth-
od brings out natural, life-likecolors. Many earn

while learning. No canvassing.
Free Book telle how to make good^
money doing this delightful home
work for studios, stores, individ-
uals and friends. Send today for

,
your copy. No obligation.

' -NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL
1315 Michigan Ave. Dept. 1383 Chicago 5. 1 II.. U. S. A.

Easy
to

Learn

ians flash their colors everywhere!
Moccasin casuals in bright California

colors styled with a gore for sure, easy fit. New
two-tones in white and brown, white and red, beige

and brown. Also solid colors in red, beige,

white or brown. All hand-lasted! Rationed. .

.

about S5.95 at your favorite store.

Write for illustrated booklet, and

name of nearest dealer.

VOGUE SHOES, Dept. P-3 • 1722 E. 7th St., Los Angeles 21, Calif.

Dear Mr. A:
You have undoubtedly encountered

the Robert Burns poem that begins, “Oh
wad some power the giftie gie us to see
oursels as others see us!”

It would seem to me that if you could
see yourself in the eyes of another, you
might be able to overcome your feeling

of being gauche and unwanted. Your
older brother seems to be a wonderful
person. Why don’t you go to him and tell

him the whole story. Tell him how you
treat a girl, and ask him what is wrong
with your system.

Whatever you do, don’t feel sorry for
yourself. The important thing is to be
wanted by a gang for some reason. What
difference does it make whether it’s be-
cause you play the piano so everyone else

can dance, or have a liberal mother who
will let you bake wieners in the fireplace
Sunday evenings, or are possessed of a
brother who loans you his car?

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert;
When I was in high school my parents

were divorced and we were divided up, the
older children to Mother, and the younger
to Father. My father didn’t want us, but he
did rent an apartment, then let us do
pretty much as we pleased. Finally, be-
cause my father forgot that girls need
clothes to go to school, I quit and went into

a factory where I worked like a slave.

Then I met a boy who, at twenty-one,
was getting a divorce. Never before had
anyone even pretended to care whether I

lived or died. The usual thing happened,
so that I had to marry this boy.
Now, after five years I know that I didn’t

really love him. I think he really cares for

me, but he says I am hard and cruel and
I think, truly, that I am, except where my
little daughter is concerned. I’m locked up
inside myself. My in-laws have always
treated me with a chill because of the con-
ditions of our marriage, and they tell

everyone with whom I come in contact, so

I have trouble making friends.

Is there any way that I can break this

tight, caged, trapped, beaten feeling?
Magdalene T.

Dear Mrs. T:
First of all, ignore the bad manners

of your in-laws. Never answer their

criticisms, and never resort to criticism

in return. Each time they malign you
to a stranger, that stranger will become
your fast friend if you are sweet, genuine,
friendly and interested. Although you
had a bitter childhood, that part of your
life is over forever.

Turn your attention to the present and
the future. How lucky you are that your
husband loves you. And how lucky you
are to have a daughter you adore. You
feel tight, caged, trapped and beaten be-

cause you have walled yourself in with
bitter memories and fear of the criticism

of little minds.
Go out tomorrow and buy the most

becoming hat you can find. Then have
your hair done in a becoming new style.

When you return home, cook an espe-

cially good dinner, set the table as if

you were going to entertain an ambas-
sador. Say to yourself, “This is fun. I

look my best. I’m going to be happy.”
And, since you love your daughter so

much, you must surely see her male
adult counterpart in her father. When
you look at him, think, “You are the

father of my lovely daughter.” You’ll

be in love with him in no time. Really
in love. A happy life doesn’t “just hap-
pen” any more than a diamond neck-

lace “just happens.” Both must be dug
out with laborious care, cut, mounted,
polished and kept glistening.

Claudette Colbert



The Truth about Hollywood's

Nerves LITTLE LULU
(Continued from page 51) chagrined that

what David Selznick had told him years
ago proved true, that he must wait for

maturity for his success, that he was basi-

cally an “old” actor.

Your guess is as good as Hollywood’s,
for even in his illness, Alan isn’t talking,

not even to Mary whom he loves so pas-
sionately. His doctors say it won’t be too

long before he is entirely well. Rest is all

he needs, but it is sad that he had to be-
come so ill before he’d take it.

Judy Garland should rest, too, for Judy
is one of the great army of insomnia
victims. Like Barbara Stanwyck, she
may average an hour or two a night,

but that is all, and her corresponding
weight loss is appalling. Stanny has ad-
justed to the non-sleeping in such a man-
ner that, except for her extra-thinness,
she doesn’t otherwise seem to notice it, but
with Judy she gets so weary that she
frequently has hours on the set when she
cannot remember a single line or one song
cue. Yet Judy doesn’t relax. The unhap-
piness is very visible in her delicate face.

Strangely enough the insomnia and the
extreme “nerves” hit the girls most often,

while the stomach upsets hit the men.
Perhaps the necessity of maintaining a

chic appearance, with the fitting, the hair-
dressings, and the dieting all this demands,
puts an added burden on the girls that
cracks them up more often. The men are
the ones who can’t eat more than half the
time, and then only the blandest of diets.

But Alan Ladd is one male who combines
both the inability to eat and the screaming
nerves when the production schedules get
heavy. It is this combination that keeps
him so bone-thin despite his magnificent
shoulders and bulging muscles and it is to

be seriously doubted if Alan could stand
up under it at all if Sue Carol Ladd didn’t
spend her every waking moment looking
out for his health in every way.

THERE are two feminine stars who are
quite different temperamentally, but who

are quite similar from the “nervous” an-
gle. They are Claudette Colbert and Greer
Garson. Both are naturally delicate; both
are naturally high-strung and both of
them, to a great extent, make their frail

health serve them.
All her life, when things got emotionally

bad for Greer Garson, she has retreated
into illness. It wasn’t conscious acting,
but her nervous reactions took such ex-
treme forms as this: Just after her first

marriage in England, she realized she was
horribly unhappy, that she had made a
bad mistake and that she and the man she
had wed could never be anything but
wretched together. This realization so
shocked Greer that she became very ill,

went to bed for weeks, and when she fi-

nally was able to be up and around was
still so incapacitated that for months she
could walk only with the aid of a cane.
Today, in Hollywood, let Greer become

upset and she becomes ill. Sinus troubles
her painfully much of the time, but she
has other small aches and illnesses too,
which keep her abed. She is important
enough that the production schedules wait
for her; in fact, extra days are allowed in
all of them for just these Garson upsets.
At all times, she lives most quietly, rest-
ing constantly, conserving her strength.

They allow extra shooting days in the
Colbert schedules, too, because, as every
studio where she has worked knows, once
let the production start, and Claudette will
get an attack. The attacks vary and may
come from anything, but undoubtedly are
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nerves, always newly disguised. As a re-
sult, the vivacious Colbert is a real hypo
chondriac. She is allergic to almost every-
thing. Let a knife be in the scene and
Claudette is sure to cut herself—and se-
riously. If she has to go through a door,

the chances are excellent that, sooner or
later, she’ll slam it on a finger. She falls

over light boxes, she bumps into mirrors.
She can no more help it than she can help
breathing. A psychologist would undoubt-
edly say it is her way of attaining the
relaxation her nerves demand. Like Gar-
son, she is big enough to get away with it.

Also, like Greer, she probably has no
awareness that ninety per cent of it is her
nerves acting to protect her.

The case of Susan Peters has pathetically
different angles. Susie is a girl who puts
love ahead of her career, and except for

the fact that her husband Dick Quine is in

service, she probably would give up acting
altogether. Up to time of her recent acci-

dent her illness came mostly as a result
of the high pressure of production sched-
ules.

After “Random Harvest” Susie looked
like a real star and the studio knew it.

Susie had flu just as “Random Harvest”
finished and took sulfa to get over it.

She found that sulfa does get you over the
flu, but then you have to get over the sulfa.

Susie didn’t have time to do that because
she was immediately cast for “Sorority
Row.”
To begin with, the picture wasn’t worthy

of her, since it was a B, but just because
it was a B it had to shoot fast. One of

the big scenes was a rain scene which
meant Susie had to be soaked with hose-
thrown water for two days. She contracted
a heavy cold. To complicate things, she
was newly wed, and knew her husband
was soon to be shipped away.

Then she discovered the beautiful news
that she was going to be a mother. Ex-
hilarated with that knowledge, she told

herself she could endure anything: Her
cold, the daily schedule, the calls for

make-up tests at night for “Song Of Rus-
sia”; the loneliness she knew she’d have
to face when Dick was gone.

“Sorority Row” finished and she rushed
into “Russia,” but her cold hung on and
gradually got worse. “Russia” completed,

she became truly ill and woke one morn-
ing to accept the awful knowledge that she

was no longer going to be a mother.

It was months before she could make her

latest picture, “Keep Your Powder Dry,”

which is about the WACs. Then came the

tragic accident in which she was shot while
on a hunting trip with her husband. All

Hollywood is rooting for her recovery.

That superb young actress, Teresa

Wright, wife of Niven Busch, the writer,

lost her first baby prematurely, also, and
thus when on the first of this past Decem-
ber she was successfully delivered of her

second child, Hollywood’s rejoicing was
very great and very genuine. Yet long

before maternity added to the burden, the

delicate Wright nerves were troublesome.

A very great artist, here is a girl who ac-

tually is in torment from shyness. Deeply

in love, she hates meeting new people.

She wanted—and wants—her home, her

husband, her children. Despite her ac-

claimed mastery at it, everything about

her career terrifies her. Whether she

basically wants the career, whether she

will continue to pay the high “nerve”

price for it, no one is sure.

But of one thing there is no doubt. If

she does continue, there will be no reduc-

tion of the cost to her, just as there is

none to the host of other Hollywood stars

who are paying in physical strength for

their fame.
The End



My Nine Most Exciting

Hollywood Moments

LUCILLE BALL, STARRING IN "ZIEGFELD FOLLIES"

A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE IN TECHNICOLOR

(Continued from page 43) Moon Goes
Round The Mountain” with Mickey
Rooney. She was appealing in appear-

ance and poignant in her singing. How-
ever, I never thought of her as any great

human being and I doubt that she was
any great human being then. She is now!

It was during this last election that I

was conscious Judy had changed. From
the sweet, poignant child she had been
there emerged a fine little honest firebrand

of a woman.
Many artists felt they should not take

any political stand. One of our great

women stars and one of our greatest come-
dians advised Judy to be less outspoken.

“But I believe in the President,” she

told them. “Therefore, I must not only

vote for him, I must fight for him too. . .
.”

“Go slow!” the great woman star cau-
tioned. “Many of our movie officials and
many radio sponsors are opposed to the

President, don’t forget. ...”
Judy’s eyes blazed but her voice was

contained as she asked “What’s the mat-
ter with us that we can’t say what we
believe—like other people? I must, I’m
afraid!”

Irrespective of what your politics may
be, Judy was thrilling. I never shall for-

get her honesty, truth and intelligence.

J
UDY also is responsible for another of

my Hollywood high lights. I saw her
and Vincente Minelli fall in love. Never, I

hope, will I grow so old that I will not
respond to the beauty of those moments
in which a man and a woman quite sud-
denly find each other. Never, I hope, will

I forget that love is the greatest power
on earth. Let the so-called realists argue
that facts are the thing. I want to remem-
ber that facts, invariably, are born of emo-
tions and dreams.
Vincente Minelli, who is a great artist

and is coming rapidly into prominence
since directing Judy’s picture, “Meet Me
In St. Louis,” seems terribly in love with
Judy. I can understand it. She’s so
charming, such a darling and sweeter than
ever, if possible, now, since Vincente has
come into her life.

I think Judy daily becomes more de-
voted to Vincente too. Previously when
she was admired by any man she seemed
a little apart—with an elfin quality. With
Vincente she is tender and gentle and
several times I have spied them holding
hands.

I first saw how the wind blew last De-
cember when I gave a luncheon party for
Judy to which I invited Jack Wilson, the
theatrical producer and another most at-
tractive young gentleman, and Judy said
to me, so shyly, “Oh, do ask Vincente too
—please!”
They are most becoming to each other,

these two. They complement each other
beautifully. I hope they will marry. If

and when they do I shall be maid of honor.
For there’s no one to whom I am more
devoted than little Judy. The fact that
she has taken a house at Santa Monica,
on the beach, next door to Anita Loos,
makes me think she and Vincente might
very well be planning to set up house-
keeping.
There you have three of my most excit-

ing Hollywood moments. I have others.
There’s the great producer who shall be
nameless . . . There’s Joan Fontaine and
John Houseman . . . There’s Fredric
March . . . There’s Bing Crosby, or maybe
I should say Samuel Goldwyn . . . There’s
Lauren Bacall . Quite a list. I love
lists. Years ago I invented the lists of
the twelve best-dressed women, the twelve
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greatest gentlemen, the twelve greatest
wits . . . Now we have, it seems, my nine
most exciting Hollywood moments. . . .

The head of one of the biggest studios
must remain anonymous. To name him
would spoil everything. A little more than
a year ago this man discovered that a
woman, whom he admired because she
works hard for the things in which she
believes, was worried about money.

“She’s pretty hard up, isn’t she?” he
asked a mutual friend, adding impatiently,
“Why can t something be done for her?”
The mutual friend laughed. “You don’t

know her. She’s too darn proud to take
anything from anyone.”

“Well,” said the head of the great stu-
dio, “supposing I send six hundred dollars
a month to her bank account. She won’t
know where it comes from and so, of
course, she can’t refuse or return it.”

He has been doing just that ever since!
Another thrilling thing which stemmed

from Hollywood was when Colonel Darryl
Zanuck spoke at the Nobel Frize Award
Dinner at the Hotel Astor in New York
where I was chairman of the reception
committee. All the great of the earth were
on the podium, many of them prize winners
—inventors, engineers, physicists, heads of

great universities and authors of rare dis-
tinction. But the speech made by my little

blond -haired friend, Darryl, bowled them
all over. He spoke for Hollywood. He spoke
for Hollywood films, of their importance
in the post-war world when they would
undoubtedly be used to re-educate the
Axis nations, starting with the children,
against war and propaganda for peace. It

was certainly a high light.

F
RIENDSHIP for friendship’s own sake
always is wonderful to see. Which brings

me to the friendship between Joan Fon-
taine and John Houseman. John is Joan’s
accepted escort everywhere. She finds

great comfort with him. Through his com-
panionship she has matured charmingly.

It began when Joan was married to

Brian, who is a delightful man but much
older than Joan. He always treated her
like a little girl. He was, actually, more
like an older relative than like a husband
or lover. Also, since Brian was not too

socially inclined, he kept Joan hidden
away, more or less, without any real men
or women friends.

Well, one night Joan had to go to a
public dinner for her studio. For some
reason Brian couldn’t go. So the studio
suggested that John Houseman, a very
fine writer and philosopher, be her escort.

John, also older than Joan and quite
serious, took Joan to dinner and as they
talked he realized in some subconscious
way that she was very lonely and in need
of a friend. Whereupon he determined she
should have the friend she needed and it

would be he. There is nothing even re-

motely romantic between Joan and John.
Her romantic interest lies elsewhere. Nor
is their friendship for the purpose of cov-
ering her true romance or for publicity.

It represents no gain beyond its own fine

companionship.
Now and then you discover such a

friendship in Hollywood and when you do
you are overjoyed. Garbo enjoys such a

friendship with Clifton Webb, who starred

in “Laura.” Marlene Dietrich and Willis

Goldbeck for years have been another such
twosome. However, these friendships are

rare. The stars who need friendship in the

best and fullest sense of the word get very
little of it.

If I am ever very rich I am going to have
something without which the most sim-
ple and unostentatious star’s home would
be incomplete—a full-sized projection ma-
chine and screen. Then I shall see—even
as the stars do—all the good new movies
right in my home.

My mother could have
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You can have all the floodlighted Holly-
wood premieres, all the photographers, all

the ermine, all the Little Shots without the
ghost of a chance of their cars being al-

lowed before the marquee until all the Big
Shots’ cars have been filled and departed.
Among my high spots I definitely list the
pictures I’ve seen in Hollywood homes,
with everyone smoking and leisurely sip-
ping their after-dinner coffee.

Not long ago when Samuel Goldwyn
gave a little dinner party for me I begged
to see his latest picture, “The Princess
And The Pirate.” Reluctantly, he con-
sented. Sam feels that comedies show to

better advantage with a large audience.
But surely I laughed enough to please

Sam as “The Princess And The Pirate”
unreeled. It’s a heavenly picture and I

loved it. At the very end a young man
suddenly appears on the screen. “Why
don’t you sign that wonderful blue-eyed
fellow?” I asked Sam. “He doesn’t talk
in this picture but I’m sure he would
speak well . . . He has personality. Take
my word for it! Get him!”
The other guests shrieked with mirth.

Sam groaned, “I show you two hours of
my wonderful picture, Elsa Maxwell, and
what do you do . . . You miss the big
gag. I wish I could sign that handsome
blue-eyed fellow. He happens to be Bing
Crosby!”
Any moment in which I appear innocent

and naive at my age is indeed a high spot!

Fredric March is giving me a great
thrill these days, as Major Joppolo in the
Broadway version of “A Bell For Adano.”
This war has changed Freddie. It set

him thinking about important things, to
spending his mental and physical energy
in the beautiful speaking he has done for
freedom and democracy and the more se-
rious aspects of life. However, when this

happened he couldn’t, it appeared, do those

romantic lovers any more. So, of course,
he found himself a bit out of the Holly-
wood groove.
When Freddie was cast as Major Jop-

polo in the theater’s “A Bell For Adano”
there were many who shook their heads.
“It is ridiculous to cast Freddie as Jop-
polo,” they said. “He isn’t young enough.
And he doesn’t feel as that fellow did
about things. ...”
Freddie isn’t merely good as Joppolo.

He’s as superb in it as he is happy about
it. For “A Bell For Adano”—in line with
Freddie’s new attitude for life—has a mes-
sage as important as the mess we have
made of our occupation of Italy and our
need to do better in the other countries
we free as time goes by.

I N a long full life I can think of nothing
1 which seems to me more amazing than
Frank Sinatra. Not because of the hys-
terical worship the bobby socks give him,
but because of his completely unegotistical
reaction to it, believe me or not! And
remember this devotion, almost overnight,
turned Frank Sinatra from a poor nobody
into a wealthy and famous man.
Before I met Frank I charged him, in

my syndicated newspaper column, with
aggravating our juvenile delinquency
problem. Juvenile delinquency is some-
thing for which I work hard hoping in

some small way to help our girls, Amer-
ica’s future mothers, to find their way
again. In my column I blamed Sinatra
for the neuro-romantic bobby socks who
scream and yell and shriek as they hang
around the stage doors.

Then I met him. Taking my hand in

his two hands, he said, “Miss Maxwell,
I want you to know I appreciate the truth
of everything your column said. Also,
that I appreciate why you said it. Not
only do I agree with you, but my mother

is on your side.”

“Frank,” I said, “you must have a won-
derful mother.” Frank heartily concurred.
Incredulously I looked at the slight ear-

nest young man, holding my hands in

his. I thought I must not be hearing right

when he went on, “Later I hope to be
able to do something about all this. I hope
to give lectures, to plead with the bobby
socks and teensters to remain in school
and listen to me on the radio when their

homework is finished.”

We were in New York at the same time,

not long ago. He called me on the tele-

phone. “Elsa,” he said, for we have become
great friends, “I’m leaving for California.

I just wanted to say good-by and to tell

you it won’t be long now before I’ll be ofi

on that lecture tour. . .
.”

His voice, overstrained because of all the

singing he had done and all the campaign
speeches he had made, was little more
than a croak. Among other things, he was
en route to the California desert where
his physician had ordered him to rest.

“That lecture tour will cost you a lot

of money, fellow,” I reminded him.
“That doesn’t matter at all,” he said.

“I have money now. And the last thing

I want to do is to be responsible—even
partly responsible—for kids staying out of

school. I would be mighty distressed, I

can tell you, if my kids stayed out of

school and hung around stage doors for

any guy like me!”
Not only am I excited about my friend,

Frankie, I’m proud of him. I knew from
the minute I laid eyes on him that he was
quite a guy. I’m even glad I jumped on
him in the beginning. Otherwise I might
never have known his measure as a man.
Hollywood certainly is exciting to me.

And more and more I think of it as “Home
Sweet Home.”

The End
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Moody Vagabond
(Continued from page 59) while the neigh-
borhood kids and Claire applauded from
their perches up in the trees.

Even as a child there was evidence of
his will to succeed. At the tender age of
nine he was sure he wanted to be a sales-
man. He had a little red wagon with a
collie dog hitched to it, and would go
down into the family cellar and pick out
the best potatoes, load them into his cart,

and take off up and down North Street
peddling his mother’s best spuds.
His father’s pride in his initiative,

coupled with a growing concern over the
disappearing potatoes, caused him to go
down to the local five and ten store and
buy up five dollars worth of toothpaste,
combs and stuff which he gave to Tom to

sell on the street. The neighbors admired
his ambition and bought everything he had.
When the toothpaste gave out his dad

wrote a publishing company and got Tom
a job selling magazine subscriptions.
Whenever he got tired making the rounds
in his little wagon, his mother drove him
around in the family limousine while he
peddled them. He did a landslide business,
eventually selling more subscriptions than
anybody else in the U. S. And the publish-
ing company sent a representative to New
Rochelle to interview him and get a picture
of him to put in the magazine.
He made around $2000 for his share of

subscriptions that Christmas and even five

years later, at fourteen, was still getting

$200 from renewals. But since his dad
always made him give the money to the
Salvation Army or some other worthy
charity, it took all the fun out of it for
Tom and squashed his ambitions forever
to be a salesman.

I

T was after he graduated from Mercers-
berg Academy in Pennsylvania that he

decided to take a serious fling at acting.

“By then I couldn’t think of anything else

I was suited for and I figured I ought to be
a success at something,” he says.

So he got a job in a stock company in
Poughkeepsie that summer. Not long
afterwards his mother (whom he fairly

worshipped) died. His father had died a
few years before. Leaving only Tom and
Claire and his Great Dane Wrinkle.
Since Claire, too, aspired to an acting

career, Tom loaded his pretty blonde sis-

ter and the Great Dane into his jalopy and
away they went to try their luck on
Broadway, and to try and find an apart-
ment in New York.
Which wasn’t easy. None of the land-

lords shared Tom’s taste for Great Danes.
They finally found one in an old build-

ing on Riverside Drive around 78th Street
that would take the dog.

The apartment wasn’t a walk-up, but
more of a walk-down—or walk-in—if you
dared. Very Sister Eileenish. One big,

dismal room in the basement of the build-
ing, not far from the Hudson River, which
they could seldom see for the barrage of

bottles and rolling pins being tossed back
and forth by the battling neighbors.
They painted it a sickly white, then de-

cided to give it a modernistic touch by
painting the woodwork a bright royal blue.

It looked all right at night, but the next
morning when they started moving their

mother’s lovely mahogany furniture and
rich oriental rugs in, it was pretty awful.
Claire just sat down and cried. And Tom
and Wrinkle looked mighty sad.

It was into this basement that there
often crept the familiar aroma of oatmeal.
Tom finally got a role of the spear-

carrying variety. It opened in Philadelphia
and was a big flop. Two weeks later he
was back home again staring at the royal
blue woodwork with Wrinkle and Claire.

. . . avoid crowds when you have
a cold. Not only do you expose
yourself to other germs, you ex-

pose other people to yours! If you
must be near others, use absorbent
Sitroux Tissues for protection.

... eat the right foods! Have
plenty of citrus fruit in the house—oranges, grapefruit, lemons. Get ,

plenty of rest, too. Avoid draughts,

especially when sleeping.

. . . use absorbent Sitroux Tissues
for "overblown” noses! They’re
kind to tender skin—more sani-

tary, because you can so easily

dispose of them! Saves laundry
bills, too. (Use sparingly, don't
waste Sitroux. * )
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He has many funny memories of those

first months in New York.
The time one of his old school friends

(of wealthy vintage) came to visit them.

How Claire had worked all day cleaning

the basement so they could put on the

best face possible. He’d just arrived when
the neighbors started throwing bottles

again. The funny surprised look on the

boy’s face—when one crashed too near. . .

.

Christmas Eve—when Buddy went crazy

making soap-flake snowballs for their

little tree—and put so many on it the tree

fell over—and they' walked around in

“snow” up to their ankles for two days. . .

.

The party they gave in the rooms they
moved into at the Royalton Hotel when
Tom got a small part and they felt they’d

arrived. How the automatic record ma-
chine had gone haywire and started “deal-

ing” records all over the room. Guests
ducking. Hotel phone ringing. . . .

They way they both loved to move the

i furniture around when they were bored or

blue. In two hours’ time Tom had changed
everything. He’s a chronic furniture

mover and the only reason he hasn’t

changed his Beverly Hills living room is

that the big piano is too heavy to move.
Between the furniture movings, Tom was

playing brief engagements in “June Night”
with Martha Scott, “Central Casting” with
Esther Ralston, and in “Dance Night.” All

very brief.

The next season he was in “Run, Sheep,
Run” and “Clean Beds.” Still brief. He
signed for the son in “Tovarich” with
Elissa Landi for a Rhode Island stock
company. The next day he was called to

try out for “Life With Father.” But he
had to go to Rhode Island. Heartbreaking
then, but he says now it was just as well.

The way the hit is still running he’d have
been living with “Father” all his life.

CHORTLY after that Tom came to Cali-
^ fornia on a vacation. An agent took
him over to M-G-M. “Uh-hm-hm—fine,”

said the casting agent, “in about ten or

fifteen years.” But another agent took him
to see Director Frank Lloyd, who gave him
the part of Cary Grant’s son in “The
Howards Of Virginia.”

Tom says his performance in this film

probably accounts more than anything else

j

for the sad look he still wears now.
He went back to New York, but fast.

Claire was now married to a young agent
named Bob Kennedy. Tom moved into an
apartment underneath theirs. And this

time luck was with him. He landed the
job in “Janie” that got him a contract with
M-G-M. He arrived in Hollywood on a
Monday, was tested for “Two Girls And A
Sailor” on Tuesday, and got the job the
next day.

It’s been a fast trolley ride for him ever
since.

His best pal is Corporal Mike Harvey,
who was one of the cast of “Winged Vic-
tory,” worked in stock with Tom and
shares the same uncontrollable sense of
humor. When Mike was in Hollywood
recently making the picture at Twentieth
Century-Fox they dug many a laugh out
of the past.

Tom had trouble finding his present
home. He feels it was a sheer miracle that
got him the lovely home he has now. It’s

an informal Spanish-style stucco located
near Gene Kelly’s home in Beverly Hills.

The woman who owns it, a very attrac-
tive, refined person about fifty-fivish, took
one look at the dashing Drake and said she
didn’t want any dogs, children, or women,
especially not two women. “They never
get along,” she said. Remembering the
Grand Central turn-over in his New York
apartment, Tom crossed his fingers and
fibbed like a trouper. No dogs, no babies,
no women, no nothin’.
Ruling the roost is Tom’s colored maid,

The Countess of Carnarvon
A colorful and glamorous figure of international society is the

Countess of Carnarvon, the former Tilly Losch. A famous ballerina,

she is noted for her strange dynamic beauty . . . startling

sapphire-blue eyes . . . and skin like creamy velvet. 'Tve discovered

a lovely new beauty trick!” Lady Carnarvon says. "It’s the

1-Minute Mask with Pond’s Vanishing Cream. Such a tiny", short time

it takes to make my skin look so much brighter and smoother!”

The Countess of Carnarvon has a 1-Minute Mask 3 or 4 times a week

You can “re-style” your complexion in 1-Minute!

Mask your entire face—except eyes—with a silky-cool coat of Pond’s

Vanishing Cream. Leave on for one full minute. "Keratolytic”

action of the cream loosens tiny scales of dead skin and

trapped dirt particles. Dissolves them! Now—tissue off the Mask.

Results are dramatic! Your skin looks clearer, softer, even lighter!

And it’s ever so much smoother beneath your powder puff.

Make-up goes on like a happy dream

!

"Foolproof ’ powder base!
.J.

. Light, non-

greasy Pond’s Vanishing Cream is

ideal foundation for quick make-ups,

too. Spread on a thin film of Cream

—and leave it on. Smooths

—

protects. Holds powder beautifully.

Get a BIG jar ofglamour-making Masks!
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she's a Spar not a spare!

Pride of the jeep fleet— she dazzles them all with her beautiful, winning smile!

Because she’s discovered how much better super-fine Pebeco cleans her teeth. “Stays

on the job polishing,” she says. “Doesn’t wash right away when I start to brush!”

How come? Pebeco contains a special

combination of polishing agents. Non-
abrasive, micro-fine Pebeco Tooth Powder
particles hold on to your brush . . . cling to

your teeth while you polish. No wonder
teeth sparkle. They’re super clean

!

Spruce up your smile! Brush your

teeth with super-fine Pebeco. Taste its

keen, minty flavor. Enjoy the wonderfully

fresh feel of your mouth when it’s Pebeco-

clean. See the gleam that’s reflected from

your own winning Pebeco smile!

Pebeco Pete says:

60%AfOREPOWDER
pop your MOA/ey,

POLKS, THANAVERAGE

OP6 OTHER

LEAO/NG ERANOS

TOOTH POWDER
Super-fine for Super Shine

rTOOTH

1

POWDER,

Copyright, 1945. by Leho & Fink Product* Corp.

GIANT SIZE ONLY 25?!

Big IOl sire, too

‘ALSO PEBECO TOOTH PASTE—CLEAN, REFRESHING FLAVOR— 10^, 25 * AND 50*

Elbe Mae—who’s worth double her salary
just to have her around for laughs.
The happiest times at the Drake “drive-

in” are when his blonde sister comes out
from New York to be sure he’s getting
his laundry back okay. Bringing with her
the two major women in Tom’s life, her
baby daughter Casey, aged twenty months,
and pretty four-and-a-half-year-old Chris,
referred to by Tom as “Madame,” because
it makes her so mad.
Tom himself is a conservative dresser.

He likes gray lounge suits—or beige slacks
with a brown sport coat, and has to be
reminded to go buy any of them. But
he’ll spend hours shopping for dresses for

the kids and come home with some of the
wildest twin outfits you’ve ever seen.
When Claire starts packing to go home

he invariably puts an arm around Chris
and Casey and wails, “You can’t take both
of ’em. I won’t have an alarm clock left.

I’ll never get up in time.”
Clocks are a phobia with him anyway.

He hates to be pinned down to any time
for social things, but is prompt to a “T”
for business appointments.
Admittedly moody, he loves to just take

off like a robot on cross-country trips

(when you could take off like a robot on
cross-country trips) with either Mike or

Claire, driving for hundreds of miles
without saying a word.
The only thing that really makes him

mad is being pushed around. “Mentally
pushed around,” he explains. People try-

ing to shove ideas down his throat or

make up his mind for him.

\/ERY sentimental by nature, he has the
” greatest nostalgia for Christmas, his

four-year-old red Buick convertible, or

anything that means a lot of memories
(including a pair of shoes which he’s had
resoled for years because he thinks they've

brought him luck) . He has some lucky
blue socks, too.

He likes to putter around on the piano

in the lovely beige-toned living room and
write songs, all of the tres torchy affairs

He rarely gets hungry but loves to eat.

often ordering steak for breakfast and
ham and eggs for supper, and has beer

known to start off with a cream puff anc

end up with roast beef.

He likes to dance but seldom goes tc

night clubs and usually has the gang in al

home. He dislikes all kinds of cards be-

cause he hates to sit still.

Still unmarried, he has squired Judy
Garland and other of Hollywood’s mos
popular gals, but usually goes with girls h

went through stock with or knew at tha

time. He likes girls with a sense of humcr
vitality, a pleasant disposition—and th<

capacity to either be talkative or quiet—

when he himself wants to be talkative oi

quiet. He thinks beauty isn’t too impor
tant. i I

Tom says he’s never been “settled” ir

one place long enough to get married

“I’m always moving on and the girls ar<

always deciding on the other guy.”

Collecting pictures of thoroughbrec

horses is his pet hobby. He would like ti

raise race horses and Great Dane dogs

neither of which he can very well do in ;

Beverly Hills back yard. With any land

lady. No matter how wistful he looks.
. |

He wanted terribly to get into service

but a heart complication vetoed that. So in

stead he wants'a ranch big enough to “wall

around on” and to raise horses and dog.-

Yet he admits that nothing fascinates hir

so much as a stretch of nice fresh high

way winding to some place he’s neve

been before.

Well—there he is, the serious—and tb

vagabond. No matter how great his succes

. . . there’ll always be a sprinkle of oatmea

in his blood.
The End
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It Had To Be You

Continued from page 52) father, had
uietly disappeared.
“Mother,” Jeannie said earnestly, “I

now how ambitious you are for me. But
’m in love with Peter—terribly in love

vith him. ...”
Rosie was about to give vent to what
he would later call “Making Jeannie see

eason” when there was a tap on the door.

We’re ready, Jeannie,” called the director.

II “This is the trouble with Hollywood,”

eannie thought. “This is why actors so

iften make messes of their lives.
,

We’re
lways too busy with our character’s prob-

21ns to work out our own. There’s never

ime for us and our lives. Never!”

; She walked before the camera like the

ood trouper she was. She listened atten-

tively as her director, Paul Daniels, ex-

plained she, as Margie, must weep because

he had learned her screen father had lost

is money and she couldn’t go to a fashi-

onable girls’ school. Tears came easily,

iut it was not for Margie’s plight that she

wept.

Peter, however, watching from the side-

lines believed her tears wholly his-

trionic and when he was dismissed from
he set for the day he waved good-by to

per happily and indicated, with panto-

nime, that he would call her later.

Walking across the lot to his dressing

oom, his mind conjured up pictures of

he future. He did not visualize Jean-
!|iie waiting at the door of a rose-covered
ottage as he came home from the office,

le saw, instead, the two of them leaving

She studio together in make-up. And his

ilream house was complete with swim-
ming pool. However, his vision of the

uture differed from the average boy’s

inly in setting. Emotionally it was the

jame. He and his girl would be together.

JETER had never meant to be an actor.

Until he was seven years old there al-

ways had been plenty of money. He could
emember the big house on the outskirts

|f Cleveland with its rolling lawns and
he stone lions on either side of the porte-
ochere. He had often straddled the right

-

Land lion, pretending he had just tamed it

n an African jungle.

After that—when his father shot himself
-he and his mother had moved into a

tuffy two-room apartment. For years
’eter believed that a weird Buck Rogers
iaonster called “The Depression” had

I

iilled his father. For his mother always
poke of the depression as a highly per-
onalized devil who had mysteriously
aken his father’s life.

It was after his mother’s death that Peter
tad hitch-hiked to California and found
i job in a gas station. One day, filling an
expensive foreign car, he realized he was
mder minute observation from the driver.

He had thought he must be doing some-
hing wrong when the man had said, “I’m
esting kids tomorrow over at the studio.
)rop around.” It was as simple as that.

Even now, however, Peter didn’t pretend
o be any Barrymore in the field of acting.
The wave of popularity he was enjoying
vas due to the fact that his nice young
>ersonality came through on the celluloid,
hat his charm, good looks and guileless
vay of playing scenes intrigued audiences.
Peter had never before been in love.

Vnd he was so deeply in love that the next
>est thing to being near Jeannie was being
done with his thoughts about her.
As he turned the corner of the studio

itreet, Gloria Thornton was idling by the
,
iteps which led to the men’s dressing
ooms. Peter hoped she wouldn’t stop
lim. He didn’t feel like talking to Gloria
—or anyone else just then. He wanted to
fo right on thinking about Jeannie.

BEFORE DINNER
SHERRY— Serve delicious,

amber ROMA California

Sherry ... tangy, nut -like,

appetizing ...with the sun-

ripe grape flavor and
goodness brought to you
intact by the skill and care

of ROMA’s noted wineries

located in the choicest vine-

yard districts of California.

AFTER DINNER
PORT—Open a bottle of glorious,

deep-red ROMA California Port...

full-bodied... richly fruity. Or serve

it any time. ..any evening. Unvary-

ingly good . . . always delightful.

And — like all ROMA Wines—
this superb quality and flavor for

Only Pennies a Glass ! Roma Wine
Co., Lodi, Healdsburg, Fresno, Cal.

MORE AMERICANS ENJOY ROMA THAN ANY OTHER WINE!



IN A MINUTE!...

From COLD Discomfort... to WARM Smiles

Rub MINIT-RUB on chest and back. soothe that raspy local irritation.

1. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub stimulates

circulation, brings a sensation ofwarmth.
That quickly helps relieve surface
aches and pains.

2. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub’s wel-

come pain-relieving action begins to

3. IN A MINUTE, Minit-Rub’s active

menthol vapors begin to ease that nasal

stuffiness feeling.

MINIT-RUB is wonderful for both chil-

dren and adults. Greaseless! Stainless!

Disappears like vanishing cream! Won’t
harm linens. Get a jar—today!

MINIT-RUB
The Modern Chest Rub

HERE’S SOOTHING RELIEF

— FASTERHEAUNG
If your hands get so red and chapped that

they actually feel sore, take a tip from
nurses! Get a jar of the Medicated Skin
Cream, Noxzema, and see how quickly it

brings soothing, grateful relief.

Noxzema is so effective because it’s a

medicated formula. It not only relieves the

stinging soreness, but helps heal the tiny

cracks. Actual tests with Noxzema show it

helps heal chapped hands faster — definite

improvement often
being seen over-
night

l

Surveys have

revealed that scores of

nurses (who have trou-

ble with their hands
from frequent washings) use Noxzema
and recommend it to their patients.

Noxzema is greaseless, non-sticky, van-

ishes almost at once. Get a jar at any drug
or dept, store today and see how quickly

it helps heal your chapped hands ! 1CK, 25#,

50# and $1 (plus tax).
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The hard California sun turned Gloria
flaming hair to copper and accented th

sharp and beautiful lines of her face. Sh
was gorgeous, Peter admitted. Jeanni
wasn’t gorgeous. She was soft and wan
and womanly. Peter was glad.

Because Peter didn’t greet Gloria gladl

she was certain he was depressed. Sh
was the kind of girl who believed when
ever a man looked at her it was to admit
her. There are girls like that in ever
town, of course. There are more of thei

in Hollywood.
In her famous, soft purring tones Glori

said, “I’m terribly sorry for you, Peter.”
Peter, on top of the world, could not be

lieve he had heard right. So he smile
and continued up the steps.

“Oh gee,” Gloria said, detaining hin

“did I spill the beans?”
“What beans?” he asked.
“Well, it’s all over the lot,” Gloria sai

defensively. “So you might as well he*
it from me. The old goose who laid th

golden egg heard you were nuts for bab;

She dropped the story in the Old Man
lap and the way I heard it they both ai

agreed that with Jeannie playing ‘Morn
ing For Margie’ and every kid in th

country ready to shake his piggy bank 1

see it, it wouldn’t be a good idea to li

the great child star get involved in
romance. Rosie says leave it to her, she’

break it up. ...”
“It that all?” Peter asked, relieved.

“Is that all?” Gloria mimicked. “Brothe
that’s enough! Believe me, if that dan
wants to break it up, she’ll break it up
“You don’t know Jeannie,” said Peter.
“Maybe not, but I know Rosie.”
Peter waved her off and bounded c

the stairs to his dressing room.
“When you find out how right I am

she called after him, “give me a rin

We’ll dance—and forget.”

GLORIA loved to make trouble. She w;

a strange girl. From the time she h£

read her first movie magazine she hf

known she would be a movie star. It wi

not that she wanted to be an actress. SI

did not have what a famous director on<

called “the inside dynamo” to drive he

All she wanted was beautiful clothe

gleaming jewels and admiration.
Her father was a shadowy characti

who came in and out of her life withoi

affecting it. Her mother had sold the

house in Seattle to finance Gloria in Holl;

wood.
Press agents made up a lot of stori

about how Gloria got into pictures. Thf

said she was “discovered” when she w
a car hop at a super de luxe hamburg<
stand; she was a society girl “discoverec

while dancing with a Naval officer at tl

Cocoanut Grove; she had been so eag

to become an actress she had thrown he
self in front of an executive’s car.

All these stories were a far hail from tl

cold facts. Gloria had gone to an agent <

the Sunset Strip who had peddled her

six studios. The sixth had consented
give her a film test. It wasn’t very goi

but she had looked so beautiful that th<

had signed her to a small stock contra'

Once on the lot she had made both h

beauty and her hard, defensive persoi

ality felt. And so, at the age of ninetee

she was a star; a star who furnished tl

news hounds with plenty of stories. H
escapades included running her pale bli

coupe into an interurban streetcar ju

because she “wanted to see what it w
like.” Once she had hired the roll

coaster at Ocean Park for her friends ai

ridden on it exactly thirty-five tim

without stopping. The Boswells of Holl;

wood called her “good copy” but “unpr
dictable.”

Gloria’s outstanding weakness, as o:

magazine writer pointed out, was me



However, Gloria never was interested in

a man unless he belonged to someone else.

With her it never had been a matter of

love, but competition. She had seen Peter
Blake around the lot for a couple of years
and thought of him only as a good-looking
kid and not a very good actor. But the
moment she heard that Jeannie Holmes
was in love with him he became irresist-

ible. Which is why she called after him,
“Don’t forget to ring me up.”

Peter didn’t answer. He was furious
that a girl like Gloria could disturb him.
Jeannie, he reasoned, was honest and true.

She had said she loved him. Therefore
nothing could come between them.
However, the doubt Gloria had dropped

into his mind lingered. He had to call

Jeannie on the telephone. He had to hear
her warm voice, her assurance that she
loved him. The last thing in the world he
was prepared to hear were the words that
smote him over the wire; Jeannie’s voice,
tight, drained: “I’m sorry, Peter. It was
a silly mistake. A girl who wants a career
can’t play at romance. Let’s pretend—you
and I—that this afternoon never happened.”
With icewater running through his veins

he hung up the ’phone, too hurt and bewil-
dered to suspect that Jeannie’s speech had
originated with Rosie and been delivered
as Rosie stood weeping beside her.

Convinced those words had stemmed
from Jeannie, he took Gloria up on her
“we’ll dance—and forget” routine. They
sailed out defiantly to Mocambo where
Peter matched drink for drink with the
more adept Gloria. As the evening wore
on he grew quite tight, and so thoroughly
did he “forget” that he didn’t even remem-
ber asking Gloria to marry him. But
Gloria did.

Always Hollywood is undefinable.
Gossip, for instance, is filled with stories

about the hard-hearted studio executive

who will not let the sweet young couple
get married. But D. P. Lawrentz, the
chief executive at the studio, was not
hard-hearted, at all. He was a sweet man
who had attained eminence because—truly
loving children, dogs and old people—he
had bought and filmed a lot of stories

about children, dogs and old people. And
since ninety per cent of the world’s popu-
lation love children, dogs and old people
he had made a fortune.

Also D. P. was wise. He knew, in his

smart showman’s soul, that a romance or
marriage with Peter Blake would not hurt
Jeannie Holmes’ popularity one iota.

Therefore, he only half listened—a trick

he had mastered through the years—as

Rosie, in her tense voice, said “D.P., you’ve
been like a father to Jeannie . . . And
now you must do something to break up
this silly infatuation.”
“Does Jeannie love Peter?” D. P. asked.
“Love!” Rosie gave the most beautiful

word in the English language all the con-
tempt she felt for it. “What does a girl

like Jeannie know about love!”
“She might know quite a lot about it.”

“Don’t talk like a character!” Rosie was
frantic. “You have everything to lose if

Jeannie marries. ...”
D. P. shook his head. “You mean you

have everything to lose, don’t you Rosie?”

LJ AD they continued their conversation
•* things might have worked out very
differently. However, at the very moment
Rosie entered D. P.’s office a talent scout,

Charlie Moses, three thousand miles away,
put through a call to D. P. The call reached
the studio switchboard just as D. P. was
going to tell Rosie that so far as he was
concerned Jeannie and Peter could marry
with his blessing—and a bonus.

Instead he picked up the telephone to

hear Charlie Moses say “Look, Mr. 'Law-

rentz, I caught ‘Arizona’ last night. Yeah,
it’s a swell musical, mere’s a girl plays
a bit in it—Marian Morgan—who’s terrific.

I think we better sign her fast.”

New and terrific youngsters always ex-
cited D. P. Lawrentz. He nodded, smiling
into the telephone. Rosie tiptoed out and
paused in the outer office long enough to
tell D. P.’s secretary that D. P. was op-
posed to Jeannie’s and Peter’s romance and
determined to put a stop to it.

That’s how the story got all over the lot.

The following week end Peter and
Gloria were married at Las Vegas. Peter
eloped because Gloria told him he had
asked her to marry him and he could not
remember whether he had or not. Rosie
had been on the set constantly, thus giving
him no opportunity to talk to Jeannie.
And he had convinced himself Jeannie
had planned it this way. Gloria married
Peter because eloping to Las Vegas was
one of the few things she had not done.
Jeannie read of their elopement in the

Examiner on Monday morning as she was
breakfasting alone. Jeannie forgot it was
she who had hurt Peter. She knew noth-
ing but her own hurt. Her resentment
was defensive. She did not know that

what she thought was an old thought:
How could he fall for anyone so cheap
and common as Gloria ? Well, if that’s the
kind of man he is then he’s not the man
I thought he was.
She had to face him on the set, of course.

There was no way out. So, with all the
members of the cast and crew watching
she walked over to Peter, stuck out her
little hand and said ‘“Congratulations,
Peter. I hear she is a swell girl!”

This moment was immortalized by a
picture which later appeared in a maga-
zine bearing the caption “Jeannie Holmes
congratulates Peter Blake upon his mar-
riage to the glamorous Gloria Thornton.”

AN ADVERTISEMENT OF PEPSI-COLA COMPANY

“Ife says as long as he's going to be tied to a desk for the
rest of the war, he may as well relax and enjoy it”
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water—hot or cold. Its gentle relief

helps make difficult days easier to

bear. Pleasant to take, not habit-form-

ing. Get Angostura at your druggist’s.
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Start right with Hygeia
Nursing Bottles. Easy to

clean—wide mouth and
rounded interior corners have no crevices where
germs can hide. Red measuring scale aids in cor-

rect filling. Wide base prevents tipping. Tapered
shape helps baby get last drop of formula.

Famous breast-shaped nipple with patented air-

vent permits steady flow, prevents “windsucking.”

Cap keeps nipples and formula germ-free for stor-

ing or out-of-home feeding.

NEW COMPLETE PACKAGE
Ask your druggist for

Hygeia’s new package
containing Bottle, Nipple,

and Cap. No extra cost.

CONSULT YOUR DOCTOR REGULARLY

The next day Paul Daniels, Jeannie’s
director, sat in the projection room watch-
ing the rushes. He soon realized that
Jeannie was not a mature enough actress

to dam her own emotional turmoil while
she lived Margie’s childish problems. Her
dramatic scenes weren’t the simple inno-
cent shots they should have been. Her
personal suffering obliterated all else.

Paul’s face darkened. Thirty-three years
old and ambitious, he had come up in
Hollywood the hard way; struggling with
low-budget films and trying to give some
validity to corny B pictures. “Morning
For Margie” was his first big assignment.
He found Jeannie in her dressing room

brushing the pigtail crimps out of her hair.

“I’ve just seen the rushes,” he said.

A few weeks before she would have
asked, eagerly “How were they?”
Now she sat brushing out her hair.

“I was disappointed in them,” Daniels
went on.

She let the brush fall to the floor. “Save
it!” she told him.

“I’ve been hoping we would make a
great picture together, Jeannie,” he said.

She cried tearfully, “Always the picture!

I hate the picture!”
He let her emotion spend itself. Then

he said, “No matter what happens to you
personally, Jeannie, the show has to go
on. You know that.”

“I should,” she said wearily. “I’ve had
it dinned into me ever since I was three.”
He tried a new line. “Okay,” he said,

“You don’t care whether the pictures lives

or dies. But you can’t let your troupe
down and you can’t let D. P. Lawrentz
down and you can’t let me down! This
picture means a lot to me, Jeannie. ...”
She smiled, then, like the child she

really was. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’ll try

harder.”
“Good girl!” He patted her shoulder.

AFTER the talent scout had talked to
D. P., he went backstage to see Marian

Morgan. “Here’s your great chance, kid,”
he said. Then he repeated his conversation
with the chief executive.
Marian was ecstatic. This was, indeed,

her great chance. Hollywood! All the
while she was making her screen test in

New York under the facile direction of
the talent scout she kept thinking this

would show her father on the farm in

Kansas that she had the stuff. This would
make him eat those bitter words: “No
daughter of mine shall ever go to that
hell hole of sin and iniquity.” Her father,

she reasoned, would sing a different tune
when she was a great star.

She turned in her two weeks’ notice and
at last it was time to go. The taxi that
would carry her to Grand Central Station
was waiting at the boarding house door
when the telegram arrived. She read it

over twice. “D. P. Lawrentz asks you to

postpone trip indefinitely. He has seen
your tests and thinks he has too many
girls of your type under contract. Sorry.”
It was signed by talent scout Moses.
Marian’s pause was only momentary.

Gracefully she stepped into the cab, closed
the door with a final click and said, “Grand
Central, please, driver.” Out the window
of the taxi there fluttered the torn pieces
of a telegram.

“/'"A KAY, Peter,” Paul Daniels said.

“You’ve done a good job.”

Peter, finished with his work in “Morn-
ing For Margie,” went to Jeannie’s dressing
room. He had to see her before he left'

on a between-pictures holiday. He did not
want to behave like a cad, but he had to let

her know how he felt. It was vitally neces-
sary that he tell her his marriage to Gloria

was a dismal failure and that if she would
give him a chance to win her back he
would ask Gloria to divorce him.
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He waited an hour. Then Rosie arrived.

Jeannie, she said, had gone home long ago.

During the next several days Peter tried

to get Jeannie on the telephone, to con-
tact her through her hairdresser, to send
her notes. But he never reached her.

At last, filled with frustration and mis-
ery, he left for Palm Springs alone. He
baked in the sun. He rode horseback
across the desert. And three weeks later,

when he returned to the Beverly Hills

Hotel where he and Gloria had taken a

bungalow until, as Gloria told the press,

“we find our dream house,” he felt no
better.

He found Gloria wearing a bathing suit

in the exact color of her skin, sitting on
the edge of the Beverly Hills pool.

“Did you have a nice time?” she asked.

Peter braced himself. He was ready to

tell her that he had made a mistake, that

his marriage to her had been a spite mar-
riage, that even if Jeannie was not in love

with him he could not be married to any-
one else. But Gloria handed him the

movie gossip section of the Los Angeles
Times pointing to a particular item:

Peter read: “We thought that Jeannie

Holmes was going to burn her fingers

carrying the torch for Peter Blake. But
that flame is out, apparently. The boy
who doused the glim is none other than
Jeannie’s director, Paul Daniels.”

Magazines and newspapers featured pic-

tures of Jeannie’s engagement party which
followed this announcement by about ten

days. One shot showed Humphrey Bo-
gart and Jeannie laughing together. She
looked very happy indeed. She wasn’t.

Jeannie had allowed herself to become
engaged to Paul Daniels because he was
nice enough and she was lonely and fright-

ened and, in her perverse feminine way,
convinced that Peter had done her a wrong.

It never occurred to Jeannie that it was
only partly because she was attractive that

Paul made love to her; that his main urge
was to make her a little happier so she

would give a better performance in

“Morning For Margie.”
Rosie had raised no objections to this

engagement. It was as if, having denied
her daughter Peter’s love, she had spent

her fury, proved she was capable of guid-

ing her star’s destiny.

Rosie arranged the party. But Jeannie
gave it, to show everyone how happy she
was. Dorothy Lester, Jeannie’s publicity

girl, bought her dress at a most famous
couturier’s. Jeannie, however, gave her
minute instructions as to the manner of

dress it must be: Low-cut with a bare
midriff—much too sophisticated for her.

The couturier, thinking Dorothy an ob-
scure publicity woman buying the gown
for herself, sold the same model to Gloria.

Therefore, when the Peter Blakes arrived
at the party Jeannie and Gloria realized
they were gowned identically. There was
nothing to do but laugh about it, of course,

and, later, pose for the photographers arm
in arm. Peter did not laugh, however.
As Rosie took Gloria into the house

Peter maneuvered Jeannie into the per-
gola. “You shouldn’t have bought that
dress,” he told her.

‘I suppose you think it’s a Gloria Thorn-
ton exclusive,” Jeannie said bitterly.

Peter shook his head. “It’s okay for

Gloria, but you’re not the type for it.”

“The fine distinction evades me,” said
Jeannie, not realizing how young she
sounded.
“But you’re different,” Peter protested.

“Don’t you see, Jeannie, you’re—well,
you’re the simple type!”

“I am indeed!” she said.

“I don’t want to quarrel with you, Jean-
nie,” Peter begged, “I want to tell you
something.”
“Yes?” Her voice was icy.

“The Marines turned me down.”
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gerous-leaves nails looking
rough and ugly! Try Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover — see how
smooth and neat it keeps cuticle

!

Quickly it softens and loosens

dead cuticle, so you can wipe it

off. Wonderful, too, for cleaning

under nail tips and removing
stains. Only 10^, or

35^ for the large size

(plus 20% Federal
Tax). Get Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover
today.

CUTEX
oar cuticle remover

For seconds Jeannie could not have
managed a deep breath if her life had de-
pended upon it. Peter trying to enlist

. . . Peter fighting in a jungle . . . Peter
in danger ... It was almost more than
she could bear to have him belong to

another girl, but at least he was safe, at

least she could see him sometimes.
“Peter,” she said, “you wanted to be a

Marine?”
“Well, I want to help somehow.” Then,

even if he had had a hundred wives and
even if she had been engaged a thousand
times she could not have stopped herself
from saying, “Oh, my darling!”
Without a conscious movement on the

part of either, suddenly they were in each
other’s arms. All the hunger of the weeks
apart was in his kiss on her answering lips.

At last they stood guiltily apart. “Why
did it have to be you?” he asked her, des-
perately.
“Why did you marry Gloria?” she asked

with equal desperation.
This was the moment to tell her of his

mistake. But Rosie called, “Jeannie, Jean-
nie, darling, the photographers are here.”

THE lawn and house were crowded with
* beautiful and exciting guests. There
was wonderful food and the best liquor.

Yet the party would have died on its feet

had it not been for one gate crasher.
Marian Morgan, ignoring the talent

scout’s telegram, had presented herself at

the studio just as "if she had a contract.

But studio gatemen are wise to bluff and
she had gotten exactly nowhere. To crash
Jeannie’s party she had spent her last

money for an enchanting Adrian dress.

It was when the party was at its lowest
ebb that Marian, the only unimportant
person there, corralled an impressive
group into the living room and, picking
out a musician at random, manipulated

him to the piano. Then, elevating herself
to the top of the piano, she said, “My
name’s Morgan. If I didn’t sit on a piano
it would ruin a grand tradition.”
She sang all the hit tunes from “Ari-

zona” and many nostalgic numbers. She
was very pretty. Her hair was blonde and
piled on top of her head and her face had
a freshly-washed Kansas look. But it

was her talent that held her famous audi-
ence spellbound.
A lot of people asked “Who is she?”

The most important person who asked it

was D. P. Lawrentz. Her pianist answered,
“She tells me Charlie Moses wanted you
to sign her but you thought you had too
many girls her type.”

D. P. laughed. “Don’t tell anybody,” he
said, “but I’m slipping.”
Upstairs in Jeannie’s bedroom, Marian

confessed to Jeannie that she had crashed
the party. “I’m glad you did,” Jeannie
laughed. “You are wonderful. You can
be a big star if you want to be.”

“If I want to be!” Marian gave the line
all her intensity.

“Why?” Jeannie asked.
“Because . . . well, it’s something I

feel inside of me.” She smiled, “Why did
you want to be?”

“I didn’t,” Jeannie said.

At the same time Paul Daniels and
Gloria Thornton were in the pergola dis-
cussing Paul’s next picture in which Gloria
was to appear. “I’m going to get a per-
formance from you if I have to beat it out
of you,” Paul told her.

She laughed. “Save the whips! For
you I’ll give the performance free!”

They were still talking as the party
broke up. Rose hurried up to Jeannie,
bidding her guests good-by, and whispered,
“Paul and Gloria are in the pergola.
Paul’s kissing her!”
“Good-by,” Jeannie was saying to Anne
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Sheridan. “It was so nice to see you.”
“Aren’t you going to stop them?” Rosie

demanded.
“Good-by,” Jeannie said to the Jimmy

Cagneys, “You were sweet to come.”
Rosie went off, defeated. For the first

time in her life she wondered what her
child really felt or thought. In the hall-

way she met D. P. Lawrentz. He asked
her to tell Marian Morgan he would like

to see her in his office the next morning.
At ten sharp Marian sat opposite D. P.

in that strangely tentative way in which
so many other girls had sat before him.

“I heard you sing at Jeannie’s party,”

he began.
“I know,” she smiled, “I was singing for

you.”
D. P. grinned. Other girls had talked

like this. He was not impressed with
Marian’s line. But he was impressed with
her talent. He leaned back in his big
chair. “Jeannie Holmes was the best little

actress on this lot until she fell in love,”

he said. “I’ll never know why she allowed
the boy to marry someone else or why
she’s now engaged to someone else. How-
ever, in the process of all this she has lost

something on the screen. So . . . I’m going
to put you in a picture I planned for her.
Maybe this will bring her to her senses.
Happy?”
Marian stood up. A muscle in her cheek

twitched. Her hands shook. “I won’t be
anybody’s threat,” she said, her voice
tight. “I won’t be a second Jeannie
Holmes or a second anybody else. I have
what it takes. I’ll do it on my own or not
at all.”

D. P. let her leave the office. Then,
laughing, he pulled down the key on the
inter-office communication. “You have
Marian Morgan’s address?”

“Yes, Mr. Lawrentz,” said his secretary.
Marian, in the ladies’ room of the exec-

utive building, was being violently ill.

Over in the make-up department Hazel
was brushing Jeannie’s long chestnut hair.

Walter was painting a mouth over her lips.

Watching. all this was Dorothy Lester, the
publicity girl.

“Make her glamorous, kids,” she said.

“Now that she’s a grown-up engaged girl

her new portraits have to be glamorous.”
She spoke of Jeannie in that curious way
publicity people have of speaking of stars

—as if they were very rich, very powerful,
very valuable imbeciles.
Hazel handed Jeannie a mirror. “Look,

ducky, what Hazel dreamed up for you!”
There was a whirring noise inside Jean-

nie’s head and the room suddenly grew
dark. “I can’t look,” she said, although she
had not meant to speak at all.

They laughed in that forced way studio
workers laugh when they think a star has
made a joke but aren’t quite sure.

“Come along, lambkin,” Dorothy said.

“We mustn’t keep Cupperman waiting.”
“I’m not going to be photographed to-

day,” Jeannie said.

“Don’t you like your hair, Miss Holmes?”
Hazel asked anxiously.
“Something wrong with the make-up?”

This from Walter.
“Are you ill, dear?” Dorothy asked.
Jeannie shook her head, “No, but I just

can’t be photographed.”
Dorothy’s professional good nature was

wearing thin. “Honey,” she said, “you
look glamorous but you mustn’t act it.

You're Jeannie Holmes, Dorothy’s old
stand-by.”
Tears welled up in Jeannie’s eyes. “Don’t

do that!” Walter shouted dabbing at her
make-up with a tissue.

Jeannie had hysterics. Tears streaked
her make-up. Words came out of her
mouth that she had not meant to utter.

Her mind was a pit of darkness.

Don’t be guilty of neglect. Head colds

can cause much suffering. So when
you catch a head cold, do this: Put a

few drops of double-duty Va-tro-nol

up each nostril. This specialized medi-
cation does two important things—

Helps prevent

at the first warning sniffle or sneeze.

Promptly relieves

of head colds. Makes breathing easier.

It’s sensible always to keep Vicks
Va-tro-nol on hand— ready to use
when needed. You can save yourself

from much head
cold misery! Follow
directions in folder.
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The dictionary defines “nervous break-
down” as “a condition of mental depres-
sion and unusual ineffectiveness.” A
famous psychiatrist once said, “It is a
manifestation of the will to escape from
circumstances too great to be borne. A
minor death wish.”
Dorothy Lester dashed for the studio

doctor who gave Jeannie a hypo. She
notified Jeannie’s producer. She called
the head of publicity, Lance Bradshaw,
who got in touch with a little nursing
home that had guarded stellar secrets be-
fore. She called a lot more important
people whose lives and incomes would be
enormously affected if Jeannie wasn’t
pulled together somehow. They all milled
around and shouted and conferred as
Jeannie went right on having hysterics.

It did not, however, occur to Dorothy
to call Jeannie’s fiance, Paul Daniels. Not
that she could have reached him anyway.
He was in his office rehearsing Gloria for
the big scene oLdheir next picture. And
he had told his secretary that under no
circumstances was he to be disturbed.

“This will be a very emotional scene,”
be told Gloria. “I know you have emotion.
I can tell—just by being around you.”

Gloria smiled, “We’re going to town on
this picture, you and I.”

D Y the time Dorothy Lester got Jeannie
^ to the nursing home the girl’s hysteria
had spent itself. “I’m sorry,” she said lying
back in the clean bed. “I don’t know what
possessed me to act like that.”

“It’s okay, honey,” Dorothy said. Her
professional manner was gone. In her
heart now she had only pity for a bewil-
dered girl who had somehow lost her way.

“Isn’t it funny,” Jeannie asked, “all the
fuss they make over me because my name
is Jeannie Holmes? If I were just any girl

with hysterics my mother would have
slapped my face and told me to behave.”
“Oh Lord,” Dorothy moaned, “I forgot

to call Rosie.”
The wild expression came back to Jean-

nie’s eyes. “Don’t, Dorothy, please.”
Her terror was so real that Dorothy

glimpsed the truth. Somehow, she thought,
Rosie is responsible for this.

“Dorothy. ...”
“Yes, honey?”
“Would it be bad if Peter came here?”
Dorothy knew suddenly that Peter

Blake could make Jeannie well. Yet she
hesitated. Lance Bradshaw, her chief,

would not approve of Peter’s coming to

the nursing home. It was a safe enough
place, away from the prying eyes of the

press and all that. But suppose somebody
talked and it got out that Gloria’s hus-
band had rushed to Jeannie’s bedside.
Dorothy engaged in a small war with

herself. Then, bending swiftly over the

pale girl in the white bed, she said “I’ll

get Peter here. I promise.”
She did not, however, call Peter from

the nursing home. At the corner drug-
store she changed a quarter into nickels

and called the Beverly Hills Hotel
Gloria’s voice came on the wire. Dorothy
spoke feist. “This is Dorothy Lester in

publicity,” she said. “We want Peter for

some special art tomorrow. Do you know
where he is?”

“Yes,” said Gloria “I know where he is.’

“Could I speak to him?” Dorothy asked
Gloria laughed. “Not very well. The

Marines may have turned him down. Bui
the Army took him ...”
Dorothy sucked in her breath.
“He left a note,” Gloria went on “jusl

like in the movies. Want to hear it?”

Dorothy said, “Yes.”
“Dear Gloria: The Army took me. I’rr

glad. Peter.”

How can they untangle their mixed-up lives'

You’ll see—next month.
114



The Shadow Stage
(Continued from page 21)

and Fred MacMurray for another hit.

The most pleasing thing about it is the
newness of the story idea—one that com-
pletely departs the tired old path trod by
so many former movies.
Fred MacMurray as the returned hero

who finds himself, through a misunder-
standing, engaged to a girl he isn’t even
particularly fond of, gives a bang-up per-
formance. And Claudette seems more at

ease and happier than ever in the role of

the unwanted fiancee.
Gil Lamb, an adenoidy rival, is a howl

and Mikhail Rasumny as the photographer
(remember him as the gypsy in “For
Whom The Bell Tolls?”) threw us right
into the aisle.

Cecil Kellaway, Isabel Randolph, Rose-
mary DeCamp and Robert Benchley all fit

aptly into this happiest of events.

Your Reviewer Says: So good you could eat
it with a spoon.

^ Sunday Dinner for a Soldier

(20th Century-Fox)

W HEN “Dinner” finally gets itself on
the table, as it were, and ceases its

whimsical whirling about, it’s as tender a
little thing as you’d hope to be served.
John Hodiak’s entrance, somewhat delayed,
is signal for the action to get going and
merge into the romance that comes as
dessert, of sorts.

Anne Baxter is head of a family consist-
ing of an irresponsible old “grandfeath-
ers,” Charles Winninger, two small broth-
ers, Bobby Driscoll and Billy Cummings,
and little sister Connie Marshall.
Living on a Florida houseboat, the poor

but happy family decides it their patriotic

duty to give Sunday dinner to a soldier.

When the meddlesome widow Anne Revere
interferes, the little family, after endless
scrimping and planning, find themselves
with no soldier, until, wandering up the
beach, comes Sgt. Hodiak.
While this is by no means a lavish and

imposing film, it is nevertheless important
for the tenderness of story and the acting
of Anne and John.

Your Reviewer Says: It will charm the heart
of you.

V Between Two Women
(M-G-M)

\A/ELL, happy are we to report the Dr.
Kildare series are going right on with

Van Johnson taking over as Dr. Red
Adams, which should be reason enough for
the bobby-socks to give up that “apple a
day.”

Van’s very likable in the role of the
young medico who solves the case of why
a healthy girl, Gloria De Haven, a tricky
little night club entertainer, can’t eat,

which is a new angle on those legendary
“hungry blonde” stories.

Melodrama gets its inning when Doc Red
performs a serious kidney operation and
romance creeps in when luscious Marilyn
Maxwell, rich and booful, tries to annex
Red for her own. How he can resist her
is the “mystery angle,” we presume.
Lionel Barrymore is right in there pitch-

ing, of course, as the crusty heart-of-gold
Dr. Gillespie. Keenan Wynn is credible as
a night club master of ceremonies. Keye
Luke, Alma Kruger and Marie Blake are
all present and accounted for.

Your Reviewer Says: Good, even though
we miss Ayres.

THIS

Cutting Cuticle

IS DANGEROUS!
Don’t Take Chances!

Wipe It Away with TAD!

7ad/
The Safer Way to

New Nail Beauty!

1 TAD soften-s dead, loose cuticle

quickly ... so you can wipe it

away safely!

2 TAD prevents ugly, open cuticle

cracks that invite infection!

3 TAD does not irritate. Keeps
cuticle smooth and neat . . . keeps
nails lovelier looking longer!

4 TAD saves time. Does a better
job faster, safer. Costs only 10c
or 25c a bottle

!

Ask for TAD today at any
department, drug or

ten-cent store.

TAD SALES, 3950 N. Southport Ave., Chicago 13, III.

^ Guaranteed by
Good Housekeeping

ot

'

dorrRTiscp

Give You
Sanitary Napkins

San-Nap-Paks are now made with spe-

cial “Pink Layers”— three zones of safety

which end all risk of accidents! Cotton
faced, too— to give extra comfort. And
tapered to fit without bulging! Yet these

new-design San-Nap-Paks cost no more
than ordinary napkins! Say “SANAPAK”!
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Before . . .

SELF-CONSCIOUS!
BEFORE Diane Parker of
N. Y. began her Powers
Course. “I felt dull, listless

— I was so under-
weight.” Diane’s
“Photo- Revise”
helped her
achieve new
loveliness.

Now ; :

:

SELF-CONFIDENT!
Diane Parker’s personal-
ized Photo-Revise showed
her a new hair arrange-
ment, little make-up tricks

that gave her real glamour!

In 7 Short Weeks—

new loveliness,

new confidence

in your charm!

^ The Three Caballeros

(Walt Disney-RKO)

WALT DISNEY spent five years experi-
menting in the use of cartooned and

actual life characters on the same screen
through a photographic process, and we
can’t help but feel the astounding result
would have been more appreciated in a
story of continuity with more concrete plot
construction. As it is, we have three Dis-
ney characters, American Donald Duck,
Brazilian Joe Carioca (the star of “Saludos
Amigos”) and newcomer Panchito, a sort
of Mexican charro rooster who, through
the medium of a flying serape, visit the
Latin American countries, meet up with
such real-life characters as Aurora Mi-
randa, Carmen Molina, Dora Luz and many
other singing and dancing stars.

The color is heavenly, the effects be-
wildering to the senses and the magic of

Disney’s pencil out of this world, but we
frankly feel the box-office appeal will be
felt more fruitfully below the border.

Your Reviewer Says: A breathtaking novelty.

^ Here Come The Waves
(Paramount)

John Robert Powers Home Course
247 Park Ave., Suite 0365,NewYork 1 7 , N.Y.
Dear Mr. Powers: Yes, I’m really interested.
Please send me details of your Home Course.

Name

Street.

City .State.

Occupation. .Age.

Clip the Coupon

NOW
John Robert

Powers will send
free your confi-
dential question-
naire, illustrated
booklet,“The
Powers Way,” and
details of famous
Powers training.

Your Figure— How to
streamline it. Your Face—
Photo-Revise, drawn by an ex-

pert over your own picture,

shows you make-up secrets to

bringoutyoarbeauty highlights.

Your Style—Shows you how to

be "best-dressed” yet save dol-

lars! Your Grooming—Complete,
time-saving beauty schedule.

Your Voice—Exercises to make
your speech more attractive.

You—Mr. Powers’ formula for

charm and magnetism.

1(you think good looks,

a stunning figure, a new

personality are out of your

reach, discover the thrill-

ing benefits of Powers

training. Now right at

home realize your own
loveliest possibilities!

Simple daily assignments

in figure control, make-

up and grooming make
the entire course fasci-

nating. The cost? So little

you're amazed!

Diane’s alluring new
"model” figure. "In the first

4 weeks 1 gained 1 2 lbs.—and
in the right places, too!"

Rea! "POWERS GIRL"

training— right at

home . .

.

\A/ELL, thank goodness we don’t have to
'' wade through a lot of basic training

routine and “buddies-through-it-all” stuff

in this happy-as-a-lark story about the
girls of the Navy—the Waves.
Rather we have the sailor girls as sort

of background for a lot of musical fun and
nonsense with such talent yet! There’s
Bing Crosby, for instance, who plays a
crooner with a trick voice that the bobby-
socks just adore. Now who could that be?
And Betty Hutton as twins (imagine two
Huttons in one film) one a blonde and one
a redhead. And then there’s that big good-
natured airedale Sonny Tufts, always
around to help the story out when it gets

a bit weak in the knees.
The songs are cute, especially that “Ac-

cent-chu-ate The Positive” number that
Bing and Sonny render in blackface. And
a right fair warbler is Sonny even when
up against the old maestro.
Betty gives personality to both her char-

acters, looks cute, acts cute, sings cute, is

cute. Her number “There’s A Fella Waitin’
In Poughkeepsie” is cute, too. In fact, it

all adds up to quite a cute show and one
you’ll just naturally want to see.

Your Reviewer Says: So musical.

^ Experiment Perilous
(RKO)

AN absorbing psychological drama deal-
ing with a beautiful woman, Hedy

Lamarr, who lives in a nightmare of sup-
pressed terror that centers around her
small son and her insanely jealous hus-
band, Paul Lukas.
George Brent as a doctor enters the

story when he befriends a woman he
accidentally meets on a train, who turns
out to be a sister to Lukas, and who later

mysteriously dies in his home. As physician
and amateur detective, Brent meets and
falls in love with Hedy and eventually
discovers the cause of her terror at the
risk of his own life.

Hedy has progressed as an actress, giving

a finely shaded performance. Paul Lukas
is superb and Brent his usual pleasing
self. Albert Dekker, Carl Esmond, Olive
Blakeney and Margaret Wycherly take
part in this excellent story.

Your Reviewer Says: Fascinating.

IT'S NEW!...

"Color- Control"when
youlighten yourHair

• Today, you can be
sure of the final
result before you
lighten your hair!

Whatever shade your

hair is— blonde, red

or brunette . . . what-

ever degree of light-

ness you wish, from
a mere accent of

hlondeness to an all-

over, golden shade...you can get the very effect

you want with Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash!

The new Marchand’s has been perfected by
experts in hair care. Not a dye, not an expen-
sive “treatment,” it’s complete in itself for use
at home . . . easier than ever to apply!

And Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash won’t
leave your hair streaked or dull-looking. It

allows you to achieve the exact degree of i

lightness you desire and to keep your hair
glistening with golden color. You’ll like it, too,

for lightening arm and leg hair. Ask for

Marchand’s at your favorite drug counter.

Made by the Makers of Marchand’s nMake-up'"Hair Rinse

STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the Rogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-

tering—successful for 44 vears. Benj. N. Bogue.

Dept. 1169, Circle Tower. Indianapolis 4. Ind.

UJ P G n E R
KOMB-KLEANED SWEEPER
Setter, Bate* "PICK-UP"
E.R.WAGNER MFG.CO., Dept.MW, Milwaukee 9, Wii.



for your lips

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when

you eat, drink, kiss, if used as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without

frequent retouching. Try today.

3. NOTDRYING or SMEARY. Im-

parts appealing glamour look.

Creamy smooth—easily applied.

4. STYLE SHADES.Try Raspberry,

rich, glowing, or Number 5,

medium red, flattering, youthful look-

ing. Other shades, too.

De luxe size $1. Refills 60c. Junior size 25c.

Tax extra. Matching powder, rouge & cake
make-up. Trial sizes at 10c stores. In Canada also.

WoolFoam
Pesiject

Wool
Waih!

Leaves sweaters,

blankets, wool-
ens soft, fluffy—
really clean.
At notions, art

needlework, and
housewares
departments. 25<

Made l&i Wool

l*f a Wool Qinm

WOOLFOAM CORP.
17 West 19th Street

New York 11. N. Y.

^ Double Exposure
(Paramount)

I T all begins when Chester Morris, editor
* of a weekly photographic magazine, finds

a new flash bulber, one Nancy Kelly, a
member of his staff. But Phillip Terry,
her beau from the same small town as
Nancy, follows her to New York to see no
harm befalls her. He shouldn’t have given
it a thought, for Nancy outmaneuvers the
clever Mr. Morris professionally and ro-
mantically until she suddenly finds herself
embroiled in a murder mystery. Then
Morris comes to her rescue.
Everyone seems to have a right good

time, so why shouldn’t you?

Your Reviewer Says: Fair to middling.

^ Gentle Annie (M-G-M)

GENTLE ANNIE is gentle, we suppose,
in comparison to the rough and tough

days in Oklahoma in 1901, but to us she
seemed quite a gal condoning train rob-
beries by her sons because the money was
stolen from Yankees. But nevertheless
Annie, as played by Marjorie Main, is a
likable character and provides some really
good moments of entertainment.
Half the romance comes in when Donna

Reed, a girl who finds herself stranded
out west, seeks shelter with Marjorie and
her two sons, Henry Morgan and Paul
Langton, who just love their ma.
The other romantic half enters the pic-

ture with the arrival of James Craig who
pretends to be a wanderer, but is really a
government ' detective sent to search out
the guilty train robbers.
Barton MacLane is the sheriff and John

Philliber a greedy old photographer.

Your Reviewer Says: It’s unique anyway.

Dangerous Passage
(Paramount)

N OW here’s a guy that has more trouble
than a homeless rat, and it’s all

wrapped up in the double-trouble story
of one Robert Lowery who hopes to evade
enemies seeking his inherited fortune by
boarding a slow and moth-eaten steamer
only to run into a whole new pot of stew
all about a night club entertainer and a
secret agent attempting to stall the ship
owner’s phoney insurance plot and we’re
all out of breath and so will you be too,

if you bother about it.

We liked Phyllis Brooks and Robert
Lowery, but we wish they’d stay home
and keep out of trouble.

Your Reviewer Says: Anybody got a match?

^ The Suspect (Universal)

"THE SUSPECT’’ is a pip of a story con-
cerning a murderer, Charles Laughton,

with whom one completely sympathizes,
which is a cunning device of the writer,
for we, rather than the murderer, suffer

as the suspense mounts.
You’ll like Charles Laughton and ap-

prove his work. Ella Raines as the girl he
loves and marries gives such a fine per-
formance it adds up to the fact that here
is an actress that must not be ignored by
Hollywood.
Stanley C. Ridges as the relentless in-

spector is a one, let us tell you. Henry
Daniell gives us the shivers and Dean
Harens as Laughton’s son is a likable kid.
Rosalind Ivan, Molly Lamont, Eve Amber
and Maude Eburne aid in making this a
really swell story.

Your Reviewer Says: It will clutch the in-
terest and hold on.

20 luxurious minutes
WITH TOBACCOS NO ORDINARY

CIGARETTE CAN AFFORD

Here ore rare tobaccos never intended for nerv-

ous puff-puffing. That's why Longfellows are made
in connoisseur length, a graceful SVi inches, for

your moments of keenest appreciation. Tonight,

after dinner . . . with a good novel ... or while

just relaxing, treat yourself to 20 uninterrupted

minutes of genuine smoking luxury. Tonight, light

up a Longfellow!

> Made of the world's choicest tobaccos

. . . perfectly blended and rolled. Each
• Longfellow gives you 20 to 25 minutes of

! complete luxury.

Box of 20 . . . $1.00

! At your tobacconist ... or direct, by mail,

if your dealer doesn’t regularly stock them.

• Send $1 bill with coupon below to: Dept.

J
P2, Penn Tobacco Co., Wilkes Barre, Pa.

S Name —

' Address
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House Of Frankenstein
(Universal)A*r& wusf b*

nagoin

name

Why do you feel so neat and free and

modern when you are wearing Tampax?
Why do you feel so wonderfully confi-

dent and top o’ the world? It’s because

Tampax (for sanitary protection) permits

you to discard those monthly belts, pins

and external pads. . . . No wonder so

many women now swear by Tampax and

think there’s magic in the very name!

Of course the secret of Tampax is that

it is worn internally, so it is absolutely in-

visible in use and can cause no bulges or

ridges or wrinkles in the clothing. The
doctorwho inventedTampax has achieved

a very dainty product composed of pure

surgical cotton compressed into neat

throw-away applicators ... No odor can

form. There’s no chafing—you can’t

even feel it when in place. Easy disposal.

'Buy Tampax at drug stores and notion

counters. Three absorbencies: Regular,

Super, J unior. Whole month's supply

will go into your purse. Econ-

omy Box contains 4 months’
average supply. Tampax Incor-

porated, Palmer, Mass.

NO BELTS

NO PINS

NO PADS

NO ODOR

3 absorbencies
REGULAR
SUPER

JUNIOR

by the Journal of the American Medical Association

I T’S unbelievable! Here we have the Un-
* dying Monster playing patty cake with
Dracula (who takes, instead of gives, a
pint of blood) while the Wolf Man skips
rope with that dear divine old darling,

the mad scientist. There’s all sorts of

sticky goings-on among these reprobates,
which leaves one in such a fog of bewil-
derment and embarrassment that anyone
could even dream up such a thing let alone
make it into a picture that—oh, for heavens
sake, what ails Universal anyway?

Boris Karloff is the scientist (that makes
a nice little change) and Lon Chaney the
Wolf Man. John Carradine is Dracula and
looks hungry enough for the role we must
say. J. Carrol Naish is the deformed and
nasty Monster and get this: Anne Gwynne
is the girl in love with the Wolf Man.
Next they’ll have her going steady with
that snappy old character—the Frozen
Mummy. Elena Verdugo, Sig Ruman,
Lionel Atwell and Peter Coe have the
misfortune to know all these unattractive
people.

Your Reviewer Says: What more do you
want—egg in your beer?

^ Destiny (Universal

)

I N a picture called “Flesh And Fantasy”
* produced by one Charles Boyer, there
was an episode so clever it found its way
to the screen as a picture on its own.
And a strange and very entertaining film
it is, based on the story of an ex-convict
who finds himself innocently involved in

another crime which sends him into hiding.

Into the hillside farm of Frank Craven
and his blind daughter Gloria Jean,
stumbles this man. Thawed by their un-
questioning friendliness, the man wages
within his own battle—crime against de-
cency—until another catastrophe plunges
him into a headlong decision.

Alan Curtis does his best work as the
convict, and Gloria Jean is splendid as the
blind girl. Strange to find her all grown
up to romantic roles. Splendid support is

offered by Grace McDonald, Vivian Austin,
Frank Fenton and Minna Gombell.

Your Reviewer Says: A very odd but inter-
esting tale.

^ They Shall Have Faith
(Monogram)

I

T was inevitable that a story on the dread
disease polio, or infantile paralysis,

should be made—and it seems while va-
rious factors huddled and muddled over
the Sister Kenny story designed for Rosa-
lind Russell who wanted so badly to play
it, Monogram stepped in and intelligently

stole the thunder.
Timely, too, is its theme, dealing with

the work of Army doctors in connection
with this work as applied to soldiers on
battle fronts. Gale Storm, young, viva-
cious and athletic, is the heroine suddenly
stricken with the disease, and John Mack
Brown the Army major who helps her
regain her health.

The cast is splendid, offering Conrad
Nagel as Gale’s father, Sir Aubrey Smith
as the crusty grandfather, Mary Boland
and Frank Craven as the uncle and aunt,
Johnny Downs as her fiance and Cath-
erine McLeod as her secretary.

Your Reviewer Says: Drumbeats for the
March of Dimes.
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NEW

BLUE-JAY
WITH PAIN-CURBING

NUPERCAINE
YES,New Blue-Jay Corn Plasters have
war-proved, anesthetic Nupercaine
added! Relief you’ve never known be-

fore. This new ingredient deadens
stinging, burning surface pain where
live flesh meets the corn’s core. That’s
where suffering is often intense. Now,
for the first time in any corn remedy,
Nupercaine harmlessly banishes this

pain until gentle medication loosens
hard core. Then you simply lift out
the "core” itself! What glorious relief!

ONLY BLUE-JAY HAS
NUPERCAINE

BESIDES Nupercaine’s
relief, Blue -Jay’s soft

Dura-felt pad gives in-

stant relief from tor-

menting shoe pressure.

Get new,streamlined,
flesh-tinted Blue-Jay
at drug or toilet

goods counters. For
less painful corns,

regular Blue-Jay.

No matter what
you have used
in the past, try

this new relief

today.

INSIST ON
BLUE -JAY

HELP REfAOVE CORNS
JWllEVeS AS IT KEMQV&S

(

1

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-

dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard

H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects

completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

American School. Dpt.H -392,Drexel at 58th. Chicago 37



YOUR PILLOW KNOWS
Your pillow gets as close to your hair

as anything does—so just check it for

unpleasant odors. Remember, your
scalp perspires just as your skin does

—and it’s easy to offend with scalp

odor—and not know it.

To make sure your hair doesn't

drive people away, shampoo regularly

with Packers Pine Tar Shampoo. It

contains pure, medicinal pine tar

—

works wonders with scalp odor and
oily hair. The delicate pine scent does

its work—then disappears.

Start using Packers tonight and be
safe—with clean, fresh scalp . . . soft,

lustrous hair. You can get Packers
Pine Tar Shampoo at

any drug, department
or ten-cent store.

Don’t mistake eczema V—

?

for the stubborn,
embarrassing seal;
disease Psoriasis 'Apply \- -nm'
non-staining De r m o i I

.

Thousands do for scaly
spots on body or scalp.
Grateful users, often afte:
vears of suffering-

, report
he scales have gone, the
red patches gradually disappeared and
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. Dermoil
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree-

to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re-
,
funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for
S££* r£us trial bottle to make our famous “One Spot Test”.

K y*0 V!
r
S?.

If ‘ Results may surprise you. Write today for
st_bottIe - ?a«tion : Use only as directed. Print name

deSay-. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug
tores and other leadingI Druqqists. LAKE LABORATORIES,ox 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 6504, Detroit 4, Mich.

Brief Reviews
(Continued from page 25)

Woolley is priceless as a Broadway promoter, and the
songs are nostalgically lovely and haunting. Anthony
Quinn. Veda Ann Borg, Beverly Whitney and Clar-
ence Kolb lend welcome support. (Jan.)

LIGHTS OF OLD SANTA FE—Republic: Dale
Evans’ rodeo is fast going on the rocks, even though
it’s managed by Gabby Hayes. So Roy Rogers and
Richard Powers, both likely lads, are interested in
Dale and her rodeo, and the net result is lots of
singing, dancing, trick riding, and everything but
worry over the problem at hand. (Feb.)

k'V'V'LAURA—20th Century-Fox: Sophisticated,
adult entertainment so smoothly executed and so
cleverly performed that it’s a joy to behold. It’s a
murder mystery involving interesting and alarming
people, and you’ll marvel at the finished performance
of Clifton Webb, enjoy the magnetic appeal of Dana
Andrews and appreciate the quiet underplaying of
Gene Tierney. (Jan.)

MAN IN HALF MOON STREET, THE—Para-
mount: Nils Asther is ninety years old but looks
thirty-five because he keeps transplanting into his
body the glands of young men whom he murders for
the purpose. Scientist Reinhold Schunzel aids in this
defiance of nature. But finally Nils’ loyal fiancee
Helen Walker discovers his little secret. With Paul
Cavanaugh and Edmond Breon. (Jan.)

MAIN STREET AFTER DARK—M-G-M : A short
punchy film that serves as a warning to service men
against the crooks who haunt cheap beer and dance
halls. Selena Royle is the head of a family of such
criminals until police lieutenant Edward Arnold
cracks down on the gang. With Dan Duryea, Hume
Cronyn, Audrey Trotter and Tom Trout. (Feb.)

MARK OF THE WHISTLER, THE—Darmour-
Columbia: Richard Dix turns in a bang-up perform-
ance as a derelict who poses as another man in order
to collect a large sum of money from a bank. He
actually gets the money but collides with crippled
peddler Paul Guilfoyle, and from then on he gets
deeper and deeper into trouble. Janis Carter, John
Calvert and Porter Hall are all very good. (Jan.)

^MASTER RACE, THE—RKO: A gripping and
grimly realistic picture showing, through the rebirth
of a village freed from German occupation, how the
Nazis plan to sow the seeds for World War III.
George Coulouris is the Nazi colonel who pretends
to be an Allied sympathizer. CaiJ Esmond, Nancy
Gates, Osa Massen and Stanley Ridges do excel-
lent work. (Dec.)

\/\/MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS—M-G-M: The
Smiths of St. Louis in the nineties are the nicest
people you’ll ever meet, and the story of how they
don't want to move to New York is replete with
charm, color and romance. The family consists of
Judy Garland in love with Tom Drake, Margaret
O’B.rien, Lucille Bremer, and Joan Carroll as her
sisters, and Mary Astor and Leon Ames her parents.
The music is delightful. (Feb.)

'MINISTRY OF FEAR—Paramount :This is filled
with confusion and intricacy of plot, but the actors
perform so well that it has its points. Ray Milland
gets released from a British asylum on charges of a
mercy killing, only to get embroiled with Nazi spies
hiding behind a charity organization. Marjorie Reyn-
olds is the Austrian girl, Carl Esmond her brother
and Dan Duryea a villain. (Jan.)

I/'t,/MRS. FARRINGTON—M-G-M: Those who
have read Louis Bromfield’s novel will find no fault
with its translation to the screen, for it's superbly
done. Greer Garson is the young Western girl who
marries the wealthy Major Parkington and matures
graciously into a magnificent old woman. Pidgeon
as the dynamic major does his best work to date.
With Edward Arnold, Frances Rafferty, Agnes
Moorehead and.. Gladys Cooper. (Dec.)

MY PAL WOLF—RKO: Sharyn Moffett is a little
girl whose parents leave her in the care of peculiar
servants, and her only interest is the police dog
she finds and tries to shield from her governess, Jill
Esmond. The story’s weakly constructed, but in spite
of this, it isn’t at all a bad picture. (Dec.)

MURDER IN THE BLUE ROOM—Universal •

Anne Gwynne, her mother Nella Walker and step-
father John Litel, reopen a haunted mansion with a
party at which Bill Williams disappears for good.
Grace McDonald, Betty Kean and June Preisser sing
and dance right through it all, and Regis Toomev
Andrew Tombes and Donald Cook help keep the
mystery complicated. (Feb.)

MY GAL LOVES MUSIC—Universal: Bob Crosby
is a crooner-band leader who puts on a local kid con-
test over a national hook-up to find a child prodigy
So Gracie McDonald poses as a child and wins the
contest, only to fall in love with Crosby. Betty Kean
warbles away, Freddie Mercer sings too, and Walter
Catlett and Alan Mowbray mug at each other al] over
the place. (Feb.)

^NATIONAL BARN DANCE—Paramount: If you
like the corny but lively radio show of the National
Barn Dancers you’ll like their movie even better
Bob Benchley plays the radio agent to whom Charles
Quigley attempts to sell his idea of a National Barn

K
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eepsake
DIAMOND RINGS

Rings enlarged to show details.

How wonderful to be together again
... his love and yours sealed with the
traditional symbol of the engagement
... a genuine registered Keepsake
Diamond Ring. The Keepsake Certificate

of Registration and Guarantee gives as-

surance of fine standards of color, cut

and clarity in the diamonds and true

distinction in the ring design. See the

new matched sets at your Keepsake-
Jeweler ... $100 to $3500.

Prices include federal tax.

If it is a “Keepsake” the name is in the ring.

•Trade Mark Registered.

111*11

> Guaranteed by
~

Good Housekeeping
if Mficmn on

Ktropsoko Diamond Rings, A. H. Pond Co., Inc.

214 S. Warren Street, Syracuse 2, N. Y.

Please send the book, "The Etiquette of the Engagement
ond Wedding," with supplement on "Wortlmo Engagements
ond Weddings," illustrations of Keepsake Rings and the name
of the nearest Keepsake Jeweler. I endoso 10c to cover

mailing.

Name ..
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adds sparkling highlights

. . . lustrous color effects

“She’s almost attractive” too often describes

the girl whose make-up stops at her hairline

. . . who depends on a shampoo alone to reveal

the true beauty and brightness of her hair.

For your hair — like your face — needs a note

of color to look its loveliest!

No matter what color hair you have, you can
give it fresh sparkle and achieve a smart new
color effect with Marchand’s Make-Up Hair
Rinse! You can enrich the natural hair color

...give it a “warmer” tone or a “cooler” hue...

even blend little gray streaks in with the orig-

inal shade! A color chart on the back of the

package shows which of the 12 Marchand
shades will give the efEect you desire.

After your shampoo, dissolve a package of

Marchand’s Rinse in warm water and brush or

pour it through your hair. Gone is all soap
film! Your hair is glorious with shining new
color . . . softer and more manageable, too!

Marchand’s Rinse goes on and washes off as

easily as facial make-up. Not a bleach — not a

permanent dye — it’s absolutely harmless.

Made by the Mahers of Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash

I had ugly hair . . . was unloved
. . . discouraged. Tried many dif-

ferent products . . . even razors.

Nothing was satisfactory. Then
I developed a simple, painless and inexpensive
method. It worked. I have helped thousands win
beauty, love, happiness. Let me tell you how.
rsjrc MyFREEbook, “How to Overcomethe Superfluous

Hair Problem,’ * explains the method and proves ac-
tual success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. No
obligation. Write MME.ANNETTE LANZETTE, P.O. Box
4040, Merchandise Mart, Dept. 85» Chicago, Illinois

Dance show. Pat Buttrom is funny and Jean Heather
is the girl Quigley romances. (Dec.)

t/NONE BUT THE LONELY HEART—RKO

:

The attempts of a cockney to reach out to a better
life, laid against the dreadful atmosphere of London’s
slums, make up this tale of Richard Llewellyn’s.
Cary Grant gives a truly understanding performance
as the cockney and Ethel Barrymore does beautiful
work as his mother. June Duprez and Jane Wyatt
are the girls in his life. (Dec.)

NOTHING BUT TROUBLE—M-G-M: Laurel and
Hardy are still going strong after all these years,
and this time they get involved in political intrigue,
attempted assassinations and kidnaping charges.
They have good company in their boy-monarch fool-

ery in the persons of Henry O’Neill, Philip Merivale
and John Warburton. (Feb.)

ONE BODY TOO MANY—Paramount: A life in-

surance salesman. Jack Haley, finds himself an ap-
pointed watcher over a corpse in a house full of ghoul-
ish relations, and the things that go on are out of this

world. Jean Parker is the niece of the deceased, and
the cast includes Bela Lugosi, Blanche Yurka, and
Douglas Fowley. Haley is a scream. (Jan.)

)/'RAINBOW ISLAND—Paramount: A lush Tech-
nicolor dream with Dottie Lamour roaming around in
her well-filled sarong. Merchant Marine Eddie
Bracken tells the fantastic tale of his adventures to
his pals, of Dottie and her romance with Barry Sul-
livan, of Gil Lamb’s capering, of Lamour’s full-

blown loveliness, and of the comical situations in

which Bracken finds himself. (Jan.)

\/ySAN DIEGO, 1 LOVE YO C7—Universal: A
refreshing, zany story packed with chuckles and
laughter, this has professor Edward Everett Horton
and his mad family traveling to San Diego to be
near the testing plant of Horton’s invention, a col-

lapsible life raft. Louise Allbritton as the daughter
turns in a fine performance, and Jon Hall is so good
as the wealthy railroad owner. (Dec.)

SHADOW OF SUSPICION—Monogram: Those
jewel thieves are back again, as busy as usual. This
time they slip priceless gems into a pair of bronzed
baby shoes and you get all the resulting nonsense
you’ve seen before. Anyway, Tim Ryan is cute and
Marjorie Weaver pretty, and Peter Cookson a brave
newcomer to tackle this one. (Jan.)

1
/SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS—

2

Oth Century-
Fox: A typical Technicolor musical, with Vivian
Blaine, Carmen Miranda and Phil Silvers inheriting
a rundown southern plantation which is taken over
by Sgt. Michael O’Shea for army wives who cavort
all over the plage. Miranda garnishes a few laughs
as a walking radio set and the tunes are pretty, but
on the whole it’s just an average movie. (Feb.)

\/\/SONG TO REMEMBER, .4—Columbia: The
influence of a shrewd woman on the life and works
of a genius is here splendidly portrayed by Cornel
Wilde playing Frederic Chopin, and Merle Oberon as
George Sand, the woman who brings him into the
limelight of fame. Paul Muni plays Chopin’s old
teacher, whom Merle tries to keep away from him.

Can a baby stop

the Reno Express?

TUNE IN
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If you like True Story Magazine . . .

you mustn't miss these real-life radio

dramas from True Story’s files. A

different story every day, revealing

the troubles, triumphs, loves, ad-

ventures of real people.

Tlvettj Atotniny

Monday Thru Friday

10:00 EWT • 11:30 MWT
10:30 P\YT • 9:00 CWT

Blue Network Stations

FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM

HEADACHES

1<K
AND

25«
USE AS

DIRECTED

Alsof>rrelieffrom

NEURALGIC AND MUSCULAR PAINS

cm
money $ MONEY $ MONEY
forYOUR SPARE TIME

Your spare time is worth money. It’s a cinch to

make $$$ at club meetings or friendly calls with

\ Everyday Greeting Cards, Birthdays, Anniver-

[
saries, “Get Well,” etc. They’re unique—clever,

[
luxurious. ‘‘Diamond Dust” finishes, unusual
papers, startling effects. No experience needed,

l Gives you YEAR ’ROUND EXTRA INCOME. Send

k only 60 cents for SAMPLES worth $1.00—TODAY.
I ARTISTIC CARD CO.. 217 Way Street Elmira, N. Y.

MakeAnyArticle
, iii

06
Complete Lite*
Glo Kit. $1.00.

Send name, ad-

dress, pay post-

man $1.00 plus

postal chargee:
Send cash, we

c pay postage.

LITE-GLO. Dept. 38LC, Topeka. Kan.

Don’t pay big prices

for luminous articles#

Make your own! Sell

at big profit or keep
for your # pleasure.
With our complete
outfit and confiden-
tial instructions, it’a

|
easy! A stroke of the
brush—any article
glows in the dark like

magic! Lasts indefi-

!

nitely. Absolutely
|

harmless. Hundreds
J of uses. Use on ties,

flowers, jewelry, house
numbers, furniture,
pictures, statues, toys,

etc. OrderNOW ! Sup-
ply limited. Money-
back guarantee.
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DIADEM, INC., LEOMINSTER, MASS.
^Trademarks Registered

• Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale
streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush
does it—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou-
sands of women (men, too)—Brownatone is guaranteed
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent is
purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting

—

does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica-
tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair.
60c and $1.65 (5 times as much) at drug or toilet countersm a money-back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today.

Earned *1231

while learning

“Dr. D. heartily endorses
my home-study nursing.
During my 14 months of
studying and learning I
made $1231 . . .” writes
H. E. B. of Mass.
You, too, can become a nurse. Although few may
make as much as H. E. B. while learning, most
practical nurses may be sure of $25 to $35 a week
after graduation. Thousands of men and women,
18 to 60, have taken this home-study course in their
spare time. High sohool not required. Equipment

^included. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. En-
dorsed by physicians. 46th year. Send coupon now

!

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept. 183, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago II, III.

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.

Name-

City

_ Age _

_ State .

The music is exquisite and exciting, making the pic-

ture the musical treat of the year. (Jan.)

SWING HOSTESS—PRC: Martha Tilton makes
her debut as an actress-singer, and puts over her
songs in fine style. The story has to do with a juke-
box operator whose voice leads to another girl get-
ting a singing job through an error, and it takes a
lot of time before it gets all straightened out. Iris

Adrian, Cliff Nazarro and Betty Brodel seem happy
to be in it. (Feb.)

<S\/TALL IN THE SADDLE—RKO: A Western
mystery drama with action and romance, and John
Wayne as the new ranch foreman who arrives in

town to find the man who hired him has been mur-
dered. Ella Raines becomes his boss instead, and
Wayne is romantically caught between Ella and the
Eastern Audrey Long. The fight sequence between
Wayne and Ward Bond is one of the best screen
fights you’ve seen. (Dec.)

THAT’S MY BABY—Republic: Richard Arlen is

the best thing about this picture, which could have
been funnier. The screen’s crowded with actors,

specialists and all kinds of music. Ellen Drew is

mixed up in it, as are Leonid Kinskey and Minor
Watson, and you can hardly find the poor little

plot. (Dec.)

THIN MAN GOES HOME, THE—M-G-M: This
long-awaited renewal of the series proves very dis-

appointing in all departments, including the perform-
ances of Myrna Loy, William Powell, and Asta the
dog Lucille Watson and Harry Davenport are
Powell’s parents, and the suspects in the mystery
are Gloria De Haven, Helen Vinson, Leon Ames
and Anne Revere. (Feb.)

\/\/\/THlRTY SECONDS OVER TOKYO—
M-G-M: Told with sincerity, integrity, simplicity

and authority, this picture of Doolittle’s first bomb-
ing of Tokyo is a great one. Van Johnson as Ted
Lawson proves himself a fine actor, and Phyllis
Thaxter as his wife is a charming, gracious actress.

Spencer Tracy plays Doolittle with strength and
purpose, and Robert Walker is splendid. The sus-

pense created throughout the picture is terrific. (Feb.)

THREE IS A FAMILY—Lesser-United Artists:

Babies are all over the place in this wartime prob-
lem story, even right in the apartment of Charles
Ruggles and Fay Bainter. Marjorie Reynolds is

the mother of twins, Helen Broderick the maiden
aunt, and Arthur Lake, Jeff Donnell, Cheryl Walker
and William Terry keep the plot whizzing. (Feb.)

y'y'TOGETHER AGAIN—Columbia: Irene Dunne
is a small town mayor who goes to New York in

search of a sculptor to create a statue of her late

husband. So the sculptor turns out to be Charles
Boyer who follows her back home, captures the fancy
of her step-daughter Mona Freeman, and things
happen in all directions. Charles Coburn is cute as

her father-in-law, and the audience howled with
laughter. (Feb.)

\/\/TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT—Warners: The
news of this picture is a newcomer named Lauren
Bacall whose performance is so intriguing it has
Humphrey Bogart fighting like mad to stay in the
running. Despite the repetitious theme of Bogart in

Martinique, with Vichy France slugging it out with
its enemies, you’ll never lose interest. Hoagy Car-
michael as the piano player is very good. (Jan.)

\/\/TOWN WENT WILD, THE—PRC: A crack-
erjack story full of surprises and cozy laughter,
with Eddie Horton and Tom Tully as bickering neigh-
bors. When it appears that Horton’s son, Freddie
Bartholomew, and Tully’s son, James Lydon, may
have gotten switched at their births, the town really

goes wild. Especially as Freddie wants to marry
Tully’s daughter, who may now be his sister. (Feb.)

yVERY THOUGHT OF YOU, THE—Warners:
Dennis Morgan and Dane Clark are soldiers on fur-
lough who plunge headlong into romance, Dennis with
Eleanor Parker, although her family tries to oppose
the match; and Dane with Faye Emerson, Andrea
King plays Eleanor’s sister married to a sailor whom
she hasn’t seen for two years, and Georgia Lee Settle
the kid of the family. It’s a delightful little story.

(Jan.)

WHEN THE LIGHTS GO ON AGAIN—PRC: A
post-war story of pre-war vintage, with Jimmy Lydon
as a Marine back from the South Pacific who suffers
amnesia in a traffic accident. Regis Toomey is good.
Grant Mitchell and Dorothy Peterson are the par-
ents. (Dec.)

WINGED VICTORY—

2

0th Century-Fox: An
entertaining, almost documentary film stressing the
personal angle of our Air Force. The story begins
with three boys, Lon McCallister, Don Taylor and
Mark Daniels entering the Air Force, proceeding
through basic training, on their ultimate destina-
tions. All the boys in the picture are members of
the Air Corps, and there are too many splendid per-
formances and touching moments to list. It’s an
American triumph. (Feb.)

\/WOMAN IN THE WINDOW, THE—Interna-
tional-RKO: Edward G. Robinson is a mild, home-
loving professor who inadvertently kills a man in the
home of Joan Bennett. Their efforts to get rid of
the corpse and evade the law is the theme of this
neatly constructed story in which suspense runs
high. Raymond Massey is the district attorney friend
of Robinson’s, and Dan Duryea the blackmailer after
Joan. (Jan.)

make YOUR lips more thrilling

Here is the most important charm
discovery since the beginning of

beauty. A "lipstick,” at last, that

isn’t greasy—that actually can’t

smear—that really won’t rub off

—

and that will keep your lips delici-

ously soft, smooth and lovely. It isn’t

a "lipstick” at all. It’s a liquid, in

the most exciting tones of red ever

created. It’s so permanent. Put it on

at dusk— it stays till dawn or longer.

Regular size bottle that lasts a long

long time is only $1 at all stores. Or,

...SEND COUPON
for generous Trial Size

Check shades wanted:

English Tint— new glorification for blondes,

or with platinum or gray hair.

O Scarlet— devastating on girls with brown hair;

hazel eyes, fair skin.

Parisian— spectacular for

Irish type red heads, and for

— dark hair, blue eyes.

D Regal— real excitement

for girls with dark hair,

brown eyes, medium skin.

Gypsy— does wonders for

dark -haired, dark-eyed
charmers with olive skin.

Q Gay Plum— adds world of

enchantment to girls

With very dark skin.

PRINCESS PAT, Dept. 47
2709 SouthWells St., Chicago 16, 111.

I enclose 10c (and 2c Fed. tax) for generous
trial size of “liquid liptone.”

Name

Address.

|

Send 12c for each shade ordered
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ARE YOU GIVING YOUR
CHILDREN THE WRONG
KIND OF LAXATIVE?

gome

laxatives
are

Too

Forcing a child

to take a harsh,

bad-tasting laxa-

tive is such need-
less, old-fashioned punishment! A
medicine that’s too strong will often

leave a child feeling worse than before

!

Othersare

'leoMiM'

A laxative that’s

too mild to give
proper relief is

just as unsatis-

factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

Sat—
SX/tfX is

the Oaggtt

Mediumf

Treat the Children to the

"HAPPY MEDIUM"LAXATIVE
Ex-Lax gives a thorough action. But
Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and
effectively at the same time. And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good— just like fine

chocolate! It’s America’s favorite laxa-

tive, as good for grown-ups as it is for
children. 10c and 25c at all drug stores.

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE

WHEN YOU HAVE A COLD—
Don’t dose yourself with harsh, upsetting purgatives. Take
Ex-Lax! It’s thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle.

As a precaution use only as directed

5 _ JA ''Af The Original

Hksiff-m JWk. Chocolated Laxative

Sayman Salve on a clean cloth or piece of
gauze and apply it gently over the entire
affected area so as to exclude air. Leave
this dressing on for a few days—then re-
dress daily. Usually this fine old medi-
cated ointment helps to bring welcome re-
lief in surprisingly short order. Grand also

for relief of irritation of externally caused
eczema, of chapped, cracked, rough skin.

SAYMAN SALVE

Speak for Yourself
(Continued jrom page 23)

felt letters, spelling out “Janie” pinned on
their sloppy joes.

This picture showed the real teen-ager.
There is no hint of delinquency in it, while
some pictures produced in Hollywood pic-
ture us as delinquents who haven’t a
chance. We are getting sick of these films
because the majority of us are good kids.
So let’s have more pictures like “Janie.”

It helps our morale!
Dixie Shour,

Kansas City, Mo.

$1.00 PRIZE
Vive Hollywood!

THE stars have done more to win the war
* than any other profession as a whole.
They risk their lives to entertain our boys
overseas, pay huge income taxes and spend
much of their spare time working at the
Hollywood Canteen. Yet when they once
relax and go to a party, they are criticized.

I am referring to the recent Elsa Max-
well party which was cruelly slandered
by John Knight in the Chicago Daily
News. I would like to ask Mr. Knight
how many parties he has attended re-
cently. Don’t you think, Mr. Knight, that
it is better to spend one’s money to make
others happy and forget their worries for
a while, than to store it in vaults? The
stars’ salaries are common knowledge, but
it is the business tycoons with unknown
hoardings who should be condemned.

Congratulations, Hollywood, where live

some of America’s most brilliant brains.
Sheila Kastner,

Cornwall, Ont.

HONORABLE MENTION

I

F I could have my way I would start out
by picking Loretta Young to tell my

troubles to. For long talks by the fire, I’d

pick Bette Davis.
Next I believe I would go to Orson

Welles’ house, drag him to the nearest
barber shop and hold him down till he
no longer looked like the “Hairy Ape!”

I’d then go te see Dixie Crosby and
have her show me all of Bing’s pastel-
colored shirts and jackets.

My last stop would be Frank Sinatra’s
for a spaghetti dinner and a concert of my
favorite songs by Frank himself.

Janet Grisetti,

San Diego, Calif.

O RCHIDS to George Sanders! If you’ve
seen “Summer Storm” you’ll know

what I mean. I’ve seen every picture he’s
made, but the latter convinced me he can’t

pretend any longer to be the woman hater
he’s made out to be.

Eunice Collins,

Santa Monica, Calif.

H OLLYWOOD prides itself on being a
stickler for detail. After seeing “Thief

Of Bagdad,” “Arabian Nights” and “Ali
Baba And The Forty Thieves,” I have come
to the opinion that, in their eagerness to
produce such “fairy-tale” pictures, the pro-
ducers don’t keep their finger on details.

A Muslim daughter never speaks out be-
fore her sire as she is shown doing in Ali
Baba. She is timidity itself in her con-
duct with the male persons of her house-
hold. She keeps to her own secluded part
of the house. And she would never dare
to defy her prospective husband. These
are but a few of the things in which Hol-
lywood wrongs the Muslims.

Doulatrao Parshuran,
Karachi, India

Don’t just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of

simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief to

millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

How PAZO Ointment Works
1. Soothes inflamed areas—relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu-

bricates hardened, dried parts— helps prevent cracking

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed-

ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application.

Special Pile Pipe for Easy Application
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile

Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so
PAZO is also made in suppository form.)

Get Relief with PAZO Ointment!
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and
the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Get
PAZO ointment from your druggist today!

The Grove Laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo.

ANY PHOTO
Size 8 x 10 Inches
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER
Same price for full length or
bust form, groups, landscapes,
pet animals, etc., or enlarge-
ments of any part of group
picture.
Original returned with your

enlargement.

SEND NO MONEY
negative or bus
enlargement, t

ENLARGED

3 for $1.25

Just mail photo,
ceive your
i beautifuleolargement. guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful

double -weight portrait quality paper. Pay f/1
postman 67c plus postage—or send 69c with order
and we pap postage. Take advantage of this amazing offerenow. Send
your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
100 Cast Ohio Street Dept. isss-C Chicago (11), III.

Scratchinq
Relieve ItchinaJiffy
Sufferers from the torturing itch
caused by eczema, pimples, scales,

scabies, athlete’s foot, “factory” itch,

, ancPother itch troubles, are praising

§srnmm J cooling, liquid D.D.D. Prescription.
IWiMHI-ii This time-proved medication—devel-

oped byDr. D.D.Dennis—positivelyrelieves that cruel,

burning itch. Greaseless and stainless. Soothes and
comforts even the most intense itching in a jiffy. A
35c trial bottle proves its merits or your money back.

Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. Prescription.



Yes! Reborn every minute of

your life! . . . Take advantage

of your hair’s continuous rebirth.

Keep it young-looking, pliant

.

—not "‘abused’'. One refreshing

Admiracion Shampoo treatment

floats away dirt, dandruff, dulling

soap film. Leaves hair alluring!

ADmiRACion

Thin or worn-through shoes easily and quickly soled

with TREDS. Anyone can do it. Long-wearing, water-

proof, non-skid soles for shoes, rubbers and boots.

Cement TREDS on brand-new shoes and original

soles will never wear out.

TREDS will not mar floors.

Protect The Sole And You Protect The Shoe.

One pair of TREDS,' tube of cement, applicator and
scraper—all complete with full directions on display

card. Only 25c at your favorite Hardware, 5c and 10c

or General Store.

AUBURN RUBBER CORP.
AUBURN, INDIANA

You and Frank Sinatra

( Continued, from page 49) much for her,”

and her mother’s problem is to find what
this is and correct it. For girls of fourteen
just don’t leave homes in which they’re

happy, even though the reasons why they
are unhappy may be things their parents
never realized, or thought important. Per-
haps this girl’s parents don’t get on too
well together, so that the home atmos-
phere is strained and painful. Or they
may have overstrict ideas, so that their

daughter cannot get the fun a girl needs
except in her private dreamland. .Or per-
haps nobody ever helped her learn to get
on with her playmates—boys, particularly

—so she grew discouraged and quit trying.

I had quite a talk with Frank about girls

like her, and he seemed to agree with my
idea that there really aren’t any “delin-
quent children”: There are only parents
who—often through no fault of their own
—have fallen down on their job. This job
in the present case (and it’s the girl’s job
also in the long run) is to help her find

a better way of making up to herself what
she is missing. It is to discover real things
she can get fun out of doing, and real
people she can learn to care for.

TO begin with, people don’t really develop
* into the right sort of men and women
by what they read in books—even though
books are important, as Frank himself often
tells you. Our characters are formed
mainly by our mental pictures of the people
whom we either want to be like, or like to

imagine caring for us. You can’t be in love
with a man, even a dream man, without
trying to be what you think he’d want you
to be—beautiful and sweet, for instance.
But what made you choose Sinatra as

your dream man? Or, if not him, then
some other famous person whom you prob-
ably will never meet, and certainly can
never hope to have a chance to spend the
rest of your life with?

Primarily, there is the fact that “every-
body’s doing it,” and that’s even more im-
portant to you now than it will be when
you’re a little older. Because you’re still

more than a bit scared inside and find

it easier to do what other girls your age
do than be different and run the risk of
being thought peculiar. This, in fact, is

the real reason for most of the “crazes”
young people go in for, and it’s too bad
that more older folks don’t understand it.

Then again, it’s a lot simpler, at first, to

love a dream man than a man you know
and have to “do something about.” I dare
say that on your first real date, you were
too much worried over the impression you
were making to enjoy the evening, and
I’ll bet ten to one that you’d be scared
speechless if you had to spend an hour
with Frank “in person.” But so long as
all you have a chance to do is dream about
him, you can be as glamorous and irresist-

ible, and can make him as devoted as you
please, and nobody can stop you. Of
course, someday you will realize that the
real thing, even if it isn’t perfect, is bet-
ter than dreaming; but right now your
dreams are necessary as a sort of dress
rehearsal for the big moment that’s coming.
The men, old and young, who make fun

of your “swooning” are in fact much more
to blame for it than you are. For, in re-
cent years, there’s grown up what amounts
to a conspiracy to cheat girls out of ro-
mance. I don’t know how the idea got
started that a man who’s thoughtful and
attentive to a girl is the next thing to a
sissy, but I do know that idea has cheated
a whole generation of girls out of what
ought to be every woman’s birthright.
And if the girls try to make it up to them-
selves by falling hard for somebody who
acts the way they’d like to have their

FIBS Tampons have
gently rounded ends

for easy insertion

It’s like finding a

tampon made espe-

cially for you . . .

that’s how easy it

is to use Fibs Tam-
pons for internal

sanitary protection!

You see, Fibs are

different from ordi-

nary tampons . . . different in such im-

portant ways. Because unlike all other

leading tampons the ends of Fibs are

rounded
,
gently tapered to make insertion

more comfortable. Because Fibs and only

Fibs are '"quilted” for greater comfort

and extra safety.

So next time, change to Fibs. You,
too, will say: “At last I’ve found a tampon
that’s really easy to use!”



Chest Cold Misery

Relieved by

Moist Heat of

ANTIPHLOGISTIC
SIMPLE

CHEST COLD The moist heat of an

SORE THROAT antiphlogistine poul-

BRONCHIAL *»«• rell * ve
,!

cough,

IRRITATION tightness of chest mus-
ciudi c cle soreness due to cnest
SIMPLE cold, bronchial irritation

SPRAIN, BRUISE and simple sore throat.
SORE MUSCLES Apply antiphlogistine
CHARLEY HORSE poultice just hot enough
to be comfortable—then feel the moist
heat go right to work on that cough,
tightness of chest muscle soreness.
Does good, feels good for several hours.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-

tice also relieves pain . . . reduces swelling,
limbers up stiff aching muscles due to a simple
sprain, bruise, charley horse, similar injury or
condition.

Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) in

tube or can at any drug store NOW.

Learn Profitable Profession
in QO days at Home

Women and Men, 18 to 50
Swedish Massage graduates make $50,

even more Der week. Large full time
from doctors, hospitals, sanato-

ubs or private practice. Others make
good money in spare time. You can
win independence and prepare for
' future security by training at
home and qualifying for Diploma.
Anatomy Charts and 32-page
Illustrated Book FREE—Now!
THE College of Swedish Massage
>pt. 559C.100E.Oh ioSt.,Chicago! 1

PHOTO-RING
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of

I
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend.
reproduced perm a- «i&

nently in this beau- H
tiful onyx like ring
featuring the New

Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents.-
postage. If you send cash we pay postage, \txpcrujf pawn**

(Photos Returned). 25e extra)

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO., Dept. C-50. CINCINNATI, O.

Easy as A-B-C

It's Really Fun!
LEARN MUSIC WITHOUT A TEACH ER T

Learning music this amazing home-study
A-B-C! You learn to play by playing . .

note. You can’t go wrong. Every step is

in print and pictures. No “numbers oi

If you want £o learn to play . . . win
. . . have more fun . . . mail the coupon
NOW! U. S. School of Music, 3063
Brunswick Bldg., New York 10. N. Y.

HIS EASY WAY
way is easy as
. real tunes by
right before you
trick music,
new popularity

U. S. School of Music
. v .

3063 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture
|

Sample.

Have you
Name Instrument? I

124
I-

City State I

Save 2c—Slick Coupon on Penny Postcard

friends act, whose fault is it? Not theirs!

This of course, in his way, is the thing
that Frank Sinatra is particularly good at.

I’m not going to talk about his singing from
the standpoint of a music critic, because
that is not my business. But he does get
into his voice something for which the
best word I can think of is “pleading.” He
makes you feel that to him a girl’s love is

precious beyond words, and that he will

be heartbroken if he fails to win and keep
it. And by making yourself feel you are
the girl to whom he’s singing, you get
the sense of your own importance—the
“build-up” in your own eyes—which you
must have before you will have the confi-
dence to face the world as a woman. No
wonder you love to listen to him.
And now I am sure you’d like to have

me tell you how I think Frank feels about
you. The thing that surprised and pleased
me most about him was the seriousness
with which he takes the job of meaning
what he does to the future wives and
mothers of the country he loves. I be-
lieve that he not only likes you and is

grateful to you for the success you have
given him; he believes in you and in the
future for which he is helping you get
ready. In fact, as I write he is just start-

ing on a tour in which he plans to speak
to a good many thousands of you in your
schools and churches on the things he feels

are most important to you: Racial and re-
ligious tolerance and the need of staying
in school as long as you can.
For himself, he’s human enough to en-

joy your admiration, but would like to have
you think of him in private life as the
happy husband and devoted father he is.

In fact, there is nothing he appreciates
more than the way in which most of you
have taken his wife and his babies into
your hearts with him.
Anyhow, so far as Frank is concerned,

your devotion is safe with him until you
are ready to transfer it to one who’ll give
you in return a love that will be all yours.

The End

Casts of Current Pictures

BETWEEN TWO WOMEN—M-G-M: Dr. “Red”
Adams, Van Johnson; Dr. Leonard Gillespie

,

Lionel
Barrymore; Edna, Gloria De Haven; Tobey, Keenan
Wynn; Ruth Edley, Marilyn Maxwell; Molly Byrd,
Alma Kruger; Sally, Marie Blake; Dr. Lee, Keye
Luke; Nurse Parker, Nell Craig; Nurse Morgan,
Edna Holland; Marian, Lorraine Miller; Dr. Walter
Carew, Walter Kingsford; Eddie Smith, Tom Trout;
Nurse Thorsen, Shirley Patterson.

CAN'T HELP SINGING—Universal : Caroline
Frost, Deanna Durbin; Johnny Lawlor, Robert Paige;
Prince Gregory, Akim Tamiroff; Lt. Latham, David
Bruce; Senator Frost, Ray Collins; Koppa, Leonid
Kinsky; Aunt Cissy, Clara Blandick; Frances Mac-
Lean, June Vincent; Jake Carstair, Thomas Gomez;
Sam Archer, Andrew Tombes.

DANGEROUS PASSAGE—Paramount: Joe Beck,
Robert Lowery; Nita Paxton, Phyllis Brooks; Daniel
Bergstrom, Charles Arnt; Mike Zomano, Jack LaRue;
Buck Harris, Victor Kilian; Saul, William Edmunds;
Dawson, Alex Craig; Vaughn, John Eldredge.

DESTINY—Universal: Jane Broderick, Gloria Jean;
Cliff Banks, Alan Curtis; Clem Broderick, Frank
Craven; Sam Baker, Frank Fenton; Betty, Grace
McDonald; Phyllis, Vivian Austin; Marie, Minna
Gombell; The Warden, Samuel S. Hinds.

DOUBLE EXPOSURE—Paramount: Larry Burke,
Chester Morris; Pat Marvin, Nancy Kelly; Ben
Scribner, Phillip Terry; Dolores Tucker, Jane Far-
rar; James B. Turlock, Richard Gaines; Sonny
Tucker, Charley Arnt; Smitty, Claire Rocheller.

EXPERIMENT PERILOUS — RKO: Allida
Bederaux

,

Hedy Lamarr; Huntington Bailey, George
Brent; Nick Bederaux, Paul Lukas; Cissie Bederaux,
Olive Blakeney; Claghorne, Albert Dekker; Alec,

George M. Neise; Elaine, Stephanie Bachelor;
Maitland, Carl Esmond; Maggie, Margaret Wych-
erly; Miss Wilson, Mary Servoss; Deria, Julia

Dean; Young Alec, Billy Ward.

GENTLE ANNIE—M-G-M: Lloyd Richland, James
Craig; Mary Lingen, Donna Reed; Annie Goss,
Marjorie Main; Cottonwood Goss, Henry Morgan;
Violet Goss, Paul Langton; Sheriff Tatum, Barton
MacLane; Barrow, John Philliber; Gansby, Morris
Ankrum, Hansen, Noah Beery Sr.; Jake, Frank
Darien; Childers, Robert Emmet O’Connor.

Now She Shops

Cash And Carry
Without Painful Backache

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly,

once they discover that the real cause of their trouble

may be tired kidneys.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the

excess acids and waste out of the blood- They help
most people pass about 3 pints a day.
When oisorder of kidney function permits poison-

ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag-
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness

under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or

scanty passages with smarting and burning some-
times shows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills,

used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the. 15 miles of kidney

tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get

Doan’s Pills.

I Mail us $1.05 and we I

I will send you 4 boxes I

|
of ROSEBUD Salve I

1 (25c size) and will in- 3c
I elude with salve this Bla

|
lovely Solid Sterling I

Silver Blrthstone I

I Ring, your size and
[

' month. You can sell I

the 4 salve and get back your $1 .00 . The I

5c extra is for U.S. SalesTax on ring, bomakeremittance $1.05.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box 79. WOODSBORO, MARYLAND.

ASTHMATICS

a
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Let Dr. R Schumann's ASTHMADOR.

help reduce the severity of your nexi

asthmatic arrack, nonce how its aromatic

fumes aid distressed breathing. Use it and

see how dependable it is — potency rigidly

standardized through strict laboratory

control — quality always uniform. Ask for

ASTHMADOR in powder cigarette or pipe

mixture form at your favorite drug store.

Get ASTHMADOR today!

ASTHMADOR
IF YOU ARE OVERWEIGHT
Sylvia of Hollywood shows you an amazingly simple way
to lose those excess pounds. No starvation diets, drugs or
appliances. Illustrated 128-page book—only 25c post-

age paid. Bartholomew House Inc., Dept. PH-345, 205 E.

42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.

MENDas vouiRON
Without Needle and Thread!

New Plastic Tape! Mends without sewing, as
you iron! Quickly, easily mends holes, tears,
snags, worn spots—in shirts, blouses, coats,

dresses, trousers, underwear, hosiery, bed-
sheets, etc. Easy to use! Simply irort

on! Mends are smooth and neat. Will
not come off. Stands washing, dry

' cleaning, ironing. Banishes old-fash-
ioned tedious mending and darning.
Sells like wild! ^SAMPLES FOR AGENTS. Sample offer
sent immediately to all who send name
at once. A penny postal will do. SEND

__ NO MONEY—just your name.

KRISTEE CO..
451 Kristee Bldg., Akron, Ohio

ORCHID that
X\\V\\ Hi I Villi I 1 1 ll/iltil/ //,

GLOWS-
•7 >'/•! /'//'/

I
‘I |

IN THE DARK -PI

'his lovely* life-like creation captures

he delicate beauty of the exotic or-

hid. It lends intriguing charm—worn
n dress, coat or hair. In darkness, the

ietals actually glow with soft, entranc-

ng radiance, adding new glamour to

he impression you create. Mysterious

[lowing properties are enduring.

Wear this sensational luminous or-

ihid with telling effect. Send $1 now—
ve mail postpaid. You’ll be delighted.

>r we refund, of course. Send also for our luminous gar-

jenia, $1. Matching gardenia earrings. $1 a pair postpaid.

THE LUMINOUS FLOWER SHOP
3 West 42nd St., New York 18. N. Y., Dept. 53



How to give

QUICK REST
to tired eyes

MAKE THIS SIMPLE TEST TODAY

EYES OVERWORKED? Just put two drops of
Murine in each eye. Right away you feel it

start to cleanse and soothe your eyes. You get—

QUICK RELIEFI Murine’s 7 scientifically

blended ingredients quickly relieve the dis-

comfort of tired, burning eyes. Safe, gentle
Murine helps thousands— let it help you, too.

9URINE,

vSSEVES
SOOTHES • REFRESHES

+C Invst in Aivrica— Buy War Bonds and Stamps ir

Hair Rinse

Gives a Tiny Tint
ttrud » *

«

Removes
this

dull

film!

1. Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.

2 . Used after shampooing— your
hair is not dry, unruly.

3 . Instantly gives the soft, lovely
effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint

—

in these 12 shades,
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde
2. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blonde
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4 . The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified
colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint... Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose
'your shade at any cosmetic dealer.
Price 10 and 25 fi — or send for a

FREE SAMPLE—- •

Golden Glint Co., Seattle, 14,Wash., Box 3366- B-39

Please send color No._

Name

. as listed abeve0

GOLDEN GLINT

GUEST IN THE HOUSE—Stromberg-UA : Evelyn
Heath , Anne Baxter; Douglas Proctor, Ralph Bel-
lar ; Aunt Martha, Aline MacMahon; Ann Proctor,
Ruth Warrick; Dan Proctor, Scott McKay; Miriam,
Marie McDonald; Mr. Hackett, Jerome Cowan;
John, the butler, Percy Kilbride; Hilda, Margaret
Hamilton; Lee Proctor, Connie Laird.

HERE COME THE WAVES—Paramount: Johnny
Cabot, Bing Crosby; Susie Adams, Betty Hutton;
Rosemary Adams, Betty Hutton; Windy, Sonny
Tufts; Ruth, Ann Doran.

HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN — Warners: Andrews
Sisters, Jack Benny, Joe E. Brown, Eddie Cantor,
Kitty Carlisle, Jack Carson, Dane Clark, Joan Craw-
ford, Helmut Dantine, Bette Davis, Faye Emerson,
Victor Francen, John Garfild, Sydney Greenstreet,
Alan Hale, Paul Henreid, Robert Hutton, Andrea
King, Joan Leslie, Peter Lorre, Ida Lupino, Irene
Manning, Nora Martin, Joan McCracken, Dolores
Moran, Dennis Morgan, Janis Paige, Eleanor Parker,
William Prince, Joyce Reynolds, John Ridgely, Roy
Rogers & Trigger, S. Z. Sakall, Zachary Scott,
Alexis Smith, Barbara Stanwyck, Craig Stevens,
Joseph Szigeti, Donald Woods, Jane Wyman.

HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN—Universal : Dr.
Niemann, Boris Karloff; Larry Talbot Lon Chaney;
Dracula, John Carradine; Daniel, J. Carrol Naish;
Prof. Lampini, George Zucco; Rita, Anne Gwynne;
Carl, Peter Coe; Arm, Lionel Atwill

; Hussman, Sig
Rumann; The Monster, Glenn Strange.

I’LL BE SEEING YOU—Selznick: Mary Marshall,
Ginger Rogers; Zachary Morgan, Joseph Cotten;
Barbara Marshall, Shirley Temple; Mrs. Marshall

,

Spring Byington; Mr. Marshall, Tom Tully; Swan-
son, Chill Wills; Lieut. Bruce, Dare Harris; Sailor
on Train, Kenny Bowers; Hawker, Olin Howlin;
Salesgirl, Dorothy Stone; Paratrooper, John James;
Charlie Hartman, Eddie Hall; Sailor in Coffee Shop,
Joe Haworth; Counterman, Jack Carr; Soldier-
Father on Train, Bob Meredith; YMCA Hotel At-
tendant, Robert Dudley; Mother of Boys, Margaret
Bert; Boys Outside Theatre, Mickey Laughlin, Hank
Tobias, Gary Gray; Dog Owner, Earl W. Johnson.

KEYS OF THE KINGDOM, THE—,20th Century-
Fox: Father Francis Chisholm, Gregory Peck; Dr.
Willie Tulloch, Thomas Mitchell; Rev. Angus
Mealy, Vincent Price; Mother Maria-Veronica, Rosa
Stradner; Francis (as a child). Roddy McDowall;
Rev. Hamish MacNabb, Edmund Gwennf Monsignor
Sleeth, Sir Cedric Hardwicke; Nora (as a child),

Peggy Ann Garner; Nora, Jane Ball; Dr. Wilbur
Fiske, James Gleason; Agnes Fiske, Anne Revere;
Lisbetli Chisholm, Ruth Nelson; Joseph, Benson
Fong; Mr. Chia, Leonard Strong; Mr. Pao, Philip
Ahn; Father Tarrant, Arthur Shields; Aunt Polly,
Edith Barrett; Sister Martha, Sara Allgood; Lieu-
tenant Shon, Richard Loo; Sister Clotilde, Ruth
Ford; Father Craig, Kevin O’Shea; Hosannah Wang,
H. T. Tsiang; Philomena Wang, Si-Lan Chen; Anna
Eunice Soo-Hoo; Alex Chisholm, Dennis Hoey; Ned
Bannon, J. Anthony Tughes; Bandit, Abner Biberman.

NATIONAL VELVET — M-G-M: Mi Taylor,
Mickey Rooney; Mr. Brown, Donald Crisp; Velvet
Brown, Elizabeth Taylor; Mrs. Brown, Anne L :re;

Edwina Brown, Angela Lansbury; Donald Brown,
Jackie Jenkins; Malvolia Brown, Juanita Quigley;
Race Patron, Arthur Treacher; Farmer Ede, Regi-
nald Owen; Miss Sims, Norma Varden; Ted, Terry
Kilburn; Mr. Hallam, Arthur Shields; Entry Offi-

cial, Aubrey Mather; Tim, Alec Craig; I. Taski

,

Eugene Loring; Mr. Greenford, Dennis Hoey.

PRACTICALLY YOURS—Paramount: Lieutenant
Daniel Bellamy, Fred MacMurray; Peggy Martin,
Claudette Colbert; Albert Beagell, Gil Lamb; Marvin
P. Meglin, Cecil Kellaway; Mrs. Meglin, Isabel Ran-
dolph; Ellen Macy, Rosemary DeCamp; Commander
Harpe, Tom Powers; La Crosse, Mikhail Rasumny;
Judge Oscar Stimson, Robert Benchley; Uncle Ben,
Arthur Loft; Musical Comedy Star, jane Frazee.

SUNDAY DINNER FOR A SOLDIER—

2

0th Cen-
tury-Fox: Tessa, Anne Baxter; Eric Moore, John
Hodiak; Grandfeathers, Charles Winninger; Agatha,
Anne Revere; Mary, Connie Marshall; Mr. York,
Chill Wills; Kenneth Normand, Robert Bailey; Jeep,
Bobby Driscoll; Mrs. Dobson, Jane Darwell; Michael,
Billy Cummings; Samanthy, Marietta Canty; WAC,
Barbara Sears; M.P.’s, Larry Thompson, Bernie
Sell; Photographer, Chester Conklin.

SUSPECT ,
THE — Universal: Philip, Charles

Laughton; Mary, Ella Raines; John, Dean Harens;
Huxley, Stanley C. Ridges; Mr. Simmons, Henry
Daniell; Cora, Rosalind Ivan; Mrs. Simmons, Molly
Lamont; Merridew, Raymond Severn; Sybil, Eve
Amber; Mrs. Packer, Maude Eburne; Mr. Packer,
Clifford Brooke.

THEY SHALL HAVE FAITH—Monogram: Joan
Randall, Gale Storm; Grandfather

,
Sir Aubrey Smith;

Tex, John Mack Brown; Uncle Charles, Frank
Craven; Dr. Randall, Conrad Nagel; 1st Soldier,
Billy YVilkerson; Aunt Mary, Mary Boland; Ricky,
Johnny Downs; Martha, Catherine McLeod; Wil-
liams, Selmer Jackson; Alabam, Matt Willis; 2nd
Soldier, Russ Whiteman.

TOMORROW, THE WORLD

!

—Lester Cowan-UA:
Michael Frame, Fredric March; Leona Richards,
Betty Field; Jessie, Agnes Moorehead; Emil Bruck-
ner, Skippy Homeier; Pat Frame, Joan Carroll;
Frieda, Edit Angold; Stan, Rudy Wissler; Ray,
Boots Brown; Dennis, Marvin Davis; Millie, Patsy
Ann Thompson; School Principal, Mary Newton.

BONITA GRANVILLE
,
Starring in

Universal’s “IT’S NEVER TOO LATE”

finds her pet canary another one of
her many “admirers.”

Canaries continue to be four-
star hits in Hollywood while,
more and more, the hobby cap-
tivates America. Why not have
a "Hollywood corner” in your
home with one of these lovable,
golden-voiced little creatures?
They’re easily cared for and
will bring you no end of cheer.
And, as Hollywood does, let
French’s help keep your canary
a happy singer!

OWN A CANARY.. . THE ONLY PET THAT SINGSI

LIKE YOU SEE IN THE MOVIES
.'

. . take a tip from Hollywood . . . fashion your

lips with TIPSTIK. You’ll find the clever, pencil-

pointed, unbreakable applicator wonderful for pre-

cise lip lines. No more messy fingers, smears,

ragged edges! And the rich, creamy rouge, con-

cealed in the black plastic case, is just right in

texture . . . stays on for hours, too. Yes, with

TIPSTIK you can be your own make-up artist.

25c (PLUS TAX) AT DRUG AND I Oc STORES

Choose from 5 Glamorous Hollywood Reds
HUMOU RED 1—I ROOKIE RED f—I RALLY RED I—

I

LJ rich-red LJ light L_|dark
RIVAL RED
medium

light

RENO RED I

j

blue-red 1 I

TIPSTIK COSMETICS, Dept. PH-3
3424 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 26, Calif.
My favorite store is out of TIPSTIK. Enclosed is 30c
(2 5c plus 5c excise tax). Please send TIPSTIK post-
paid in shade checked.

NAME

ADDRESS _

CITY
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Beauty Workshop

by Betsy Sanford

You’re On His

He remembers the lovely you he left

behind. Here are some tips to prac-

tice—for perfect results on his return

T
HE man in your life, far from home,
thinks of you in glowing terms. He
brags about you, tells his buddies you’re

lovely, perfect. “You’ve a lot to live up
to,” says Carole Landis who, like Louise
Allbritton, June Clyde and so many other
screen favorites, has talked with and en-
tertained our fighting men overseas. “The
story is always the same,” Louise told us.

“They want to find their homes and their

families just as they remember them, when
they come back. And they remember them
at their best.”

Home Beauty Courses . . . You’re high on
his pedestal. If you’ve been asleep at the
switch since he went away, put your
beauty on a schedule. For professional

guidance, look into beauty courses you can
take by mail. They don’t cost much but
they can make you look like a million.

You learn to eat, sleep, exercise, dress,

speak, carry yourself graciously for beauty
and charm. No department of hair, skin,

voice, make-up, hands, figure, clothes,

colors for you personally is overlooked.

You become lovelier than you or he
dreamed.

Or—You’re on Your Oirn . . . Every
p woman who cares a fig gives time daily

M to the obvious beauty rites. But without a

schedule, the beauty extras are often neg-
M

lected. Over your mirror, pin up one that

works for you. Monday . . . Check up on
your clothes. Maybe a hem needs its stitch

126

ollywoocl cfays ....

When she washes her face,

June Haver adds lemon juice

to the final rinsing water to

help keep her lovely skin

white.

A beauty expert says that

rolling your arch over your

old-fashioned kitchen rolling

pin is one of the best exercises

for foot strengthening.

Before and after a swim,

Esther Williams applies baby

oil generously not only to her

face but to arms, legs and

body as well.

Edifh Head, designer, okays

the velvet-bow fad as still the

smartest coif decoration.

in time, a slip needs shortening. Any but-
tons missing? Do you need a new girdle?

Tuesday . . . Experiment with new cosmet-
ics. Have you read any new beauty tricks

you ought to try out? Read aloud to im-
prove your voice. Do you need a new

permanent? Maybe a wonderful relaxing

bath with all the trimmings will make
body and spirit sing. Wednesday . , . For
mid-week pick-up, give yourself a facial,

apply a mask to rouse circulation, help

brighten your skin. Pluck straggling eye-

brows. Thursday . . . This is a good day

to prepare for week end loveliness. Use a

good depilatory or hair-remover on legs

and under arms. Then do your hair, pref-

erably under the shower^ for thorough
rinsing. Try a new hair style this week.
Friday . . . Give yourself a good manicure.
Shape nails, work on cuticle, apply base

and one coat of polish a couple of hours

before you go to bed, Before you turn out

the light, on goes the second coat of polish

to dry while you read, say your prayers

and dream of tomorrow. Saturday . . .

Even if your date isn’t with him, take time

today to look your most ravishing. Go to

luncheon, shopping or the movies as though

this is the most wonderful date you’ve ever

had. Spend extra time getting ready for

an extra lovely effect. Sunday . . . This is

a day of rest, but there’s no day on the

calendar when beauty can be forgotten.

Catch up with the inner you. Be the

prettiest girl in church. Catch up> with the

world. Read your Sunday papers. Take a

long walk. And go to bed early to face

the new week looking and feeling grand.

You’ll be a new woman as the result, and

he’ll come home to the girl whose loveli-

ness has haunted his every dream.



Famous Star gives advice

on how to win romance

and hold it!

“Every girl knows that in love every-

thing’s important! What you wear,

what you say, how you look” says

charming Anne Baxter. “So don’t be

careless, don’t risk losing the loveliness

that wins Romance and holds it!”

IN RECENT TESTS of Lux Toilet Soap
facials, actually 3 out of 4 complexions im-

proved in a short time!

use it ~7%/s SeaaTjr (?a/e sea/fr/nates st/n /oae//er/

")6uget your Man
•—and you hold Kim, too, when
you take the right beauty care.

I use Lux Soap every single day

—for my complexion, and as a
hath soap, too.”

Starring in

20th Century-Fox's

"A ROYAL SCANDAL”

to decide whether or not you
take a Lux Soap beauty bath

before your date. Make dain-

tiness sure.”

9 out of 10 Screen Stars

when temptation whispers: You’re

much too tired for beauty care to-

night. Regular Active-lather facials

with Lux Soap take fust a few
moments—and they really make
skin softer, smoother

—

lovelier."
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In the Black and Gold jars-

35# • 60# • $1.00 sizes*

*Plus Tax

Your beauty salon or cosmetic counter will be

delighted to give you a free Sofskin application.

SOFSKIN COMPANY • FINDLAY, OHIO

Inis homogenized facial helps

give (ace and neck remarkable

More stores from coast-to-coast

where you can buy these young
and gay fashions on page 76 to

78—or write directly to the
manufacturer for further store

information.

Jr. Deb Grey Striped Suit

Simon Cohen & Co., 512 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.

Dallas, Tex.—A. Harris & Co.
New York, N. Y.—Saks Fifth Avenue
Philadelphia, Pa.—Gimbel Bros.
Washington, D. C.—Lansburgh & Bro.
Block and Kuhl Stores throughout Illinois

Betmar Black Sailor

Betmar, 1 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y.
New York, N. Y.—Bloomingdale Bros.

Judy Bond White Blouse

Judy Bond Blouses, 1375 Broadway,
New York, N. Y.

Jaunty Jr. Flannel Suit

Morris W. Haft Co., 500 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.

Chicago, 111.—Mandel Bros.
Los Angeles, Cal.—Bullock’s
Newark, N. J.—L. Bamberger 8s Co.
Portland, Ore.—Chas. F. Berg, Inc.

St. Louis, Mo.—Stix, Baer & Fuller Co.

Betmar Felt Cloche

Betmar, 1 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y.
New York, N. Y.—Best & Co.

Arkay Navy Blue Wool Suit

Arkay, Jr., 498 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Boston, Mass.—Jays, Inc.

Portland, Ore.—Meier & Frank Co.

Madcaps' "Fun Cap"
Madcaps’, 28 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y.
New York, N. Y.—B. Altman '& Co.

Hi-Ho Jr. Black & White Shorty Coat

Leeds, Ltd., 500 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Denver, Col.—Neusteter Co.
New York, N. Y.—James McCreery & Co.

Salfair Felt Play-topper

Salfair, 65 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y.

Helps Skin Appear Firmer, Smoother

—

So Caressingly Soft With Each Application!

Now! Right in your own home you can

give your face and neck a thrilling new
‘Beauty-Lift’ with Edna Wallace Hop-
per’s Homogenized Facial Cream.

This famous method of skin care gives

you a complete de luxe facial in only 8

minutes. It’s really inspiring to see how
it leaves your skin looking so much
smoother, firmer, with an enchanting
baby freshness.

The Hopper Method—Why It’s So ACTIVE

Briskly pat this especially homogenized

lubricating cream over face and neck
(follow arrows in diagram). Gently press

an extra amount of Hopper’s over any
lines or wrinkles. Leave on about 8

minutes. Then tissue off.

The reason Hopper’s Cream is so active

and lubricates the skin so expertly and
evenly — why it gives such an effective

facial — is because it’s homogenized!
Faithful use helps maintain natural
dazzling beauty thruout the years. At all

cosmetic counters.

Tommie Austin CasuaJ Dress

Tommie Austin, 1400 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Chicago, 111.—Carson, Pirie Scott & Co.
Dallas, Tex.—Sanger Bros.
New York, N. Y.—Stern Bros.
Washington, D. C.—S. Kann Sons Co.

Madcaps' Bonnet

Madcaps’, 28 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y.J
New York, N. Y.—Bloomingdale Bros.

She’s the girl who said,

"MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS"

You’ll want to meet

JUDY GARLAND

in the delightful

story about her by

ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS

in the

April Photoplay

&*/»i^HOPPER’Sssasfsnss

BEAUTYUFT
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LIGHT
BROWN

BLONDE

T*NT$ AS IT WASHES.

NEW 15 MINUTE HOME TRIAL
TINTS HAIR

BLACK • BROWN • AUBURN OR BLONDE

This remarkable discovery, Tintz Color Cake

Shampoo, washes out dirt, loose dandruff, grease,

as it safely gives hair a real smooth colorful tint that

fairly glows with life and lustre. Don’t put up with

faded, dull, off-color hair a minute longer, for Tintz

Color Shampoo works gradually— each shampoo

leaves your hair more colorful, lovelier, softer,

and easier to manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt

permanents. Get this rich lathering shampoo, that

gives fresh glowing color to your hair, today. In six

lovely shades. Only 50 cents each or 2 for $1.00.

BLACK

MEDIUM
BROWN

EM) Ml MiMirY . . . .Insl iimil rmspmi tin

lOriinlt-i- rt-xullH maixi tit-lit) (if you nr no t-onf ...

ike advantage of this offer and mail your order

dav On arrival of your package, just deposit

'c Si for two
)
plus postage with postman and

lampoo-tint your own hair right in your own
>mc. But if for any reason you aren't 100%
tisfted, just return the wrapper in 7 days and
>ur money will be refunded without question
ou t delay Order today!

ore
Color Shampoo

NOW YOU CAN GET TINTZ AT LEADING

DEPARTMENT STORES, WALGREEN'S,

WHELAN'S, MOST DRUG STORES AND

5 & 10c STORES

TINTZ COMPANY, DEPT.l-M, 205 N. Michigan, Chicago 1, III.

Conadion Office: Dept. 1-M, 22 College St., Toronto, Can.

Send one full size TINTZ COLOR SHAMPOO in shade checked
below. On arrival, I will deposit 50c plus postage charges with
postman, on guarantee that if Cm not entirely satisfied I can
return empty wrapper in 7 doys and you will refund my money.

1 CAKE 50c 2 CAKES $1
(if C O. D„ postage charges extra)

NAME_

(Tintz payspos
if money wi

order)

Check shade:

Blonde

Black

Light Brow

Medium Br

Auburn (Ti

Dark Browi
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Yes, it’s a lasting friendship . . . well-earned

by Chesterfield’s three top qualities . .

.

MILDNESS * BETTER TASTE

COOLER SMOKING

a neu/oui

And when your G. I. Joe steps out of khaki into a

blue pin-stripe and he’s home for keeps, you’ll again

enjoy Chesterfields together and agree that nothing

measures up to their . .

.

RIGHT COMBINATION * WORLD’S BEST TOBACCOS
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Copyright 1945, Liggett & Myers Tobacco Co.
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with just

One Cake of

Camay !

Mrs. William H. Geyer, Nutley, N. J.

Her skin is like peach-bloom — exquisitely soft. "Camay is

my beauty soap—now and for always," says this

lovely bride. "My first cake left my skin

so much softer, I wouldn't think of changing."

These tests gave proof of Camay's mildness . .
.
proof it can benefit skin.

"Camay is really mild," said the doctors, "it cleansed without irritation.”

No wonder you can expect this Camay care to soften and smooth your skin.

Make your Camay last and last—

it’s made of vital war materials.

ocmzz/A /

Take only a minute, night and morning. Cream that mild

Camay lather over your face—over forehead, nose and chin. Rinse

warm. And if you have oily skin, add a lively C-O-L-D splash!

That's all. And your skin is lovelier with just one cake of Camay.

It's exciting— to see the fresh new bloom of beauty that one cake of Camay brings

to your skin! So quick, change from improper care to the Camay Mild-Soap

Diet. Doctors tested this mild care on over 100 complexions. And with

the very first cake of Camay, most complexions simply sparkled—

looked fresher, clearer, softer!
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GIRT.: Spinst— ? Oh, now really.

Cupid! The way things are, I’m lucky

to even have a chess date with Uncle

Burt. Nobody has dates these days! Nobody!

ClIPIU: Pardon, Child. But if that’s true,

then a lot of girls are marrying perfect strangers.

People they never had dates with. Because

they’re getting married honey. Left and right.

GIRT.: All right! All right! So I’m not popular.

I’m not a glamor girl. Can / help that?

CUPID: You could smile a little more. Sugar. Even
a plain girl’s pretty if she’s got a sparkling smile. In fact,

some of my best customers—

GIRL: Sure. Yes, indeed. But it happens I haven’t got

a sparkling smile, Cupid. I brush my teeth, and all, but—

CUPID: Ever notice “pink” on your tooth brush?

GIRL: The other day I—

CUPID: And you didn’t do anything about it? By the

eternal Double-Ring Ceremony, Child! Don’t you know
“pink tooth brush” is a warning to see your dentist?

GIRL: You mean just because I—

CUPID: Sis, that “pink” may mean your gums are

being robbed of exercise by today’s soft foods. Your

dentist would probably tell you that. And that’s why
so many dentists suggest, “the helpful stimulation of

Ipana and massage!’

GIRL: But my smile, Cupid. My smile! What about—

CUPID: This, Child: Ipana not only cleans your
teeth. It is specially designed, with massage, to help

your gums. Massage a little extra Ipana Tooth Paste

on your gums every time you brush your teeth and

you help your gums to healthier firmness. And healthier

gums promote sounder, brighter teeth. And a smile

you’ll be using on somebody else beside your
Uncle Burt. Get going on a lovelier smile now, Child!

IPANA AND MASSAGE
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FAVORITE OF AMERICA'S "FIRST MILLION" MOVIE-GOERS

PRESENTS FOR APRIL

Ho-hum ! We’ve got spring fever ! And
a column to write

!

But this month we’re lucky. America’s
most illustrious columnists are right on
tap to do our job for us!

Walter Winchell, for in-

stance! Walter is the
nation’s No. 1 radio re-

porter. This is what he has
to say about M-G-M’s
newest Technicolor hit:

“NATIONAL VELVET will be hard to
match all year long for the tops in
entertainment !

”

And our very good friend,

“Lolly”—Louella Parsons,
the nationally known Hol-
lywood columnist. For her
money, “NATIONAL
VELVET is tops in enter-
tainment !

”

Then there’s that distinguished duo,
Bosley Crowther of the “New York
Times”and Howard Barnesof the “New
York Herald Tribune”, who tell you
they have both selected NATIONAL
VELVET as “one of the ten best pic-

tures of the year !

”

And that’s not all ! We’ve got millions
of ’em! We mean those other well-
qualified critics—the people who braved
rain and sleet and snow (some of them
standing on lines four blocks long) to
smash all box-office records at Radio
City Music Hall, the world’s largest
theatre! * * * *
And just for your record, NATIONAL
VELVET is a Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
picture in Technicolor, based on Enid
Bagnold’s novel. Mickey Rooney is the
star, supported by Donald Crisp, Eliza-
beth Taylor and Anne Revere. Other

This is Elizabeth

Taylor. She’s defi-

nitely the star-find

of the year, says

every critic.

roles are portrayed by Angela Lansbury,
Jackie Jenkins, and Arthur Treacher.
A Clarence Brown production, the pic-

ture was directed by Clarence Brown
and produced by Pandro S. Berman.
The®d©re Reeves and Helen Deutsch
wrote the screen play.

Yes. sir, we have a hit on our hands!
It looks as though March will come in

like a lion—as usual, an M-G-M lion !

— Jlea

P.S.—Keep your eyes open for “Keep
Your Powder Dry!” Yes, and another

picture you’ll want to see is “The
Picture of Dorian Gray!”
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Remember "The Women", that film of

the battling, wise-cracking dames? Well,

here’s the topper! A story of one who

played around with the playboys, an-

other who went for those dashing Army

men, and a third who lived only for

love, until . . .? It’s an M-G-M picture:

intimate, revealing and intriguing

!

A METRO -GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE with

AGNES MOOREHEAD • BILL JOHNSON • NATALIE SCHAFER • LEE PATRICK • JESS BARKER • JUNE LOCKHART

Original Screen Play by Mary C. McCall, Jr. and George Bruce • Directed by EDWARD BUZZELL* Produced by GEORGE HAIGHT



PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK

Mrs. Doiilevy, who used to sing in a night club, gets a kiss from
her best beau, Brian, on a rare-for-them night out at Ciro’s

G
litter Event: Cal is sorry to report that regardless of what
you’ve heard about this or that picture Clark Gable is

supposed to be making soon, it just isn’t going to happen.
Not for a while, anyway. Clark was overheard at Jack
Benny’s party telling Gary Cooper that he wouldn’t make
another picture until the studio comes after him with a shot-

gun. (And a good story!) Here’s hoping—with gals and G.I.s

everywhere clamoring for more Gable pictures—and Clark
looking handsomer than ever. And, too, he’s finished a fine

war job. And believe it or not, gals, Van Johnson, Ty Power
and Errol Flynn were only a few of the male heart-throbs
at this Benny soiree, but it was Gable who was getting all the

gasps and attention from the femmes! Just as hot as he was
eight years ago! That party would be hard to top for glitter

and glamour—with all the women done up and bedecked with
jewels hauled out of the family vaults.

The Bennys had a big tent erected just off their patio, gar-
landed with foliage. A dance floor was in the center, complete
with a good jive band. Around a buffet-table, about twenty
yards long, were round tables that seated from six to ten
guests each, giving people the chance to really get together.

A dinner-feast was served to over a hundred guests around
9:30 and a scrumptious breakfast was served around 5:30 a.m.

to over sixty guests who still remained! Fun?
Merle Oberon was there with Alexander Korda, whom she’s

about to divorce; Judy Garland, with Vincente Minnelli, of

course. Gene Tierney, looking luscious, was with Oleg Cas-
sini, in Hollywood for only two days and expecting to be sent
overseas any minute. Barbara Stanwyck and Bob Taylor on
leave, as was Ty Power, who was excited as a kid, giving
Hollywood the first look-see in almost a year. The Ray

' Millands, Claudette Colbert, Dorothy Lamour and her hubby,
' Maj. Bill Howard, Margaret Sullavan (who was facing a seri-

i ous operation—but you’d never have guessed it), Norma
Shearer, Joan Bennett, the Bill Powells, Ginger Rogers, Joan
Crawford, stunning as ever, with Phil (Continued on page 6)

A toast to each other and their future as one

—

it’s Andre De Toth and his bride, Veronica Lake

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Cotten chat as they catch

the mood and the music in the Mocambo manner

INSIDE STUFF



It's an eyeful in

TECHNICOLOR

and a FORTUNE in FUN!
A A PARAMOUNT’S

with

Johnny Coy • Peter Whitney

Alan Mowbray • Porter Hall

Spike Jones and His Orchestra

Directed by

Sidney Lanfield
BRING ON THE MUSIC with

Spike Jones and his City Slickers

still trying to find Chlo-ee?

BRING ON THE DANCING

who trips the light^
r of nimble Johnny Coy

fantastic fantastically!/

SONNY SINGS
I'm Gonna Hate Myself

in the Morning”

and “Egyptian Ella”
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COOK/
I’m curling my

hair one-handed!

It’s the new hold-bob “easy-lock”
curler which snaps in place almost
automatically, without fumbling
and without snagging or cutting the
hair.

If you “do” your own hair, you
know how tiring it can be! But not
with this curler! It’s marvelous!...
Not only easy on your hair and pa-
tience, but actually safer to use. And
it gives you lovely curls!

No other curler like it!

EASIER ... Unique patented feature:
Snaps closed easily, with one hand,
from any position.

When opened, loop is firm, con-
venient handle for winding.
SAFER . . . No projecting rivets to catch
hair.

The distinctive open end means no
cutting or mashing of hair.

HOLD-BOB^^WW
Made by the makers of the famous
HOLD-BOB bobby pins and hairpins

Copyright 1945, GAYLORD PRODUCTS, INC. • Chicago 16, III.

1

INSIDE STUFF
Frank Sinatra, Jack Benny
and Danny Kaye join har-
mony and humor at the big
party given for Danny

( Continued from page 4) Terry—these
were just some of the stars on hand.
Around three a.m. Bing Crosby dis-
appeared. About fifteen minutes later
he was found outside, singing away
like crazy just for two lone sailors

who were standing in the road, waiting
to see the celebs leave! And believe
it or not, Bing was asked to please get
dressed up and wear a black tie for
this party. He not only wore the
tie, but the black suit and fancy dia-
mond shirt-studs to go with the duds.
He was so done up, he’ll never live it

down!

Oh, Danny Boy!: The town really
turned out for the elaborate cocktail
party to greet Danny Kaye after his

first radio show. Jack Benny was all

over the place and so of course was
Eddie Cantor, so eager-beaverish for

the boys with the cameras.
There was something familiar about

an alluring blonde we saw, in spite of

the straight-to-the-eyebrow bangs and
hair hanging equally straight in the
back. And then we suddenly realized

Look again—it’s Jean Arthur in new
mood and hairdo talking to Danny-boy

It was such a big party Gary Cooper
had to sit on the floor by Mrs. C.

it was Jean Arthur, all got up with her
I’m-not-in-pictures-any-more attitude.

The hairdo, we realized, was a rebellion
against those hundreds of hours that

had been spent at the studio hair-

dressers. The added plumpness (be-
coming, too) was another tongue-out
gesture toward the camera. And the
smile of acceptance as she posed for

photographers would have thrown the
publicity boys and girls who used to

shed tears over Arthur’s uncooperation.
Dick Powell and June. Allyson hov-

ered around the hors d’oeuvres table.

They admitted to Cal they’d had a bit

of a tiff for a few days, with Junie
flouncing off places with Peter Lawford
who seems to he the Patsy for all the
girls who tiff with their steady beaus.
Lana and Turhan arrived late. Tur-

han, who had been ill with flu, was
slender as a reed and looked years
younger for it. And no one, let it

be said now, squealed as Frankie, The
Voice, mingled among us.

Gary Cooper and Eddie G. Robinson
were just as sedate as usual, but
that Kaye, ( Continued on page 8)
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A man searches the skies

. . . and finds faith! Faith in

a woman’s love, and the

laughter of children— in the

steel-spitting guns of a

shark-jawed P40— in the

Comra^de-in-Arms who flew|

beside him through fear anc

flak into high adventure!
§

as Gen. Chennault

the fiercest Flying

Tiger of them all!

You could count on the

Flying Padre for com-
fort— and a laugh!

His hobby was painting—
Jap flags on the fuselage!

WARNER BROS.
proudly add to such current successes as

“Hollywood Canteen”, "To Have And
Have Not” and “Objective Burma” a pic-

ture that ranks with our all-time greatest,

from the aU-exciting, best-selling book by

Col. ROBERT LEE SCOTT, Jr./£~T“

'The most fascinating
pe

story of the war"-^,^

RAYMOND MASSEY • ALAN HALE
ANDREA KING • JOHN RIDGELY

Directed by Robert Florey

Screen Play by Peter Milne & Abem Finkel • Music by Franz Waxman

Produced by

Robert Buckner
JACK L. WARNER

Executive Producer
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LIPSTICK
gives your lips the

lure men dream
about.

A Quality Lipstick

For Women Who
Want The Best,

in beautiful
NEW plastic

swivel case.

tax

• GOES ON SMOOTHIY
• STAYS ON LONGER
• DELICATELY PERFUMED
• SMART SHADES

No finer Lipstick at Any Price!

At your favorite chain, depart-

ment or drug store, with matching

rouge and other toiletries.

Carole Anne De Luxe One Dollar
(Plus Tax)

If your nearest toilet goods dealer is

temporarily out of Carole Anne Lipstick,

tell us your favorite shade, send twenty-

five cents, and we will send you o new
Carole Anne Swivel lipstick by return mail.

CAROLE ANNE COSMETICS
565 Fifth Avenue New York 17, N. Y.

Yvonne De Carlo, bright light of “Salome—Where She Danced”

( Continued from page 6) with his

blond head bobbing all over the place

like an animated chrysanthemum, stole

the show. Now there’s our vote for

the personality kid of the year.

Boys—Here's Your Gal: When the
Royal Canadian Air Force decides to

get behind a girl’s screen career—look

out! Even Hollywood producers listen,

and this time they took the advice of

twenty-one Canadian fliers and gave
Yvonne De Carlo the chance she de-
serves in pictures.

It all began when Paramount signed

the little dancer from Vancouver to re-

place Dottie Lamour and her sarong
when Dottie rebelled against South Sea
epics. But at the last minute Lamour
reconsidered, and Yvonne became only

a pin-up picture sent out to various

service men.
Finally Walter Wanger received a

joint letter from those Canadian lads

telling him why they thought Yvonne,
their favorite pin-up girl, should get

the role of Salome in his new picture,

“Salome—Where She Danced.” In-

trigued, Mr. Wanger saw and tested the

little blue-eyed brunette (a honey,
lads) and brother, those Royal Air
Force boys knew whereof they spoke.

Yvonne was so good she got the star-

ring role. And where she dances is

right where Dottie Lamour wears those

sarongs. Fellows, how do you spell a

long drawn out whistle?

By the way, Yvonne speaks French,
likes Shakespeare, has a clear olive

complexion, is now under contract to

Universal and boys—she’s beautiful;

she’s five feet four, she’s young, she’s
single—but maybe not for long, as Hank
Daniels put a ring on her finger just
the other day.

Cal Plays Cupid: He sat in a booth at

Romanoffs—a tall dark and handsome
young Navy officer who, it was obvious
by his ribbons and stripes, had seen
plenty of action. He was with his

father. Cal, in the next booth, didn’t
really mean to overhear their conver-
sation—about the three and a half years
of combat flying, about the girl who
haunted his dreams when the going was
toughest, about how he’d give anything
to meet her—just once.

Then she walked in—his dream girl,

June Allyson. The Navy Lieutenant
and his father stopped talking—and
looked. This was too much for Cal’s

romantic soul, so we forthwith sent
a little note to June (lunching with
Navy Lieut. Art Jarrett) asking her
to drop by our table. She did. The
miracle happened. Lieut. Ted Tuets-
berry met his dream face-to-face. His
dark eyes filled with wonder and he
stammered in gratitude.

Later we had them over to our house
and the boy’s father kept reiterating his

thanks. He told us about Ted, who
was attending Harvard when he joined

up and who was going back across

within a few days. The father had flown
out from their home town, Boston, to

be with his boy these few remaining
days. Only that morning Ted had tele-

phoned his mother in Boston.
“What are you doing in Hollywood

tonight, son?” ( Continued on page 10)
8



Of course you can't afford to lose

a week’s salary! But if you are

like many people you lose it just the

same. A nasty cold takes it right out

of your pocket. Fifty million people

"pay through the nose” every year!

... a crippling loss to industry, to

the war effort, and to you.

What can you do about it? Here
are a few helpful suggestions:

1. During the chilly months dress

adequately, eat moderately, take suf-

ficient exercise every day, and get

plenty of sleep. If you do catch cold

put yourself to bed and eat lightly.

2. Avoid people with colds and stay

out of crowds which number many
cold sufferers. 3. Avoid sudden tem-

perature changes, drafts, over-tired-

ness, and wet or cold feet which

Gargle LISTERINE

lower resistance.

Add to these intelligent precau-

tions another wise one—the system-

atic morning-and-night use of

Listerine Antiseptic as a gargle.

Remember, clinical tests made over

a twelve-year period reveal this im-

pressive result:

Fewer Colds for Listerine Users

in Tests

Those who gargled with Listerine Anti-

septic twice a day had fewer colds and
usually milder colds than those who did

not gargle . . . and fewer sore throats.

Here, we believe, is why Listerine is

so effective: It reaches way back on
throat surfaces to kill millions of those

potentially troublesome germs called

the Secondary Invaders (see panel at

right).

This germ-killing action may often

halt a "mass invasion” of the tissues

by these germs . . . sparing you the

siege of misery they so often produce.
So, remember ! Listerine Antiseptic

—

especially when you feel a cold com-
ing on!

LambertPharmacal Co., St. Louis , Mo.

Note How Listerine Gargle

Actual tests showed reductions of bac-
teria on mouth and throat surfaces rang-
ing up to 96.7% fifteen minutes after
the Listerfne Antiseptic gargle, and up
to 80% one hour after the gargle.

ANTISEPTIC for COLDS and SORE THROAT
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Check these facts with your Doctor

Douche thoroughly with
correct Lysol solution. Its
low “surface tension’*
means greater spreading
power which reaches
more deeply into folds
and crevices to search out
germs. Non-caustic—

Lysol is gentle in proper
dilution.Powerful—Lysol
is an efficient germicide.
Economical—small bottle
makes almost 4 gallons
of solution. Cleanly odor

FOR FEMININE HYGIENE USE

—disappears after use.
Deodorizes effectively.
Lasting — k e e p s full
strength even when un-
corked.

Mr. Chipmunk slipped in and captured
the full attention of Margaret O’Brien

( Continued from page 8) his mother
inquired.

Nonchalantly, never dreaming the
truth he spoke, Ted replied, “Oh, hav-
ing a date with June Allyson.”
And that’s the wonder of it all!

You May Want *o Know: The happiest
bride in town is Janie, nee little Joyce
Reynolds, who pleased her studio to

death by marrying Lieut. Robert Lewis
just when she was about to begin her
newest picture, “Janie Gets Married.”
And don’t try to tell us it was a pub-
licity stunt either. Cal saw Janie yes-
terday on the Warner lot and we’re here
to say she couldn’t have been more
glowing. . . .

The place to find John Loder at all

times is in that children’s playground
park on Olympic Boulevard. The actor
spends hours with his daughter, Dan-
ielle, child of a former marriage, while
his present wife, Hedy Lamarr, makes
her home in her studio bungalow on
the M-G-M lot. Hedy, who is expecting
a baby, is saving herself as much as
possible while making “Her Highness
And The Bellboy.”
The males are hitching their wagons

to two stars—Bing and Frankie, by
breaking into song in their newest pic-
tures. Paul Henreid will warble in

“The Spanish Main” and not that old
“ho ho ho and a bottle of rum” thing,

we are happy to announce. Dana An-
drews, who has a really fine baritone
voice, will sing the musical background
for his new picture “A Walk In The
Sun.” And from what Cal hears, the
lad may do musicals from now on. And
wait till you hear Sonny Tufts in

“Here Come The Waves”—or have you
seen the picture yet? There’s a profes-
sional finish to Tufts’ voice that makes
it worth listening to.

Mfliata SOURBALL I married

!

"That's my Bill — his own sweet self

again!” And Jane is forever grateful to

her doctor for telling her about Lysol dis-

infectant. Just as he said this effective

germ-killer cleanses thoroughly and de-

odorizes. Yet Lysol solution is gentle for

douching; won’t harm sensitive vaginal

tissues—simply follow directions. Says

Jane, “Lysol’s easy to use. Inexpensive,

too. And it really works— I know!”

"He has no reason to shout at me so!”

Jane kept telling herself. But there was a

deep, hidden reason for Bill’s sharp words

!

Something he hinted one day. Puzzled,

Jane rushed to her doctor’s. “Yes, it could

be your own fault,” he said. “A wife’s one

neglect—carelessness about feminine hy-

giene—can very often ruin even the hap-

piest marriage.” Then he advised Lysol

—used by so many modern wives.

Copr. 1946, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp.

BOP For new FREE booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or

letter to Dept. A-45, Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Avenue, New York 22, N. Y.

BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS

correction... lies a

10



INSIDE STUFF

Then back he scurried to his mistress,

“National Velvet” find, Elizabeth Taylor

Comments: Even though Tallulah
Bankhead has been raving about Bill

Eythe and rooting for him to get the

lead in Somerset Maugham’s “The Ra-
zor’s Edge”—he’s not the new thrill.

In fact, Bill isn’t being anybody’s spe-
cial thrill at the moment. Very much
playing the femme field . . . Joan Ed-
wards is rapidly getting her salary into

the Sinatra brackets ... By the way,
you can add Cary Grant to the rabid

fans of Frankie-boy. Thinks he’s ter-

rific and says so at the drop of a record.

. . . Not supposed to be known—but
Gene Tierney didn’t dye her hair for

“A Bell For Adano”—she’s wearing a

blonde wig . . . Poor Veronica Lake

—

she got a terrible case of flu the second
day of her honeymoon. Bridegroom
Andre De Toth spent most of his time
rushing to the corner for pills.

That Stroke: Ed (Archie) Gardner
and bathing beauty Esther Williams got

to arguing the other day about va-
rious swimming strokes. Gardner kept
insisting that a certain stroke should
be done his way—and not the way
Esther, the swimming champ, kept tell-

ing him it should be done. Ed even got

up in a chair and made wild gestures
to illustrate his point and prove he was
right. “Tell you what,” said Esther,

“you come up to my house and demon-
strate all that in my pool.”

“Me?” cried Gardner. “I can’t swim!”

Town Data: Deanna Durbin and Steve
Crane still twoing around Mocambo
and other places—but then Deanna
“twos” with a lot of beaus . . . Rosa-
lind Russell, up and around after a long
siege with illness, looking right smart
and healthy at La Rue with her favorite

Major—Freddie Brisson . . . Donald
O’Connor expected to be out of the
Army with a medical discharge any

This message published at the request of the Surgeon General, United States Army.

Nurses!

Your Country Must Have You !

18,000 Registered Nurses are desperately needed by the United

States Army immediately ! It’s a matter of life or death for the

men at all fronts.

Every hour you wait, some wounded boy loses forever his

chance for full recovery!

When you join the U. S. Army Nurse Corps, civilian patients

may suffer additional discomfort and pain.

But if you do not join, you know that your refusal has

sentenced men to death . . . men whom your skill and knowl-

edge could have helped to save,

SIGN with the U. S. Army Nurse Corps . . . and sign TODAY

!

If you are a Registered Nurse under 45 years of age, join the

U. S. Army Nurse Corps at once!

If you are a Senior Cadet Nurse, serve your final six months
in an Army Hospital.

If you are untrained, take a home nursing or nurses’ aide

course.

U. S. ARMY NURSE CORPS
See your local Red Cross Chapter -for full information and

application blank. Or write the Surgeon General, U. S. Army,

Washington 25, D. C.

i f

'
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In World War I

Army Nurses

"discovered
” Kotex

The wonderful

«,squ,cU,no..o«d
byA^

vi!tea (W
could^eke excellent sanitary pads

end, were

Ne„ reSnenreul, 1^ ,0(Jay Kotex bring, ,»« »»"”

tures were pertec ea

and lasting comtort. ^ ^
No monder more momen choose Ko««

than all other brands of

sanitary napkins put together.

*T. M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.
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Protect your natural SWEET SELF with NEW

ODORO-DO
CREAM DEODORANT

Lady
,
you re sweet. So is your dress.

But it may rob you of your dain-

tiness and charm by imprisoning

and building-up offensive, under-

arm perspiration odor.

Stop this threat to your Sweet Self

before you dress with fast-acting,

long-lasting Odorono . . . the new
cream deodorant that works to pro-

tect you faster than you can slip on
your slip!

The new Odorono Cream Deodor-
ant contains science’s most effective

perspiration stopper . .
.
protects you

against perspiration troubles up to

three days.

Be Just as Sweet After You Dress with

Soothing, smoothing . . . the new
Odorono Cream Deodorant does

not irritate your skin. Prevents per-

spiration stains, will not harm fine

fabrics. Can be used right after shav-

ing. No waiting to dry. Will not turn

gritty in jar.

So before you think of what dress

to wear . . . think of your Sweet Self

. . . use new, snowy-white Odorono
Cream Deodorant for instant, full,

long-lasting
protection.

39c. Also
59c & 10c.

(Plus Fed. Tax)

moment . . . June Allyson went to the
“Winged Victory” opening with Peter
Lawford; Jeanne Crain with Paul
Brooke—they’re getting really serious.
Little June Haver with Bill Eythe . . .

George Raft is in the midst of a ter-
rific new crush—it’s Ann Jeffreys, the
gal who got to neck with Frankie
Sinatra in that telephone-booth scene
in “Step Lively”—remember?

Success Song: One of these days you’ll
be hearing of a singer named Virginia
Paris—and there are those who think
someday she'll be as great a voice and
just as famous as Marian Anderson.
And here’s the little human interest
story behind Virginia’s story. She
used to be (until three months ago)
Loretta Young’s maid! For weeks, Vir-
ginia was going down to the Hollywood

Two on the young-and-popular list— '

Bill Eythe on a date with June Haver

Canteen and singing for the service
men—scoring a solid hit each time. And
all this time, she was still working for A
Loretta. Cal discovered that Loretta
and her husband, Col. Tom Lewis, had
been giving the girl plenty of encour- 1

agement and help (and you know what
it means to give up a good maid these'fl

days) with the result that just recently
the gal left the Lewises and gave her
first big concert at an auditorium in

Los Angeles. Also, two major studios
are interested in her. How’s that for a
success story?

Why, Gary: Gary Cooper never did
think he was a Bing or a Sinatra—or a

Roy Rogers—but when they wanted
him to give out with the notes in his

role of Melody Jones in his new West-
ern, “Along Came Jones,” Gary said

he’d take a chance. Singing for the
first time on-screen, he thought he’d
better record about twenty verses of an
old --wboy ditty—so he did just that.



INSIDE STIFF

ie was so pleased with the results that

re took the record home and played it

or his wife and seven-year-old daugh-
er, Maria. When the “concert” was
rver, Maria turned to Gary and chirped,

‘Daddy, do all cowboys sound like you
—or were you really riding a horse

vhen you made the record?” Gary now
mows all about DEflation!

Here assd There: Anne Baxter and Bill

Eythe suddenly found themselves

n Palm Springs at the same time, en-

joying a little vacation. So they went
stepping and wound up by winning a

waltz contest at a night spot at that

iresort. But John Hodiak is still top

nan with Anne—even though her ma
, s said to object to her marrying at this

point . . . Next time Ella Raines orders

any furniture especially made to her

How fitting, now that

music fills the soft spring

nights and city lights

bloom beneath a

tranquil sky, to herald

earth grown gay

again with "Bond Street”

. . . the great perfume

by Yardley which

Cake-cutters: Vivian Blaine at her
recent wedding to agent Manny Frank

desired measurements, she’ll do a little

measuring around the house first—you
can bet. She just about wept when an
oversized bed, which she had ordered
and waited months and months for,

finally ar-rived. It was too large, not

only to go through her bedroom door,

but any door in the house! . . . Lynn
Bari has been taking flying lessons

regularly from her test-pilot spouse,

Sid Luft . . . The Rita Hayworth-Orson
Welles baby, Rebecca, has coal-black
hair—just like her Mama’s really is.

A Chat with Aunt Cissy: We liked

Joan Blondell so much as Aunt Cissy
in “A Tree Grows In Brooklyn” we
marched over to the set of “Two-Faced
Quilligan” to tell her so. The talk finally

got ’round to her two children, Norman
aged ten and Ellen just six.

To our notion, Joan Blondell is the
epitome of modern motherhood. There’s
so much joy of living in the woman, it’s

reflected in the children themselves.

has graced so many such

romantic seasons.

For added witchery, its

scent enhances Yardley

"English Complexion"

powder and lipstick.

BOND STREET" P«rfwn«:

*13 .50 , 58 . 50. 54 .50 , $2.50 .

Powder: 8 "English Com-

plexion" shades, $1. Lipstick:

In smart-for-spring colors, $1

ADD 20% FEDERAL TAX

k
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# 4 times as many doctors prefer Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil as any other

baby oil or lotion.

sfc Over 4 times as many hospitals use Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil as all other'

baby oils and lotions combined.

* Mothers prefer it by far— Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil outsells all other"

baby oils and lotions combined.
•According to aurveyi

n^rmsn drmssPTic za bv oi
Mo*t baby spec!. ..Is also prefer MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY POWDER*

• To help keep your baby’s skin healthy and
smooth, no other baby oil or lotion can match
the wonderful record of Mennen Antiseptic

Baby Oil— used with excellent results on
millions of babies for the past 12 years!

Daily use of Mennen oil on your baby will

help prevent diaper rash, scalded buttocks,

itching, smarting, impetigo and many other

skin troubles. There is only one best oil for

your baby’s delicate skin—

George Murphy prefers to watch the
gay goings-on from a table at Mocambo

For instance, there’s little Normie’s
recent heart affair and Joan’s sympa-
thetic understanding of it. Little Miss
Murphy, aged eleven, the object of

Normie’s affection, is hall monitor at

the Gardner Street school and Normie
can hardly bear the way he loves her.

He hadn’t even spoken to her, of course.

One Sunday he announced to his

mother his intention of calling on his

girl. Joan approved and even suggested
Norman bring her back for lunch.
At one o’clock he telephoned his

mother he was hungry. And no, he
hadn’t yet got the courage to go up to

the house. He was telephoning from a

pay booth. At two he called back. The
situation had remained the same.

“Just where are you, Normie?” Joan
asked. He was on a terrace across the
street from the house and just couldn’t

move either way—toward her house or

his house. So Joan wrapped up a lunch
of milk and cold chicken and delivered
it to her love-sick son.

“Go away now, please,” he begged.
“She might see you bringing my lunch.”
At six he returned, a Romeo defeated

by timidity, but the next week Joan
took matters in hand, called up the
Murphy miss and invited her to lunch.
And now the romance is blooming.

Ellen is the stoic type and refuses to

mention or discuss the accident that

befell her several months ago when a

ferocious dog attacked her.

Recently Joan dressed in her newest
formal for a party and strolled in to

bid them goodnight. Normie whistled
and Ellen, surveying her mother with
approval, leaned over and advised in a

whisper: “Mommy, when you get where
you’re going, drop your handkerchief.”
“They are beginning to live now,”

Joan says, and one can almost feel the

joy of sharing life with them that be- f

longs to this vibrantly alive woman.

J



INSIDE STUFF

'un at the Troeadero—Carmen Miranda
nd Ray Bolger clown and dance

Love and Romance: Cutest thing in the

voria the way Grace McDonald fusses

round that motel cottage keeping house
or her new husband, Lieut. Ralph
Jreene. Only place in Southern Cali-

ornia the couple could find to live . . .

Jyrna Loy will be the bride of Navy
laptain Gene Markey before summer
nd the betting that Clark Gable will

urely marry Mrs. Dolly O’Brien of

lew York and Florida is hot and heavy
n Hollywood. Cal asked him point

dank about the lovely Mrs. O’Brien
several years older than Clark as were
wo of his other wives) and all we got

or our pains was that famous grin . . .

'or the benefit of Van Johnson fans let

|t be said he’s afraid of girls. Says so

limself. The minute things begin get-

ing serious the lad seems to crawl
within himself. Is there a psycho

-

nalyst in the house? . . . Alexander
Knox

„
(Wilson) tells us his marriage

o Doris Nolan wasn’t one of those
luick-quick-to-the-preacher things at

11. They simply carried on their court-
hip at home instead of the Strip night
lubs, and took only Barry Sullivan

[into their confidence . . . The good-
aoking brunette beauty who was seen
Verywhere with Richard Jaeckel while
on furlough from the Merchant Marine
/as his mother Millicent, and what’s

; lore Richard intends to keep her the
me, too. Chatted with Millicent the
ay after Richard unexpectedly popped

1 1 from sea and what a happy, happy
/oman. She loves him too, girls . . .

lal heard that Farley Granger isn’t too
nappy over June Haver’s interest in
Jill Eythe, but maybe it’s just one of

hose interludes until Farley returns,
ffter all, June is so very young. And
iretty . . . Jeanne Crain and Paul
Irooke are so serious friends are won-
'ering about Pvt. Lon McCallister who
ised to be top man with Jeanne.

Time out for 30 seconds—

to keep you from dancing

your charm away!

Away with you—before underarm odor has

a chance to spoil your fun! What good

would sweet music be if your dancing part-

ner gave you the cold shoulder—and every-

one but you knew the reason why?

Mum to the rescue! And not too late even

though you’re dressed. Isn’t it well worth

30 seconds to guard your after-bath fresh-

ness with Mum? No risk now of underarm

odor to come!

On with the dance—you’re near and you’re

dear to the one you love! And you’re tak-

ing no chances with happiness like that.

Not while there’s Mum to keep you sweet

and dainty—to win you encores the whole

evening long!

MUM’S QUICK — Only 30 seconds to use Mum.
Even after you’re dressed, even when you’re busy,

you still have time for Mum.
MUM’S SAFE—Won’t irritate skin. Won’t harm

fabrics, says American Institute of Laundering,

MUM S CERTAIN —Mum works instantly. Keeps

you bath-fresh for a whole day or evening. Get

Mum today. • . .

Product of Bristol-Myers

For Sanitary Napkins—Mum is so gentle, safe, depend-

able that thousands of women use it this way, too.

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF
PERSPIRATION



. . . Owes its

to its consistent

fine flavor

•3
Ît’s a delight to bathe the light way . . . with

Tre-Jur's light bath luxuries, Tre-Jur Bubble Foam and

Bath Powder. They’re pure, fine; a scoopful of

Bubble Foam makes a tubful of dancing, caressing bubbles

.... and there’s not a speck of

“weighting” in the powder! You’ll be

delighted with their quality, and the

joy they add to your bathing!

TRE-JUR BATH POWDER, with fluffy

lamb’s-wool puff.TRE-JUR BUBBLE FOAM,
with wooden scoop. Triple-scented with Gar-

denia, Carnatian, Apple Blossom

rijjfe-Scented

TRE-JUR

INSIDE STUFF

Events of the Month: The town grieve;
with Paulette Goddard over the loss o
her expected child due in three mori
months. And they despaired over he:

life for a time with Paulette uncon-
scious for days . . . Deanna Durbin re-

ceived her final divorce papers but stil

hasn’t settled her heart on any oni

man. But Donna Reed, who divorcee
make-up man Bill Tuttle in Mexico, i:

said to be smitten with Tony Owens
A possible plot to kidnap Betty Gra-

ble was overheard in a cocktail bar anc

reported to the police, but the womar
who had been annoying Joan Crawforc
in the belief Joan had adopted her chile

finally got into the house and had to be

chased up and down stairs before the

police caught up with her . . . Bob Hope
was awarded the Poor Richard 1941

gold medal of achievement in recogni-

tion of a fine job in entertaining Amer-
ican troops on the fighting front.

Our Boys in Service: To date the star:

in the Screen Actor’s Guild service fla{

number 1427 and with the reclassifica-

tion hundreds more, including Dan;
Andrews and Vincent Price, will joir

the ranks.
Seaman Jackie Cooper was sent of

to Pearl Harbor where he’ll join or-

chestra leader Claude Thornhill, Den-
nis Day and others in a service uni

to tour the Pacific.

Lieut, (j.g.) Richard Ney was almos
certain to have been at Luzon al

through the bitterest action. At hom;
Louise Allbritton is winning salvo:

for appealing nightly at the Biltmor;

Theater with the combat casualty boy:

from Birmingham Hospital who ar<|

putting on the play “Personal Appear
ance.” Proceeds go to the March o

Dimes, but think what it’s doing for th<

hopes and morale of the boys, too.

Chief Boatswain’s Mate Cesar Ro-

mero, after nine months aboard a Navj
attack transport, is in town again serf

ously courting Virginia Bruce. *

Richard Denning recently volun-

teered for submarine duty and is nov

with an underseas squadron . . . Lieuf

Van Heflin is in an Army hospital ii

this country after combat duty ii

Europe . . . Peter Van Eyck, statione;

in Maryland, has been commissioned ;

lieutenant in the Intelligence Dept'

Peter, German born, became natural-

ized before entering the Army.

Ouch: The scene was the men’s make I

up room at Paramount and the younjf

man sat miserably while the barbe:

thinned his eyebrows and raised hi

hairline at least an inch and a half b’|

literally yanking out each hair.

Bing, the casual, wandered in anti

stood looking down at the wretchecl

young man whom he recognized a; I

Andy Russell. “Well, well,” said Bing I

“so they finally get a singer with hai:[

and darned if they don’t pull it out oj

his head by the roots.”



FISH KENTUCKY TANGY TARTAR SAUCE

Dip cleaned, whole small
fish (or fish fillets) in 1 cup of
milk seasoned with 1

p

2 tsps.

salt. Roll in a mixture of cup
flour and P2 cup corn meal. Fry
in inch sizzling hot Mazola
at moderate temperature until
nicely brown. Turn only once.

Place 1 egg yolk, Fz tsp.

paprika, 1 tsp. salt and 1 tbsp.

vinegar in a bowl. Whip until

light in color and thick. Con-
tinue beating and add 1 cups
Mazola, a tablespoon at a time,
beating well after each addi-
tion. Add 1 more tbsp. vinegar
and beat again ’til thick. Stir
in 1 tbsp. chopped parsley, 1

tbsp. onion juice, 2 tbsp.

India relish. Makes 1%
cups sauce.

FRENCH FRIED ONION
RINGS

New, jiffy-quick recipe
makes them lighter.

Cut 3 large on ions in

inch slices; separate into
rings. Dip rings in flour,

seasoned with 1 teaspoon
salt; then in milk; again
in flour. Drop several
rings at a time into hot
Mazola

,

three inches deep
in a kettle, heated to
375°F. Keep rings sepa-
rated. Fry golden brown, '

about 1J4 to 2 minutes.
Drain on unglazed paper
or paper towels. Serves 4.

entUcL
SyrUrln

FRENCH DRESSING re
*»c/,

PurThis/res/idressingmakes
salad so much more de-
licious! Combine in a
pint jar or bottle: j/j cup
vinegar, 1 cup Mazola, 1
tsp. paprika, 1 tsp. salt,
Y
/j tsp. pepper, 2 tsps.

sugar

,

1 )^2 tsp . on ionju ice,

1V2 tsp. dry mustard.
Cover, shake until well
mixed. Chill. Makes
cups of salad dressing.

"gu.,

Co
''“'if/

PHn

© Corn Products Sales Co

Fry the first Spring catch, (or boneless fish fillets), with
a golden crust to break underyour fork and savory tender-

ness inside. Serve with your own home-made, tangy Tartar
sauce—and French fried onion rings, piping hot, delicious.

What a dinner! Deep fried to perfection in pure Mazola.
This golden oil, with its delicate, delicious flavor, also makes
tempting fresh salad dressings, smooth cream sauces, won-
derful hot breads.Yes—Mazola makes so many good things

!

m
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leaves your hair

lustrous, yet so easy

to manage

!

Only Drene with Hair Conditioner

reveals up to 33% more lustre than soap

. . . yet leaves hair so easy to arrange

so alluringly smooth!

Want all your hair-dos to look glamorous? Then be a

"Drene Girl!” Always use Drene Shampoo with Hair

Conditioner. No other shampoo . . . not a soap in the world

. . . can make your hair look so lovely!

Reveals far more lustre than any cake soap or liquid

soap shampoo. For Drene never leaves any dulling film, as

all soaps do, to rob your hair of its lustrous beauty ! Drene
reveals up to 33% more lustre than any kind of soap.

Leaves hair so manageable ! Now that the new, im-

proved Drene contains a wonderful hair conditioner, it

leaves hair far silkier, smoother, easier to manage . . . right

after shampooing!

Removes every bit of dandruff the very first time you
use it! So insist on Drene with Hair Conditioner ... or ask

your beauty shop to use it!

F110M THE GIRLS WHO KNOW!
Lisa Fonssagrives . .

.
glamorous New York

fashion model. Cover Girl and "Drene Girl”

. . . shows you (above) her lovely new eve-

ning hair-do for spring! The adorable hair-do

gadget is just wired ribbon, bent into shape,

then covered with flowers. Your milliner

can do it! The shining smoothness of Lisa’s

hair is due to Drene Shampoo with Hair
Conditioner, which she always uses. No
other shampoo leaves hair so lustrous, yet

so easy to manage!

Tonight . . . don’t put it off . . . shampoo your
hair the new glamour way! Get the combina-
tion of beauty benefits found only in Drene
with Hair Conditioner ! is' Extra lustre ... up
to 33% more than with soap or soap sham-
poos ! Manageable hair . . . easy to comb
into smooth shining neatness! U' Complete
removal of dandruff

!

Ask for Drene Shampoo
with Hair Conditioner

!

Lisa adores hair-do gadgets!
But say s, "make sure that they,
and your hair-do, too, match
the mood of your
Every hair in place is her
first rule for a smart hair-do.

And, says Lisa, "for shining-
smooth, manageable hair
there’s no shampoo like Drene
with Hair Conditioner I” iSdTuTMWITH HAIR CONDITIONER

*0 . iFCitumto. .V/
^ iotfinsio—^ Product of Procter & Gamble



A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two cheeks, very good; three checks, outstanding

WV ^ Tree Grows In Brooklyn (20th Century-Fox)

II—
|
OW a more humanly tender story could

® ' be told with its hundreds of little

tendrils reaching into the corner of every
heart, we can’t imagine. For here is every-
thing—tenderness, pathos, reality, humor
and the plain ugliness of plain ugly living

with each character living his role, exactly
as described by Betty Smith in her novel.

Dorothy McGuire is “Mama,” growing
cold and bitter under the strain of poverty
and stress. The childbirth scene between
Miss McGuire and her daughter is one of

the finest ever shown on a screen, to our
mind, and how magnificently Peggy Ann
Garner as Francie rises to meet it. In fact,

we can’t conceive of any other Francie than
the plain but deeply intuitive little Garner
miss who seems to feel every ache and
sorrow of Francie.

Fleeting, heart-gripping scenes keep
passing in review as we write. Jimmy
Dunn is a magnificent Johnny, a man of

|
T’S a musical—different, appealing and

” strangely warming in its quaint little

way, adorned with Rita Hayworth’s beauty,
enhanced with the dancing of an amazing
blond young man named Marc Platt and
silhouetted against the early bombings of
London. Based on the play, “Heart Of A
City” by Lesley Storm, which revealed the
true story of a London theater that stayed
open during the raids with the cast living in
the theater, the story occasionally veers off

to the unbelievable, but happily skips over
these rough spots to be on its way again.

Janet Blair is fair as Rita’s buddy but
Lee Bowman as her Royal Air Force beau
is handsome and fetching even if his act-

weakness and charm who finally withers
and dies when responsibility becomes an
unconquerable ogre. And Joan Blondell
as Aunt Cissy—how right she is in this role

of the much-married but seldom-divorced
member of the family. Ted Donaldson as
Neeley Nolan is more likable than ever and
a mighty fine actor at that for a kid. John
Alexander as Steve, Cissy’s milkman hus-
band; Lloyd Nolan as the smitten police
officer; James Gleason as the saloon keeper,
and so many others, offer gems of per-
formances.
Unlike the book, the film ends with the

children not yet grown, but this is a com-
mendable rather than objectionable fea-
ture, for the picture is already overlong.
But despite its length, you’ll find it done
as you would have it. And what higher
praise could any picture have?

Your Reviewer Says: A gem of sincerity.

ing capabilities aren’t taxed too seriously.
Glimpsed briefly is Stephen Crane as

Bowman’s pal. Remember him as Lana’s
ex?
Very good are Florence Bates as May

Tolliver who manages the theater, Profes-
sor Lamberti as the xylophone comic,
Leslie Brooks as Angela, Dusty Anderson
as Toni and Ernest Cossart as Sam Royce.

Occasionally the color seems slightly

mildewed and the sets haphazard, but on
the whole it’s a sightly little show. And
oh yes, watch out for the Platt lad.

Your Reviewer Says: Music against the hor-
ror of war.

Bouquet : Peggy Ann Garner and Dorothy
McGuire in “A Tree Grows In Brooklyn”

Beauty in the blitz: Rita Hayworth, Lee
Bowman in “Tonight And Every Night”

^ Tonight And Every Night (Columbia)

^ Roughly Spe;

|
OUISE RANDALL PIERSON’S widely
read autobiography takes on consider-

able life with Rosalind Russell a perfect
Louise and Jack Carson a fabulous Harold.
There is charm galore in the episodic story
that suffers unnecessarily from the over-
crowding of too much material into a
picture that is overlong.
The story picks up halfway through with

Jack Carson’s entry into the film. The
predicaments, the trials and tribulations of
this woman and her brood of five somehow
always seem comical through her indomit-
able spirit of optimism.
Her get-up-and-do and her almost pixie-

like habit of stomping over imaginary
rainbows appeal to the risibles and Rosa-
lind has never been better, believe us.

ting (Warners)

Donald Woods is perfect as the man who
endured for ten years but could take it

no longer.
The children who progress through vari-

ous stages of awkward growth are by far
the most natural group of screen children
seen in ages. They eventually develop
into Robert Hutton, Andrea King, John
Sheridan, Jean Sullivan and Robert Arthur
—and all are splendid.
Carson is magnificent. The screen seems

empty during his absences. Ann Doran as
Rosalind’s friend is likable. In short, every
member of the cast seems exactly chosen,
a fact that adds considerably to the
authentic charm of the story.

Your Reviewer Says: A delight.
Fun with drama—Rosalind Russell and
Jack Carson in “Roughly Speaking”

For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performances See Page 21

For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 132

For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 22 J SaCf/Vfl



^ Hangover Square
(20lli Century-Fox)

MAYBE we’re wrong but we enjoy so
much these goose-pimply thrillers

when well done, we couldn't resist our
best-of-the-month approval for this one
so expertly played by our late friend,

Laird Cregar. Perhaps it was this, his last

performance, that swayed us. Neverthe-
less we feel this is an outstanding and
gripping film due to the superb job of

picture craftsmanship, the logical enough
reason that revolves the man Cregar into

a monster that even he has no memory of,

once normalcy returns, and the wonder-
fully quiet authority of George Sanders
as the Scotland Yard psychiatrist. And for

good measure, there’s Linda Darnell’s play-
ing of the sex-laden gal whose own antics

prove her undoing.
Director John Brahm deserves credit for

keeping the tension high as well as high
class with few let downs. But it’s Cregar
who gives the key performance that un-
locks the door to an evening well worth
while—providing you like chillers.

Your Reviewer Says: You’ll shiver ‘n’ quiver.

^ Objective Burma
(Warners)

B
ASED on an actual event in the unbe-
lievable horror of jungle warfare in the

South Pacific, “Objective Burma” is an ex-
citing story calmly told. The writers and
director fortunately had the good sense
to let the deed clang its own bell of excite-

ment and bravery while the men who
brought it about behave as normal, quiet
human beings who have a job to do and
do it. There are few flags waved, few
patriotic speeches and almost no false

heroics, and therein lies the strength of
the film. Errol Flynn, too, has been con-
siderably tamed in his singlehanded war-
winning antics. There’s a pleasant quiet-
ness about Flynn that amounts almost to
a self-effacement in its subordination to
story that adds enormously to his stature.
There are so many meritorious perform-

ances, it’s difficult to list them all. We espe-
cially liked Jim Brown as Sgt. Treacy. It’s

by far his best job to date and now surely
his studio will do something big for him.
William Prince will be remembered a long
time as Lt. Jacobs, the history teacher who
suffers so horribly at the hands of the Japs.
John Alvin, George Tobias, Dick Erdman
and others are a part of this group who
endure and perform as men and not heroes.
Henry Hull as the newspaper correspond-
ent and Warner Anderson as Col. Car-
ter are particularly fine.

We recommend it as one of the best of
its kind—the kind we Americans on the
home front should see and think about.

Your Reviewer Soys: Superb.

^ Bring on The Girls

(Paramount)
LI ERE’S a studio that seems to have lost
* ' its touch with musicals—or so it seems
to our anxious-to-be-entertained taste at

least. And why is this, with all those
peoples and songs and sets and everything,
including Veronica Lake? For instance,
there’s Eddie Bracken and Sonny Tufts
with practically all the Navy behind them.
And Marjorie Reynolds looking like a
dream walking, dancing, singing and just
being beautiful in Technicolor. But for all

this, it should have been better.

Anyway, Eddie is a comical sort of scion
who joins the Navy because all the girls

want to marry him for his money. Sonny

Tufts goes along as sort of chaperone which
is no way to win wars and you know it.

Anyhow, Eddie gets mixed up with
Veronica, Sonny’s ex-sweetie, until along
comes Marjorie Reynolds, also wealthy,
but just singing in night clubs for the heck
of it. Anyway, it all gets straightened
out but we never do, it’s so cornily in-
volved.
We are crazy over a lad called Johnnie

Coy who dances like a blue whiz. And is

he ka-ute? We liked Spike Jones’s version
of “Chloe” too. He’s so nuts with such
divine charm. In fact, we liked it all but
the corn. Or maybe you’re a vegetarian.

Your Reviewer Soys: It’s purty, all right.

^ What A Blonde (RKO)

WHAT’S got into everybody this month?
Comics who have been dull for ages

suddenly come to life and Leon Errol, as
a harassed man with five chorus girl cuties
living in his house, is very funny at times
as a share-your-car-driver who suddenly
finds himself a share-your-home husband
whose wife returns unexpectedly.
Of course Errol really doesn’t know the

girls are there until the man who can
aid him in securing necessary raw ma-
terial (all material here is a little raw)
wanders in about the time wifie does. So
there he is and so are you—stuck with
a silly story that grows fairly comical as
time progresses.

Your Reviewer Says: Don’t be so fussy.

^ This Man’s Navy (M-G-M)

IT was inevitable and properly fitting that
I the LTA, Lighter-Than-Air service,

should come in for its share of glory in this

man’s war and so we are told at last the

p

M

M

irresistible lips are

There’s lure for him

in the rich smouldering tone of

IRRESISTIBLE FUCHSIA PLUM...

in the velvety s-m-o-o-t-h-n-e-s-s

of your lips kept irresistible with

IRRESISTIBLE LIPSTICK. WHIP-TEXT

to be creamy-soft,

non-drying, longer-lasting.

Matching rouge and powder. M

wears

fuchsia plum
WHIP-TEXT TO STAY ON L0NGER...S-M-0-0-T-H-E-R! A TOUCH OF IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME ASSURES GLAMOUR
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part played by blimps in sinking sub-
marines, rescuing wrecked planes and
crews and performing other vital duties.

The story that surrounds the activities

of this little-known branch of the service

is heavier than lead, however, and relates

the experiences of a hard-boiled but
imaginative veteran of LTA, Wally Beery,
assigned to training young recruits in this

war. His bragging of a mythical wife and
son are brought into reality when his fond-
ness for young Tom Drake, a cripple,

leads him to exploit him as his own boy.
A successful operation results in Drake
joining the LTA, becoming an officer, fall-

ing in love, winning a somewhat unmerited
reward but eventually coming through in

a thrilling cloud-hopping climax.
Jan Clayton is pretty as the girl, James

Gleason excellent as Beery’s skeptical pal

and, incidentally, this is one step forward
for that personable young actor, Tom
Drake.

Your Reviewer Says: Information in a pleas-
urable capsule.

^ Pan-Americana (RKO)

HERE we go below the border again, so

involved in love and molasses it’s like

pulling one’s foot from wet cement. But it’s

fun, too, with Audrey Long pretending to

be in love with Philip Terry so, as she
explains it, she won’t have to wrestle all

the way to South America where her real

fiance, Marc Cramer, is waiting.

Phillip, a photographer, Audrey and Eve
Arden are off on a tour of the South Amer-
ican Republics for the purpose of doing a
magazine feature on “our good neighbors,”
bless their patient souls, and it’s on this

trip that all the bending of Cupid’s arrows
takes place. ( Continued on page 126)

Best Pictures of the Month

A Tree Grows In Brooklyn

Tonight And Every Night

Objective Burma

Roughly Speaking

Hangover Square

Best Performances

Peggy Ann Garner in
rfA Tree Grows In Brooklyn”

James Dunn in

"A Tree Grows In Brooklyn”

Dorothy McGuire in

"A Tree Grows In Brooklyn”

Joan Blondell in

"A Tree Grows In Brooklyn”

Errol Flynn in

"Objective Burma”

Rita Hayworth in

"Tonight And Every Night”

Rosalind Russell in

"Roughly Speaking”

Jack Carson in

"Roughly Speaking”

Laird Cregar in

"Hangover Square”

See and feel your skin

become fresher, clearer,

younger-textured

!

I
don’t just SAY that Lady

Esther 4-Purpose Face Cream

does wonderful things for your

ski#. I PROVE it— prove it by

means of the “Patch Test”!

Just choose a part of your face

that is too oily, or too dry— or

where you have a few blackheads

or big pores. Rub Lady Esther

Face Cream on that one part of

your face, and wipe it off. Wipe it

off completely. Then see how that

patch of skin gleams with new

brightness and clarity! Touch it—

feel how the dry little flakes are

gone!

What happens to that small

patch of skin will happen to your

entire face when you use Lady

Esther Face Cream. For it does the

h things your skin needs most for

beauty! (1) It thoroughly cleans

your skin. (2) It softens your skin.

(3) It helps nature refine the pores.

(4) It leaves a smooth, perfect base

for powder.

Make the Tonight!

You’ll never believe the difference a single

application of Lady Esther Face Cream can

make in the appearance of your skin— until

you see it for yourself. So get a jar and make

the “Patch Test” tonight. See living proof that

this one cream is all you need for a softer,

smoother skin— a dazzling-fresh skin!

4-Purpose Face Cream

MY ONE CREAM INSTANTLY

BEAUTIFIES YOUR SKIN — AND

THE PROVES IT!
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I WHEN NATUBE
'

1ETS ME DOWN?

r//

You watch the calendar, of
8 coarse, but nature doesn’t. Plans
“ are often upset by menstrual pain.

| So get Midol before your next

|
period. Have comfort handy!
Take a tablet at the first sign

| of suffering. See how speedily

jj
Midol relieves your functional

1 distress—cramps, menstrual head-

i ache and blues. Millions of girls

® and women rely on Midol every

j month because they find it so
effe«ive and know
lX is "OC

,

narcotic.#Guor
*

edb;\
fe Get Midol at any (Good Housekeeping

j
* drugstore, now.

I
MIDOL

§|
Used more than all other products offered

H exclusively to relieve menstrual suffering

I CRAMPS HEADACHE BIUES

FREE CATALOG
Finest quality. Over 300 artistic designs. Write

for our attractive free catalog and select a

beautiful pin or rin* for jrour class or club.

Oopt. J, Metal Arts Co., Rochester 5, N. Y.
]

GRAY HAIR
KILLS

ROMANCE
You know gray hair spells

I the end of romance! Yet you
fare afraid to color your hair

I

—afraid people will know!
These fears are old fash-

! ioned! With Mary T. Gold-
! man’s scientific color-control

j

you can transform gray.
!
bleached or faded hair to the

j
natural-looking shade you
desire—quickly, or so pad-

, ually your closest friends
• won’t guess! Pronounced
|
safe by leading medical au-
thoritiesfno skin test needed).
Inexpensive, easy to apply.

Millions have found new hair beauty by
using Mary T. Goldman's. Buy a bottle of
Mary T. Goldman’s today at drug or dept,
store on money-back guarantee. For free
sample, mail coupon below.

Mary T. Goldman Co., 508 Goldman Bldg.
St.Paul 2,Minn.Send freesample.Checkcolor.

Black Dark Brown Light Brown
Medium Brown Blonde Auburn

Name

Ifl Address

City State

Donald Duck goes visiting south of the border in
Disney’s Technicolor delight, “The Three Caballeros”

BRIEF REVIEWS
V'VV INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED
VV INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

VINDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

ALASKA—Monogram: Kent Taylor plays the heroic

lead in a Jack London story of the gold-mine era in

Alaska and he has quite a time of it, getting arrested

for the murder of two claim jumpers, falling in love

with Margaret Lindsay, who’s married to John Car-
radine, and mixing it up with Nils Asther. Dean
Jagger is the U. S. marshal. (Jan.)

ty'BELLE OF THE YUKON—International: De-
spite the cast, Randy Scott, Gypsy Rose Lee, Dinah
Shore, Bob Burns and William Marshall, this little

Yukon number all about dance hall romances and
stolen gold that isn’t really stolen is a disappointing

show, although everyone tried very, very hard. Dinah
Shore sings several numbers with her Visual appeal.

(Feb.)

^BETWEEN TWO WOMEN—M-G-M : Van John-
son takes over in the Dr. Kildare series as Dr. Red
Adams, and is very likable in the role of the young
medico who solves the case of why night club enter-

tainer Gloria De Haven can’t eat. Marilyn Maxwell,
who tries to annex Van, Keenan Wynn as a night

club master of ceremonies and of course Lionel Bar-
rymore as Dr. Gillespie are all present. (Mar.)

BLONDE FEVER—M-G-M: Mary Astor doesn’t
mind her husband, Philip Dorn, cafe proprietor,

flirting outrageously with his blonde employee, Gloria
Grahame, until Dorn wins a sweepstake. Then the
blonde moves in and Mary moves out, and things go
around in a circle. Felix Bressart, Curt Bois, Elisa-

beth Risdon, and Marshall Thompson complete the

cast. (Feb.)

BLUEBEARD—PRC: John Carradine gives one
swell performance as the mad painter and operator
of a puppet show who strangles his models one by
one so as not to be disillusioned by them. Jean Parker
as the girl he loves. Nils Asther as prefect of police

and Teala Loring as one of the victims, contribute

to an enjoyably good horror yarn. (Jan.)

\/BOWERY TO BROADWAY—Universal: Two
quarreling theatrical producers, Jack Oakie and Don-
ald Cook, finally separate over Maria Montez in an
arty production. The cast is an important one, includ-

ing Susanna Foster, Turhan Bey, Ann Blyth, Louise
Allbritton and practically everyone on the Universal

lot, but it’s the same old show-business theme. (Jan.)

^BRAZI

L

—Republic: Virginia Bruce is an author-

ess who takes a few pokes at romantic Latins and
travels to South America to get material for another
book. There she falls for composer Tito Guizar, is

befuddled by Edward Everett Horton, and one thing
leads to another. It’s a lot of fun and the proceed-

ings are all nice and tuneful. (Jan.)

CAN’T HELP SINGING—Universal : Deanna
Durbin’s new picture is a Technicolor musical with
Jerome Kern’s tunes, gorgeous scenery and romance,
but it’s structurally weak. Robert Paige is uncon-
vincing as the romantic hero, Deanna sings beauti-
fully, Akim Tamiroff and Leonid Kinsky attempt
comedy but rarely achieve it and Andrew Tombes,
David Bruce and Thomas Gomez are also in the cast.

(Mar.)

CONSPIRATORS, THE—Warners: A weak, dull
and repetitious story despite Hedy Lamarr’s beauty,

(Continued on page 128 )
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Hangover Square 20
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make YOUR lips more thrilling

Dane Clark, typical “All-American Wolf,” says Warren, Pa.

P

M

HI

Here is the most important charm
discovery since the beginning of

beauty. A "lipstick,” at last, that

isn’t greasy—that actually can’t

smear— that really won’t rub off

—

and that will keep your lips delici-

ously soft, smooth and lovely. It isn’t

a "lipstick” at all. It’s a liquid, in

the most exciting tones of red ever

created. It’s so permanent. Put it on

at dusk— it stays till dawn or longer.

Regular size bottle that lasts a long

long time is only $1 at all stores. Or,

...SEND COUPON
for generous Trial Size

Check shades wanted:

English Tint— new glorification for blondes,

or with platinum or gray hair.

O Scarlet— devastating on girls with brown hair,

hazel eyes, fair skin.

Parisian— spectacular for

Irish type red heads, and for

— dark hair, blue eyes.

O Regal— real excitement

for girls with dark hair,

brown eyes, medium skinj

Gypsy— does wonders for

dark -haired, dark-eyed

charmers with olive skin.

Q Gay Plum— adds world of

enchantment to girls

with very dark skin.

PRINCESS PAT, Dept. 5104
2709 South Wells St., Chicago 16, HI.

I enclose 10c (and 2c Fed. tax) for generous
trial size of “‘liquid liptone.”

Name

Address,

City State.

SPEAR FOR YOURSELF

$10.00 PRIZE $1.00 PRIZE

The Red Cross Gives a Hand If They Can, We Can!

S
OME are tall and gaunt. Some are short

and boyish. Others look as if they
could pass a Hollywood screen test. But
all these boys who wander into our Red
Cross building, wearing their red robes
and gray pajamas, have an expression of

loneliness, or disappointment and bewil-
derment.
When they leave our building, they are

still wearing red robes and gray pajamas,
but their faces look happier. They are
talking and chuckling over the gags or they
are humming and whistling the tunes
they’ve heard. They return to their hos-
pital wards with a certain contentment
because they’ve just rollicked through
space with Abbott and Costello, or guf-
fawed at Red Skelton who has to do K.P.
the same as they do. Or, they have had
fun dancing with Lana Turner or “wolf-
calling” the luscious Hedy Lamarr.
No matter what the film, the patients

look forward to movie night. Hospital life

isn’t bad ... a fellow can forget that the
mail didn’t bring “the letter” ... or that
he is lonesome. K. M.

Camp Roberts, Calif.

$5.00 PRIZE

A Farewell for Lupe Velez

YOU will live on within our hearts,

A gay and lovely thing,

A bright, exotic butterfly

Though you have taken wing.

Fluttering down the halls of time,

A shining memory.
Released at last from grief and pain,

Your spirit now is free.

Louise Darcy,
Biddeford, Me.

DOY, what a picture! It sure was swell.
^ If you’ve seen “Thirty Seconds Over
Tokyo” you will agree with me. No won-
der! Look who starred in it—Van Johnson,
Robert Walker! Phyllis Thaxter was swell
too. Give us more of her.

While ,J was enjoying this picture I

noticed an elderly lady sitting next to me.
She was crying and a sailor was .trying

to comfort her. He asked her if she would
like to leave. Her reply was, “No, we all

have to face it; if they can take it, we
can too!”

My girl friends and I walked home
we could discuss the picture. We all

decided whenever we went shopping and
wanted to buy a new bracelet or anything
in the latest style, (Continued on page 124)

PHOTOPLAY awards $10 first

prize, $5 second prize and $1 each

to every other letter published in

full. Your letters about stars or

movies in less than 200 words are

judged on the basis of clarity and
originality. Do not submit pre-

viously published material or ma-
terial that you are sending to other

publications. Plagiarism will be

punished to the full extent of the

law. Retain a copy of material

submitted, as we regret we are

not able to return unaccepted mate-

rial. Address your letter to “Speak
For Yourself,” PHOTOPLAY, 205
East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.
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Meet the year’s biggest

movie surprise . . . Dick

Powell playing a new

kind of role . . in a

murder-mystery that’s

rough, tough and terrific!

Another

of the

greatHO
RADIO
PICTURE

IV* «'h ,.«7 iirk\ • MILES
M&NDER

Produced by Adrian Scott • Directed by Edward Dmytryk

Screen Play by John Paxton

HER EYES . .

.
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FORGET THAT
LOOK IN
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PICTURE WITH A HEART AS AS TODAY’S GOLDEN WEST!

' Heed the call

to adventure great and thrill-

ing! All the sweep and power

of "My Friend Flicka"...more

rousing . . . more compelling!

SON OF FLICKA

CENTURY-FOX

PICTURE

Directed by luuio Produced by iaUDLix I DMOoLli\
Screen Play by Dwight Cummins & Dorothy Yost * Based on the Novel by Mary O'Hara
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Movies at Sea

1

SAT in the blacked-out wardroom of a troop trans-

port, standing out to sea in the North Atlantic,

and shared with the Coast Guard crew two hours
of magic escape into a world of music and fun and
unrepressed laughter.

The ship was newly commissioned, and tonight

was to be the first “movie night” aboard. Word
of this major event had spread throughout the

huge ship in the afternoon when an electrician’s mate
had been summoned to the chaplain’s “office” for a
conference.
There had been considerable argument just before

this first showing as to the best location for it. Some
favored the number three hold, others the enlisted

men’s cafeteria. The projectionist won out with his

choice of the officer’s wardroom on the weather deck,

with only the minor inconvenience of a series of

well-placed posts behind which it was almost impos-
sible to stretch your neck far enough to see the screen.

The equipment for this screening, never before
used, was a 35 mm. projector—meaning the same
professional type of projector used in your own movie
theaters at home—with a portable sound amplifier

that was moved constantly back and forth across the
room to find the best spot for audibility. The choicest

location proved to be just far enough from the screen
so that the actors’ lips moved a fraction of a second
before the sound issued from the speaker, neatly
spoiling the synchronization.
“Movie night” meant most to the chaplain aboard

ship. For morale was his division of responsibility

and the obvious place for movies was under the head-
ing of morale. So it had become the chaplain’s job
to make sure that the proper equipment was on board,
that a good selection of films was secured, and that

there were, among the crew, some men who knew
how to handle the projector and amplifier.

At the announced Coast Guard hour of 2000, the
men began to file into the room—for many of them
their first glimpse of officers’ quarters and for almost
as many their first glimpse of “top side” since the ship
had left port.

Considerable kidding of the Chief who was at-

tempting to master the direction sheet that had come

attached to the projection equipment turned to good
natured cat calling and whistling when the lights went
out and the film ran off upside down. Eventually,
the film was righted, the lights were out again, and a
Popeye cartoon was on the screen.

For two hours war was forgotten. In the dim,
reflected light from the screen I could watch the
strain ease from the faces of men who had worked
too hard too many weeks. It was a calm night and
the ship slipped through the ocean with only the
vibration of its steam turbines and the faint, ever
present roll of a vessel at sea to remind me that

after the show I couldn’t walk out of the theater and
stroll comfortably to my home.
The main feature earned a full-throated chorus of

cheers. It was “Meet Me In St. Louis” and could
have been more happily received only if Judy Gar-
land and Margaret O’Brien had been on hand to greet
the sailors personally.
Between the Disney cartoon and the main feature,

I chatted with the chaplain who had relaxed suffi-

ciently to light his pipe and try out a cautious smile.

“It’s a great treat,” he said, “to see these boys hav-
ing such a time for themselves. Best medicine we
could have aboard this ship. I don’t know what we’d
do without movies when we get the Army troops
aboard. Why, there’ll be thousands of them, plus our
own crew, with nothing for the troops to do but eat
and sleep and wonder where they’re going and when
they’ll get there.

“The skipper told me he planned to show movies
twenty-four hours a day when we get the troops
loaded on. We’ll move the screen and equipment
around from hold to hold where the troops are quar-
tered and let them forget the war and themselves
for awhile.”
The next day I ran into the chaplain aft of the

quarter deck sniffing the salt spray from a wintry sea.

“Look at this,” he said and he showed me a letter

from a crew member he had been given to censor.
“Dear Mom,” it began

—

“Everything’s swell. Last night I saw a
swell movie. Gee it was some fun. Just like

being home again.”

—=»



A tender story set to music—about the love of Judy

Garland and Vincente Minnelli, two who met on

a make-believe set and made it real
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T
HE first time I ever
saw Judy Garland and
Vincente Minnelli to-

gether was in the cold
gray dawn on a station

platform in Pasadena.
I had gone out to meet

a dear friend who was
coming three thousand
miles, but even the glow
of welcome couldn’t warm
the wind that blew down
from California’s snow-
capped peaks. Since
misery loves company, I

was glad to find a lot of

other people waiting for

the train and to discover
that they were all there
because Judy Garland
was coming back from a

trip to New York, and
that Vincente Minnelli
was on the same train.

There had been vague
rumors that a romance
was brewing between Judy and the young director who
had piloted her “Meet Me In St. Louis” to such a trium-
phant success. But nobody seemed to be very sure about
it because Judy had taken her separation and divorce
from Dave Rose pretty seriously.

Personally, I was hopeful about it. I had never met
Mr. Minnelli, but I felt that I knew him very well. Last
summer when my youngest son worked as a messenger
boy at the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer studios, I learned Vin-
cente was the idol of the messenger boys. If a messenger

. couldn’t be found, he was out on the “Follies” set watch-
ing Mr. Minnelli’s picturesque methods of getting all the
girls into their bubbles at the same time, or listening

to his vivid and humorous vocabulary and admiring his

directorial genius.
I am inclined to take the clear-eyed verdict of youth

seriously myself, so I already felt a keen interest in and
admiration for Mr. Minnelli.

5.

Presently the Super
Chief steamed proudly in

and Judy and Vincente
Minnelli got off the train

and, all of a sudden, I

was quite warm and
happy. My friend touched
me on the shoulder and
I greeted her with the

slightly inane remark,
“But they’re in love, I’m
sure they are. Isn’t that

splendid?”
The reason I thought it

was splendid was be-
cause, like everybody
else, I adore Judy and to

date her romances hadn’t
been lucky. So I decided,

in spite of its being just

before Christmas, to go
and see Judy and ask her
about it. Actually it was
the day before Christmas
when I waited for her in

her dressing rooms, a

suite with a charming little drawing room and £ big room
which, upon this occasion, was completely filled with pack-
ages and when Judy came in she was completely loaded
with packages, too.

She dumped the packages and collapsed and I thought,
she’s such a very little girl, and she looks exhausted the

way everybody does who has been banging around on
those last-minute errands, and she isn’t exactly beautiful
nor exactly pretty, she’s—she’s just Judy Garland, not
like anybody else in the world and isn’t it nice to just sit

and look at a girl who isn’t like anybody else? For Judy
is always Judy, with the biggest, brownest eyes and where
in the world does that voice come from? Lily Pons is

little but then she’s a coloratura, but Judy’s voice is big F

and rich and warm and dynamic. M

I asked her, right away, about her rumored engagement
to Minnelli.

Judy looked at me rather (Continued on page 105)

Engaged and engaging—Vincente and Judy, leaving Ciro’s
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Not many girls would dare to be as gallantly frank about

Says Lana: “My romance with Turhan has been the most beautiful thing in my life.”

T
HE in«urably romantic Lana
Turner, who at twenty-four has
had two marriages and many ro-

mances, has undergone a great
change.
Not that the little Turner girl

isn’t still romantic, emotional, in

love with life and, oh, so in love with
the Turkish actor, Turhan Bey, but
there’s a new responsibility in her
life now that is casting a becoming
new shadow of maturity and woman-
liness across her personality.

It’s the adoration she has for her

little daughter Cheryl.
It is true she still goes to night

clubs, a vivid blonde flame for the

photographer’s flash bulbs. But un-

like the gay days when she was with
first this man and then that one, she
is now always in the company of

the darkly handsome, strangely
oriental-looking Turhan Bey.
You don’t have to be on the Holly-

wood “inside” to realize that these
two are really in love. But where
Lana used to talk freely about her
romances—this one with Turhan has
been different. When interviewers
have tried to get her to talk about
him, she has always changed the
subject or flatly said it was some-
thing she didn’t care to discuss. And
that ended it.

But one day last week she stopped
in to see me on her way home from

work. Perhaps it was the thoughtful,
relaxed mood women feel in those
hours when day is closing, the fire is

lighted and the little annoyances of

the working hours are over, that
brought on the mood. At any rate, we
fell to talking naturally and easily

about this new love in her life.

I thought she looked a little tired,

resting her blonde head against the
back of a chair, but still very beau-
tiful with her dark eyes seeming
bigger than ever against the natural
whiteness of her skin. Now and then
she twisted a huge emerald ring,

surrounded by diamonds, on her
engagement finger.

“A present from Turhan?” I asked.
30



a romance as Lana is here DY LOUELLA 0. PARSONS

Ciro threesome with emphasis—Clark Gable stops to chat with his old friend Lana Turner

“No,” she answered. “It really

isn’t. I bought it myself but so

many people ask about it that Tur-
han and I decided we wouldn’t an-
swer their questions. So everyone
thinks he gave it to me.”

I had missed her at all the New
Year’s parties and asked where she
had been.
“Turhan was ill with a very bad

cold,” she replied. “I stayed right by
his bedside. I wouldn’t have enjoyed
going anywhere without him. You
know,” she said simply, “this is the
real thing. I haven’t gone out with
another man for six months.”
“How did you and Turhan first

meet?” I wanted to know.

Their first meeting was at a party
at Maria Montez’s house. Lana went
with Steve Crane to whom she was
then married. She said, “It was just

a casual meeting. I thought he was
very nice but he meant absolutely
nothing to me then and I did not see
him again for months and months
and then I met him again.”

“Where?” I asked.
Lana laughed, “Again it was at

a party at Maria Montez’s, seven
months ago. I had separated from
Steve in the meantime and Turhan
asked me if he might call. We had
many telephone conversations before
he finally asked me to go to Olvera
Street with him for dinner. We both

love Mexican food and I had never
had such a good time in my life. We
laughed and laughed and had such a
wonderful evening and after that,

well you know the rest. I saw him
practically every night. And our
laughs and good times have con-
tinued.”

I said, “Then you’ll marry him the
minute your divorce becomes final

next August?”
“Oh, that’s another matter,” she

answered. “Turhan is so young

—

he’s never been married. I’ve had p

two marriages and somehow I feel m

so much older.” ivi

Lana reaches the ripe old age of

twenty-four ( Continued on page 85)
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My Husband is

Lieut. Morris, awarded the D.F.C. for the seven Jap planes he shot down, in the plane that carried him to victory

{

STARTED praying the day I mar-
ried. Wayne was in uniform. I

didn’t pray his orders for active

service would not come. I prayed
only that he would be safe, wherever
he went, whatever he did.

When Wayne left for combat duty
I prayed harder than ever; silent

prayers while hanging out the wash-
ing or doing the marketing. And I

knew that my prayers flying up-
wards mingled with the prayers

p women everywhere were phrasing
M in different tongues and dialects.

M I prayed hardest when our daugh-
ter Pam was born. I shut my eyes
tight at night and tried to picture

what Wayne was doing. My favorite

picture imagined him pacing the
deck and wondering whether our
baby would be a boy or a girl.

I discovered later, much later,

when Wayne’s letter rejoicing in

Pam’s arrival reached me, that this

hadn’t been an easy time for him
either. Far from it. He wrote:

“Hello ‘Little Mother,’
“Well, I feel a lot better today.

Yesterday it was kind^, of rugged for

me but I’ll have to start right in from
the beginning. . . .

“As you know, we left the little

Island No. 2 on the morning of the

sixth real early and the night before
I had written you a letter saying I

hadn’t had any word of the baby
yet. Well, I surely did feel bad,

’cause I just knew that it had been
born, so I figured that I wouldn’t
hear for three or four weeks more.
Well, anyway, after we were quite a

way out to sea they brought out the

mail that had been brought aboard
the night before, and I hurriedly
read through your letters, both post-

marked the 30th. It was the same
old story. But one from my mother
P.M.’d the 31st gave me the smooth
news of my daughter. Needless to

say, I was elevated from a very mo-
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is away.Though your man is away,

you can share this woman’s

glow of gratitude for her

happiness after the dark days

Sty ^AS/ib. fySatyne lAStyi'iib

Patricia Morris introduces baby daughter Pam to her war-hero daddy

rose young man to the happiest guy
in the fleet and, really, secretly, I

was just a little bit happier that it

was a girl. God knows what I’m
gonna do with a daughter messing
up the house, but I’m tickled to

death, sweetheart, and I want you to

know it.

“Well, we waited until about 5 p.m.
Then Dave and Bob McReynolds and
I sat down in Dave’s room and we
toasted my daughter into this world.
“So you can tell the young lady

that her daddy and great uncle Dave
did all right by her.

“Love,
“Wayne.”

No literary masterpiece, his letter

—but I knew every word came from
his heart. That was what counted.
With Pam’s arrival life became

filled with the complications that

everyone knows these days. I moved
into the North Hollywood house that

Wayne had built when he was mak-
ing pictures at Warner Brothers. It’s

quite far out in the country. Un-
able to get a telephone and alone
much of the time, since gas rationing
made callers few and far between,
I felt marooned. However, taking
care of Pam and the house kept me
very busy.

"

When Pam was in bed in the eve-
ning I would play solitaire (I think
I know every variety of that game
ever invented), listen to the radio
and think about Wayne.

I was more fortunate than many
wives because I had news of Wayne
through newspapers and radio. He
was with Fighting Squadron Fifteen
of which my uncle, David McCamp-
bell, is the Commander. So when-
ever I read or heard about David I

knew that my boy friend was safe

and sound. Sometimes, of course,
the news was disturbing—news such
as their destruction of nine enemy
planes in an hour and thirty minutes.
I knew they had gotten away safely
that time—but I couldn’t help won-
dering about the next time.
One evening as I sat playing soli-

taire, listening to the radio and
thinking about Wayne, I was startled

to hear his voice. He was broad-
casting from Honolulu, telling about
the Jap planes he had shot down.
I was filled with indescribable joy
because I knew even in that moment
he was safe, Letters assured me only
that he had been safe two or three
weeks earlier, depending upon their

date-line.

You may not believe in hunches.
I never did before. But I do now.
For after hearing Wayne’s broadcast
and reading over the letter he had
written about Pam, I had a strong
feeling that he was coming home.
I didn’t talk about it because I was
sure people would smile to them-
selves and feel I was indulging in

wishful thinking. But I went ahead
with plans. I cut corners on my
budget so that when Wayne arrived
I could have a maid and be free to
spend all my time with him. I caught
up with all the washing and ironing,
sbined up the house and even tried
to improve the garden. And while
I was doing this I planned how I

would cook the things he liked to
eat, how we’d play our favorite game
—gin rummy, how we’d talk and
talk until we both knew everything
the other had done during our long
separation. I bought a new dress, F

too, kept after my hands, brushed M

and brushed my hair, cold-creamed m

my face and neck faithfully—so I’d

look my ( Continued on page 115)
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You won’t agree with

her self- appraisal—
that she isn’t pretty

’m like this

June looks at herself and discovers

—she’s always hungry, always ex-

cited—and always in love with life

R
IGHT now I’m like this: I’m
expandingly, deliciously, disgust-

ingly happy! I’m so happy that I

can’t walk, I have to hop-run; and I

can’t talk calmly, I have to chatter;

and I can’t eat meals formally at

my dining table at home, I have to

eat them all over my apartment,
from the window sills to the floor.

But I haven’t always been the way
I am now, at twenty-one. At six-

teen, I was a slightly shabby, very
earnest little chorus girl in New
Yoi'k, fresh out of high school, with
one desire—to save enough money
to become a doctor. And five years
before that, I was more than earnest,

I was sad—for I was spending years
in a hospital with a paralyzed leg

which doctors told me would forever
prevent me from walking. But peo-
ple change faster than the headlines
—and now what I’m like is happy!

This is because I have the six

p things I have always longed for: A
m charming five-room furnished apart-

M ment, a blue convertible car, a gray
Persian lamb coat, a fireplace, a
collection of Adrian clothes and a

huge collection
of records. I also

have friends I

truly love, and
three pictures be-
hind me that I’ve

thoroughly enjoyed acting in
—“Two

Girls And A Sailor,” “Music For
Millions,” and “Her Highness And
The Bellboy.”
But aside from happy, I’m also

these other things:

I’m hungry: I eat steadily from
five-thirty in the morning (when I

wake up) until ten at night (when
I go to bed) . I love sodas, ice cream,
Chinese food, spaghetti; and all day
long I eat candy bars, sandwiches
and milk shakes; and at bedtime I

always have several big pieces of

fried chicken which my housekeeper,
Mrs. Bess Van Dyke, keeps heaped
in the refrigerator for me!

I’m suit-crazy: I have mostly suits

in my closet, with accent on my
favorite color—black. My secondary
choices in colors are gray, blue and
brown. I’m embarrassed to admit I

own only two dresses—one gray, one

black; and no hats

at all. The first hat
C-'bb I ever wore in my

public or private
life was in “Two
Girls And A

Sailor.” I never wear jewelry either.

But I wear gloves everywhere, even
from the sound stage to the lunch-
room—showing you how contrary
women can be!

I’m allergic to: The words “swell,”

“girl friend” and “boy friend.” I can
always describe a man by saying he’s

my beau or chum, and to me it

sounds better. I’m also allergic to

big parties, and to cats, and to people
who are nice to you because they
want something.
I’m a water hahy: I take a shower

every morning, a hot bath every
night—and I wash my hands and
face at least ten times a day. I also

wash my hair every morning while
I’m under the shower. My hair is

naturally curly, so instead of hav-
ing to wrestle with it for waves, I

have to struggle to straighten it out!

But I have (Continued on page 113)

tt'ne
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U. S. A.

And strictly himself ! He’s the man with old-world chivalry and new-world

appeal—this Hollywood headliner, John Hodiak

BY MICHAEL MAURY

John, ihe star of “A Bell For Adano,” tunes in latest war news

I

’VE been very busy investigating John Hodiak. There
are two reasons. The first: He is the hottest thing since

Sinatra began losing his bobby-soxers to Van Johnson.
The second: Anne Baxter. I’ll start with the first one.

Hody is strictly U. S. A. He’s a wonderful sample of

democracy at work and what happens when Horatio Alger
and the American dream are rolled together. You prob-
ably know that he’s the son of Ukrainian immigrants

—

factory workers. Simple, direct, honest people. They are
that and their son is that. Hody has just brought his

mother and father out to Hollywood. The first thing Pop
did was to go over to Lockheed and get a job on a drill

press. Nothing’s different from the way it used to be back
in Detroit except that Hody’s working now, too, and the
hou^ they’re living in is smaller than the one it took
them years to pay for back home.
Hodiak gives you the same feeling people like Gable

and Hope and Crosby give you. He’s a right guy. When
he’s not working, he never plays anything but himself.

And that quality slides over into his work. That’s why
you’ll like him in “Sunday Dinner For A Soldier,” the
picture he made with Anne. And why they talk about
him in that Lana Turner opus, “Marriage Is A Private
Affair.”

It’s good to be with him. He makes you feel warm. He
laughs easily and it’s a swell laugh. He grins all the time.

Add together the tough white teeth and the grin and the
mustache and crew cut they gave him for “A Bell For
Adano” and you have the makings of a major pin-up boy.
I suggested that idea to him—and ducked. He doesn’t

want glamour. He’s an actor, not just a leading man. He’s
not making up quotes for studio press agents when he
says he decided he’d be an actor twenty years ago. That
was when he was eleven. He started by way of radio.

Then came the screen test which Alfred Hitchcock saw
by accident and which put him in “Lifeboat.”
The twenty years didn’t bother him. John is stubborn

and patient. He has standards and a sense of values.
He knows what he wants and he’s surer than the devil
that he’s going to get to it. He’s willing to work, willing

to make detours, willing to wait—but he won’t back down.
Metro found that out when they first hired him. A big
executive called him in, said: “Well, young fellow, the
first thing we’re going to do is change your name.” Hody,
ignoring the rules of scared, new employee meeting big
shot, said: “What for?” The executive sputtered. Hody
went calmly on. “It’s been good enough for my father
and mother. If you’re going to use my name, I want
people to know it’s my parents’ son you’re talking about.”
But with all this patience and calm and sureness, he’s

not stolid. He moves quickly, reacts quickly. One thing
about him that seems to surprise Hollywood’s seasoned
citizens is the fact that he’s a gentleman—an old-fashioned
one. There’s something courtly and old-worldish and
dignified in the way he talks to women, for example.
Watch him in the same room with some of the brasher
idols of the day and you realize that Hody has a quality
much more valuable than a box-office return.

His success means only four things to him. It means
that he’s doing all right so far as Mom and Pop are con-
cerned. It means that he can be a respected actor. Tt

means that he has money enough (Continued on page 93)

John and Anne Baxter, who met when they starred together
in Fox’s “Sunday Dinner For A Soldier,” have a night out
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1

G0 for Lauren Bacall, as who
doesn’t, but I must admit that she
puzzles me. Whenever I see her

in a night club she acts exactly as

she does on the screen, giving “that

look,” and I don’t know whether she
is acting, or if on the screen she is

being natural ... I admire Preston
Sturges’s direction as much as any-
one does, perhaps with the possible

exception of Preston Sturges, but I

do wish he would stop solving every
situation with a pratt fall . . .Van
Johnson is a favorite with me, too,

and I just thought that you might
be interested in knowing that Van
sleeps in a pullover sweater. That’s
all, just a sweater ... I am getting
tired of the mug type in pictures.

They follow a pattern, and despite
the current disciple, William Bendix,
who has replaced Maxie Rosen-
bloom, they speak the same “dese,

dose and dem” dialogue whether in

civvies or in uniform . . . This sly

remark uttered by Tom Jenk is al-

most a criticism, although Tom might

Aumont. “Get something to keep
away the wolves.”

* * *

I like to go to the movies with
Hedy Lamarr for Hedy likes to hold
hands while seeing a picture . . . The
movie stars go to Mocambo or Ciro’s,

but I prefer the Palladium, for the
couples dancing there put on the best
floor show in town . . . Greatly
amazed I was when I visited Lana
Turner’s house, and didn’t find a
single sweater in her wardrobe. I

guess that Lana keeps her sweaters
in her dressing room at the studio,

for a sweater to Lana is probably
her working clothes . . . Director
Mike Curtiz, who is one of my favor-
ite characters, was talking to an actor
and said, “I’m disappointed in you.
I taught you everything I know, and
still you don’t know anything.”
Humphrey Bogart is an actor who

talks and acts very much off the
screen as he does on, and whenever
I meet him I get the impression that
I am a character in one of his movies

Skolsky and Lauren look each other

over—and he admits he’s puzzled

That's Hollywood
Star-talk on the gay and giddy side from the guy who

Van Johnson may have taken the

tip from all the sweater talk

not have meant it to be. Jenk said

the credit on the screen reading,

“Original Story By . . should read,

“The Same Original Story By. . .
.”

* * *

I know of no actor whose success
was more gratifying to Hollywood
than Barry Fitzgerald’s. There was
not one dissenting opinion, or a

jealous note uttered by another
actor, which is something for this

cinema city ... If I had to name the
actress who is less inhibited than
any, I guess I would name Lucille

Ball, but that doesn’t mean that

there aren’t restrictions ... You can
never tell who’s going to make a
bright remark. Maria Montez tells

me that before Pierre Aumont left

for overseas, she told him she was
going out to buy something to keep
the moths away from his wardrobe
while he was away. “It isn’t the
moths I’m concerned about,” said

... I don’t know what the girls see

in Gregory Peck, not that I can’t

recognize his worth and ability as an
actor, but then again maybe I’m not
supposed to see that in Peck.

* * *

I always get a kick out of visiting

the various commissaries at the dif-

ferent studios and watching the

players, off guard, have their lunch.

Every studio commissary has its own
personality, which often reflects the

character of the studio and the

temperament of the executives. At
Metro a specialty is the chicken soup
which is the L. B. Mayer special be-
cause, it is said, far back in those

days when Mayer couldn’t afford it,

that was the kind of soup he relished.

At Metro, the big table in the

center of the room is known as the

“Directors’ Table,” but producers
and a few actors, Spencer Tracy and
Clark Gable, always have lunch here.
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There is a bird cage with dice on
the table and everyone who eats

there turns the bird cage, and the

person who rolls the lowest number
with the dice has to pay for every-
one’s lunch at the table for the day.

There is only one sandwich on the
menu that is named after an actor

and that is the Robert Montgomery
Sandwich. I recall having lunch with
Montgomery one day, and he ordered
a Robert Montgomery Sandwich, and
then objected to the price listed, say-
ing it was too much for a Robert
Montgomery Sandwich.
The commissary where the per-

formers dine at Warners is called

“The Green Room,” and the walls
are lined with the latest photographs
of the actors and actresses. Ann
Sheridan, one day, eating under the
latest portrait of herself, looked up
and remarked, “I almost didn’t rec-
ognize myself. But I know it’s me
because I posed for it.” The exec-
utives at Warners have their own
private dining room, where, even

FOR YOU.
gads about and gets it

such celebrities as Errol Flynn can-
not eat without an invitation. In this

private dining room, over the fire-

place, there is a printed sign which
reads, “The names of the persons,

places and incidents mentioned dur-
ing conversation are purely coinci-

dental and have no relationship to

actual persons, places or incidents.”
* * *

I believe Anne Baxter is one of

the sexiest actresses on the screen.

Anyway she sends me, but somehow
I always have the impression when
I talk to Anne that she is trying to

act grown up and sophisticated . . .

I have yet to see Cary Grant in a

bad picture. I know that he has
appeared in a couple of bad ones,

but the fact that Cary Grant is in it

makes it a better picture for me . . .

In the early days of pictures, they
would try to keep the fact that an
actress was married a secret, be-

cause the male fans were supposed
to resent the fact that their heroine
was already taken. But now there
is a new set of morals, and it doesn’t

make a bit of difference to the boys
that Betty Grable is married. They
still pin her up. And so far as Grable
is concerned, I’m one of the boys . . .

Joseph Gotten on the screen, espe-
cially his voice, reminds me of Orson
Welles. I asked Rita Hayworth if

Joe Cotten reminded her of Orson
and she replied, “In some ways yes,

but in other ways no.” . . . Alfred
Hitchcock will admit to you that he
seldom goes to the movies, but when
he made this admission to Gregory
Ratoff, Ratoff said, “I don’t under-
stand it. Then where do you get
your material?”

* * *

I want you to come with me now,
just for a couple of minutes, into

the dressing rooms of certain actors
and actresses. I know you won’t
object, and you’ll probably enjoy it

as much as I do. Paulette Goddard’s
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It’s a military command—from

Maria Montez’s husband overseas

^/vclney.
A guy named Goo-Goo got his pic-

ture in Lamour’s dressing room

dressing room at Paramount is on
the main street there, up four steps,

and is neatly furnished. Miss God-
dard usually has a gown lying on
her couch, and the walls of her
dressing room are decorated with
original Diego Rivera sketches . . .

Across the street from Paulette, 'in

what is known as “Star Row,” is the
dressing room of Dorothy Lamour.
Miss Lamour has only one photo-
graph on her wall. It is an auto-
graphed photograph of Goo-Goo, the
chimpanzee who has been with her
in jungle films . . . Greer Garson’s
dressing room at Metro is a swanky
affair. It is practically all done in

sea shells. The lamp is made of sea

shells, and the backs of the chairs

are decorated with sea shells, and
over Miss Garson’s couch is a fish-

ing net. Metro is the only studio
that has separate dressing-room
buildings (Continued on page 119)



Top: Dick Crane, who will appear next in Twentieth

Century-Fox’s “Captain Eddie.” Center: Dick de-

lights in combing Kay’s long dark hair. Lower:

The bride and groom clowning in the kitchen



L
ITTLE did the neighbors in Hollywood’s Laurel Canyon suspect that

the minute but fetching guest house, standing in the rear of the estate

with the big iron gate, had overnight become a honeymoon house. A
hidden honeymoon house at that—not the house, of course, but the
honeymoon. For there were reasons why the Richard Cranes weren’t
telling the world of their three-hour-old marriage.

It all began over a year ago when Dick dropped into Victor’s—a steak

house on Sunset Boulevard. Not only was the food good at Victor’s

—

so was the conversation. In addition, it lay on the direct route between
Dick’s canyon house and the studio.

This particular evening, Dick sauntered in without the slightest pre-
monition that he was about to undergo an experience that would alter

his entire life. The first person he noticed was his agent, Bert Marx,
who is also one of Dick’s best friends.

“Hi, Bert,” said Dick. Then he rounded the booth and noted that Mr.
Marx’s companion was a pretty girl. Pretty in the Western manner as
opposed to the Hollywood version, which is to say that she was not
heavily made up, her eyelashes—though impressively long—were her
own, and her hair fell in long, unstudied grace over her shoulders.
“How about joining us?” asked Bert. Dick didn’t exactly leap at the

chance. After all, he had dated some luscious lassies during the past
several years. But there was something about this girl. . . .

“Miss Kay Morley, Mr. Richard Crane,” said Bert Marx. “Kay, would
you mind if I went over a few things with Dick?”
“Not at all,” said Kay. And during the dinner she didn’t speak more

than six sentences.

Afterward, Dick mused about this. She hadn’t ventured one unsolicited
opinion. She hadn’t table-hopped; nor had she called anyone over to

the table. She had been merely quiet. There are, of course, said Dick to

himself, two kinds of quiet—one that results (Continued on page 93)

They hid away- in a little house

until Dick Crane, head-over-

heels in love with his Kay, could

keep their secret no longer

BY FREDDA DUDLEY
(KODACHROMES BY HYMIE FINK)

Above: Hollywood’s happiest pair—Mr.

and Mrs. Dick Crane. Left: Kay and Dick

put the final touches to the bedspread in

the bedroom of their honeymoon house
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ftflg faster prayer

BY GREER GARSON

Dear Lord, once again we give thanks for the final triumph of

Our Saviour over persecution and death. We pray that if it be

Thy will we may soon give thanks also for the end of war all over
the world. While the dark days of cruelty and suffering continue,

comfort those whose hearts are anxious and grieving, and grant us

grace to be worthy of our brave fighting men and to keep bright

the ideals for which they are enduring so much.
Teach us never again to take our happiness for granted, but

to be mindful of the blessings that each day brings. Help us to

be more tolerant and understanding and to think of our fellow-

men in every part of the world.

Help us to come to our senses. Inspire our leaders with Thy
spirit and wisdom to plan for the years ahead. And help each

of us to follow Thy teachings in our daily lives so that there

may be an end of wars. In our Easter prayers we repeat the

words our Savior Himself has taught us: "Thy Kingdom come
. . . on earth as it is in heaven.”

BY JOHN GARFIELD

When I returned from my overseas trip last year I telephoned

the mother of a soldier.

"I saw your son two months ago,” I told her, after introducing

myself. "He was in fine spirits. He looked healthy and happy.

And he asked me to give you his love and tell you he’d be home
as soon as his job was done.”

There followed a short silence. Then a fine, firm voice softly

answered

:

"Last week 1 received official notice that my boy was missing

in action,” she said, "but nothing will ever make me believe it

is true. So long as there is life left in my own body I shall never

stop hoping.”

My Easter prayer is for that mother. My prayer is for every

mother whose heart is filled with hope and faith. I pray for ful-

fillment of hope and triumph of faith for such mothers all over

the world.

BY OLIVIA DE HAVILLAND

My prayer this Easter day is for humility—the humility Christ

taught—for I would be humble and grateful, not arrogant and

proud, in the hour of victory.

I pray that I—that none of us—will ever forget that victory

comes dear, that our best young men in the hundreds of thousands

have died so that we might have this hour of triumph.

I hope that we will remember too the millions of Chinese men
and women and children, and British men and women and chil-

dren, and Russian men and women and children—not just the

combatants, but the innocent dead—the plain people of all the

world who will not be here to celebrate the victory they helped to

win because they stood firm—and died—when the aggressor came.

With humility in the memory of those who have bought us yet

another chance to make good, let us, I pray, try to put together

our shattered world so firmly this time, and so justly, that the

horrible holocaust of war cannot strike out at peace and decency

and freedom again.

I



Hollywood, in reverent mood, brings

Easter messages of hope and rebirth

BY MARIA MONTEZ

My Easter prayer is one I have made a thousand times since my
husband went overseas to the battlefronts and the war became

a hauntingly terrible personal thing.

I pray little prayers each day for the war to end soon with

victory in our hands.

I pray my husband will be unharmed.

I pray all the men who have left their homes for the loneliness

and danger and sulfering that war brings to them, in a measure

that we—the safe ones—can never understand, will come back

safe and soon.

I pray there will be peace and freedom in the world.

I pray for happiness as a possession shared.

I pray for little things important only to me and for the things

which make life good for all of us.

,

BY ALAN LADD

My prayer is for all the men of America who have taken up

arms to fight the evil forces of Fascism, and especially for those

who have given up their lives so that those evil forces could not

destroy the freedom which our nation has struggled for genera-

tions to achieve and to preserve.

I pray for them and for their comrades in arms, the Allied

soldiers who stand with them in the great fight.

I pray that they soon will achieve complete victory and can

come home to help build a lasting peace so that all decent people

everywhere can be safe and free, not just for a generation, but for

all time.

I pray too for the loved ones of those men in arms who do their

fighting on the home front, but who are no less devoted to the

sacred ideals we are fighting for—ideals given to the world cen-

turies ago by the Prince of Peace, whose resurrection we cele-

brate today.

BY LIONEL BARRYMORE

For myself I ask nothing. I am content.

There is an old saying that man needs but little here below.

This seems particularly true in my case. After all I can eat only

three meals a day and sleep eight hours. So my own personal de-

sires can easily be filled with a good book or with a good piece

of music.

But for the others—and for myself as well, in the sense that

we all share, however remotely, in the good or ill that comes
to the world—my greatest desire is' to see the end of the terrible

conflict which is now destroying mankind.
My prayer is for a time when men learn to settle disputes by

reason and understanding instead of by resort to arms.

Humanity’s greatest boon will be the day when "Peace on earth,

good will toward men” dawns in its truest sense and wars remain

only a ghastly memory.
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. . . you think of moonlight and roses. That’s the ef-

fect June Haver has—moonlight, with a surprise ending

BY SHEILAH GRAHAM

S
HE’S ambitious—and angelic. She’s determined—and
dimpled. She’s smart—and sex-appealing. She’s brainy

—and beautiful. She has the capacity of a giant for

work—and is a rather small girl of eighteen. She’s new
—and news-making. She’s a blonde—and a business

woman. She’s psychic—and sensational. She’s lucky

—

and lovable. She’s June Haver—the glittering hope of

her studio and, if you’re in a romantic mood, the love of

Seaman First-Class Farley Granger, about whom more
anon.
June was practically born wanting to be an actress.

Her mother was an actress and gave June the works in

the way of singing, dancing, piano and acting training.

Her stepfather, Bert Haver, was so determined that June
should be a thespian that he personally toted her around
the country .r auditions.

“I can’t remember a time when I wasn’t performing
before an audience,” the diminutive star says. “I gave
a piano recital when I was five. At seven I auditioned

for Metro talent scouts. At eleven I had my own radio

program. At thirteen I was singing with big name bands.

At fourteen I signed as a soloist with Ted Fio Rito’s

orchestra. At fifteen I was making shorts at Universal.

At sixteen I had a movie contract with Twentieth Cen-
tury-Fox.” (All this without a trace of bragging from
the candid blue-eyed blonde.)

In between whiles, June won just about every contest

in America. In the Beverly Hills apartment where June
lives with her mother, stepfather and younger sister,

there are no less than fifty medals, cups, trophies and
other prize-winning gadgets. You name it—June won it.

She was lucky, but a fantastic amount of shrewd plan-
ning,and building formed the groundwork for the soaring
rise of the talented little charmer.
To give you an example of how June prepares for her

opportunities: It happened to be the most important
career moment of her life, but the same thoroughness
goes for everything.
“For six months after I was signed by Fox,” explains

June, “I did nothing except go to school on the lot with
Roddy McDowall, Peggy Ann Garner and Jeanne Crain.
I also worked at my singing, dancing and acting. Then I

had a terrible shock. My agent told me that my option
would not be taken up!

“I went to Lew Schreiber, the casting director, and said,

‘I hear you’re going to drop my option.’ ‘We have already
dropped it,’ he told me. I practically went on my knees
and begged for a chance to prove what I could do. ‘You’re

Skipping along with her sailor, June and Farley Granger

so young,’ he gave as the reason for dropping me. ‘I’ve

grown a lot in six months—a girl does, you know,’ I told

him. ‘I’ll show you I can play a grown-up woman.’ He
said I could try.”

It was a few weeks before Christmas and June had
planned a lot of present-buying on her seventy-five-dol-
lar-a-week salary. She just had to be re-signed to buy
those presents. June wrote her screen test, a vignette

based on her own life that gave her opportunities for

singing, dancing and acting. She bought a. two-hundred-
dollar white dress from Adrian that glittered with rhine-
stones. The rhinestones were (Continued on page 122)





The key to

Gentle or ruthless? Serious or gay? Lover

or father confessor? Here’s the answer

to a man who is top news in newcomers

BY DONNA SMITH

R
EAD THIS only if you believe in

Fate—for this is a story (a true
one) about a tall, dark young

man from California who met a

small, blonde young woman from
Finland. This is how and where and
when they met, and it is also their

harried adventures before they were
married—and their adventures since.

By this time, of course, they live in

a charming white house on a cliff

overlooking Beverly Hills, in a
celebrity-ridden neighborhood.
By this time she has become the

mother of a baby boy named Jona-
than, and he has become a famous
star—the beloved Father Chisholm of

“The Keys Of The Kingdom” But
things were not always this way, by
any means.
Who are the two? Naturally, they

are Mr. and.Mrs. Gregory Peck. And
Mrs. Peck finds herself married to

the newest meteor on the Hollywood
horizon—the hero of “Days Of
Glory,” of “The Keys Of The King-
dom,” and now of “Spellbound,” in

which he has a starring role with
Ingrid Bergman.
He is so sought-after that four

studios have divided him up as if

he were a prize-fighter—he’s owned
jointly by David O. Selznick, Twen-
tieth Century-Fox, RKO-Radio and
Casey Robinson. Any woman can
understand why he’s so in demand

—

for he’s a slim and graceful six feet
three, with almost-black hair, al-

most-black eyes with a thousand
changing expressions in them and
a bracing white smile.

But one blonde claimed him three
years ago, and the rest of the women
might as well stay philosophically in
their seats and watch the show.

Not that he seems aware of any
of the excitement over him. Every
morning he walks into his garage

—

which is hanging on a cliff’s edge by
a triumph of cement over gravity

—

and inches past a sleek black coupe
which he gave to his wife. He then
clambers into a rusty 1935 jalopy
minus a gasoline indicator, and in

this he rattles down the hill and into
whichever studio has succeeded in

claiming his services for the time
being.

Every night he struggles back up
the hill in it again and settles down
to training his white police dog,
Perry, and to reading current bio-
graphical books and then to bed.
Sundays the Pecks stay home and
welcome friends. Until last spring
the welcoming took place on the
flagged patio, but now it happens in

the living room; because in the big
rains the patio descended like an
elevator to the bottom of the cliff,

2,000 feet below.
Except for that catastrophe, life

has been very peaceful indeed for
the Gregory Pecks, recently . . .

just as peaceful as it used to be
adventurous.
Mr. Peck’s life was always pep-

pered with adventure—though it

didn’t become really chaotic until
just before Fate introduced him to
the future Mrs. Peck. He was bom on
April 5, 1916, in the pretty little town
of La Jolla, California. This was close
to San Diego, where his father owned
and operated a drugstore . . . and
here Gregory attended grammar
school and devoted himself to more
serious things after school hours,
such as boatbuilding. (He fully
intended (Continued on page 102)

Greta and Greg had a head-on collision,

planned undoubtedly by Cupid himself

Gregory and their pet dog Perr> who
loves in vain the Persian cat, Midgie
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Betty, star of “Incendiary Blonde”
gets hairdo from hairdresser, Eunice

1

were
Never a dull moment for “best friends” Margie Plecher,
Eunice MacFarlane and Lindsay Durand with Betty

IF you were a

I house guest of
-* Betty Hutton
you’d be the
house guest of
the giddiest and
gayest human
jumping bean in

Hollywood.
You’d be deaf-
ened, dazed and

dazzled by the uproar—and de-
lighted!

Your first mental upset would
come when you pointed your car
toward the Hollywood hills and
began a devious climb up a snake-
like road that led you higher and
higher until you finally reached what
looks like a tiny one-story tan stuc-
co house with a “roll” roof. The tiny

house is an optical lie, you shortly
discover, for it really sprawls back-
ward down a steep hillside for three
stories.

You’d park your car in a neigh-
bor’s flower bed to keep it from ca-
reening down the hilly road, walk
past the garage doors and open a
small gate that leads into the hand-
kerchief-sized front garden—and in

ten steps you’d be at the front door.

Twilight is falling, and in the clear
evening air you can hear the neigh-
bors’ dinner noises floating from one
side of the canyon to the other. But
now the door opens and a pretty
colored maid named Mary invites

you inside. “I’ll get Mrs. Hutton

—

Miss Betty isn’t home from the
studio yet,” she says, ushering you
through a small hallway—into an
entrancing living room. It’s your first

warning that the outside of the house
belies the inside; for you find your-
self in a big, square, gracious room
entirely done in elaborate French
decoration . . . and the comer made
by the two farthest walls is lined
with windows overlooking all of the
twinkling lights of Hollywood and
the nearby hills, encrusted with
white houses.
After the lovely view, your eye is

attracted back to the room. Its floor

is covered in pale green figured car-
peting, and while you wait for Betty’s
mother to appear, you notice that the
walls are tinted to match the rug,

the drapes on the many windows are
green with a gold rose pattern and
the furniture is heavy gilt, uphol-
stered in rich gold or green brocades.
A dainty marble fireplace is oppo-

This is Betty’s

hillside house

The playroom where Betty keeps her Pacific tour trophies Betty at her wardrobe chest where all is neat and in numbers
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You’d go up a winding road to a delightful house on

a hill—and you’d have a dizzy, dazzling time . . .

BY ELEANOR HARRIS

site the windowed vista, with a sec-
tion of modern glass outlining it.

There are two couches and at least

ten easy chairs scattered around the
room—and under an ornate gold-
framed mirror stands a console spin-
ette. On either side of the fireplace

are low built-in bookcases, sparsely
sprinkled with books. This room is

shiningly neat, formal and yet com-
fortable; and you’ve already noted
that Betty doesn’t believe in family
portraits . . . there isn’t a picture in

the room except for some formal
French water colors on the walls.

But now you hear Betty’s mother
coming up a flight of stairs from
somewhere below in this hillside

house, and you turn to greet her.

Her name is Mabel Hutton, but she’s
known to you from this moment as

“Mom,” and you love her at once.
She’s a thin, energetic, young-look-
ing woman with bobbed ash-blonde
hair that’s flying around her ears,

alert green-gray eyes and a sweet
face. She’s wearing pastel -green
slacks and a blouse, and swinging
from one hand is her four-year-old
blond grandson, John Thomas Phil-
bin III—who is Marian Hutton’s son,
and Betty’s beloved nephew. (John

lives at his bombshell aunt’s house
as much as at his own traveling

family’s.) Mom and he settle on the
sofa together, while Mom tells you
how she located this house last No-
vember on the very day Betty got
back from her South Pacific enter-
tainment tour, and how they rent
it furnished, and how much Betty
loves it.

Right here Betty herself arrives

—

you can hear her (and so can the
neighbors) for minutes before she
appears. There are five blasts on a
horn outside, the sound of Betty’s

blue convertible Buick sedan shriek-
ing to a stop in the garage, and then
the front door bursts open and Betty
has leaped inside—all flying blonde
curls, dancing hazel eyes, a flapping
yellow sports coat over a yellow
sweater and skirt. Her feet are in

sandals and yellow bobby socks, and
she literally broad jumps across the
room to you, yelling “Hiya, doll-

face!!” Then she envelopes you,
Johnny and Mom in successive bear-
hugs. Within two seconds she has
seized your heavy suitcases and is

rushing them and you down the
green-carpeted hallway. Behind you,
you can hear Mom herding little

Johnny downstairs for his supper.

Meanwhile, Betty is blithely in-

forming you that except for the
living room, this top floor is all her
domain. .To the left, off the hall, is

your bedroom—a trim, square, small
room with the same green carpeting
as the living room and hall. The
double bed has ivory satin for a

spread and the same satin repeated
in the quilted headboard. The walls
are pale ivory-yellow, there are
yellow drapes and a fluffy dressing-
table in white with pink trimming.
There are also a couple of easy
chairs in pale green . . . but now
Betty, having tossed your suitcases

in a corner, is dragging you down
the hall again to see her suite. “First

time I’ve been living like a movie
queen, and I’m eating it up!” she
says in her gay, happy voice.

Her bedroom is something like

your own, only a little bigger in size.

Her rug is aqua blue, her walls a

paler blue and her bed covered in a
quilted ivory satin spread with a

matching quilted headboard. The
wall behind it is draped in the same
satin, with two dark rose panels on
either side. There’s also a blue easy
chair with (Continued on page 66)

This is the bed you’d sleep in if you were a Hutton guest The Blonde Bombshell launches an attack on the pool ball
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ADIES and gentlemen, we have
in this corner . . .

Well, at different times we have
different contenders; professional
rivals, personalities who do not, for

one reason or' another, click with
each other, even the major studios

themselves. Metro and Warner
Brothers, for instance, have for a
long time gazed upon one another’s
achievements with the greenest eyes
and eternally have it in mind to

outshine one another.
The strangest events and circum-

stances call for boxing gloves some-
times. With Sonja Henie and
Michael O’Shea it was a love scene,

of all things. . . .

Sonja is a careful, methodical
business woman, and nobody knows
better than she that she must be
photographed from very defined

angles, with her head, her hair, her
lashes just so.

She and the big boss of the new
International Pictures, the witty Bill

Goetz for whom she made “It’s A
Pleasure,” get along blissfully. But
the immediate producer of “It’s A
Pleasure” was David Lewis. David
and Sonja did not mix like Scotch
and soda, but more like gasoline and
fire. Continual bouts were going on
between them when Mr. O’Shea
wandered into the ring as Sonja’s
leading man.
When Sonja gave Mike barely a

nod, he burned. The chances are
good that Sonja had no thought of

snubbing him. Business is just that

with her and she hasn’t troubled to

make any of her leading men feel

important since the days when she
fell in love with one of them

—

the handsome Tyrone Power.
Came their first love scene. Once

again, what happened was probably
innocent. But somehow or other, in

kissing Sonja, Mike succeeded in

nearly throwing her off balance. His
face got beautifully into camera
range but Sonja’s was knocked galley-

west and her hair and temper were
royally rumpled. The temperatures
fell below the freezing mark and
for one solid week, except for actual
lines in the script, Henie and O’Shea
never addressed to one another so

much as a single word. The glances
exchanged between them were hard
enough to pave a road, however.
They’ve made it up ostensibly. But

don’t think Henie has forgotten.

There also are times when what
started out to be a fine friendship is

the cause of it all. Originally, Alan

June Allvson used to be the silent shadow
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spoken and otherwise—of Hollywood’s livelier set

BY
Icebergs for June Haver and Jeanne Crain

Ladd and Bill Bendix were pals.

They had much in common. Their
lives had run parallel. For years
Alan had kicked around Hollywood,
getting nowhere. Simultaneously,
Bill had been kicking around New
York, even had been on relief. They
met just as both hit the up-curve and
signed their original Paramount
contracts.

Bill had nothing but gratitude

toward everybody at this time; grati-

tude toward films for recognizing
his talent and helping him out of his

hitherto wretched existence, grati-

tude for his wife Tess who had stood
so loyally by him, gratitude toward
Sue and Alan Ladd, his neighbors,
who put in so many enthusiastic

words for him at the studio. They
were very close, the Ladds and the

Bendixes. When Alan went into

service he worried less about Susie
because he had Bill’s word that he
would stand by when the baby was
born.

Unfortunately perhaps for the
Ladd-Bendix friendship, Bill’s con-
tract ran only for a short period
while Alan’s was of long duration.
When Bill’s contract came up for re-

newal he was given a whopping big

raise and the right fo make outside
pictures. Alan of course was in the
Army by this time. Even after he
was released from the armed forces,

however, his old contract remained
in force due to the W.L.B. And it of-

fered only moderate raises. (In “And
Now Tomorrow” Alan made $12,000

to Loretta Young’s $75,000.) Bill, on
the other hand, was earning thou-
sands a week and living in a virtual

mansion in Beverly Hills.

No one really knows what caused
the Ladd-Bendix break-up. But
everybody accepts the fact that it is

just that. Alan’s and Bill’s an-
tagonism for one another is so in-

tense these days that when both were
cast in “Ten Years Before The Mast”
the wily Brian Donlevy, also in the

picture, was heard to remark that

he ought to be able to steal the glory

while the co-stars concentrated on
outsmarting one another.

Also, much as this break-up is to

be regretted, Hollywood had to smile
when, shortly after Alana Ladd was
born, the Bendixes put in an appli-

cation at an adoption center.

Then there is the funny incident
that Olivia de Havilland tells on
herself and the not-too-friendly
rivalry that existed between her and
Ida Lupino ( Continued on page 83)

behind Betty Hutton. P.S. They’re still silent
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Where’s the red hair that she’s now so famous for? But In 1933 she was a mystery woman. Was she married to

look twice. Perhaps the impish grin will give you a clue that world figure? There’s no doubt about her status today

The year was 1931, Missouri was behind her, and miles She looked like a tragedy queen in 1930, but don’t be

of dancing lay ahead before she was to reach stardom fooled. The girl from N. Dakota is now anything but that



mi/
the right were once the girls on the left,

won’t be fooled—but before you take

68 and see how right you are

The sailor hat is nothing but a ruse. She’s really the love

of an Army flier and of all the followers of Maisie

Look on the C. I. barracks walls and you’re sure to

find pictures such as this of pin-up queen, Mrs. J. -

She’s vital, vibrant and vivacious—just ask the boys

she entertained on her China—Burma—India tour

A dynamo, no less, and the lass has plenty on the ball.

It shouldn’t be hard to figure out that it’s Mrs. Arnaz.

Sensational now! She’s the mother of Cheryl and the love

of a Turk who never calls her by her real name, Julia Jean



itizen

Phillip Terry, who has his

feet on the ground and his

heart in the hands of Mrs. T.

BY DUGAL O’LIAM

lessly spent the evening sitting be-
tween her and Mines on a davenport,
answering all the questions.

In time, he asked for her telephone
number. When she, remembering
her Emily Post, showed reluctance,

he went to the telephone and copied
it off the dial. For this display of

resourcefulness he was rewarded
with a date the first time he put the
treasure to practical use. He had to

wait a week to work the appoint-
ment into her busy schedule, but
once he got a toe in the door, he did
all right. The friend, of course, was
Miss Crawford.

Six weeks later they were married.
At the time they said it was six

months of acquaintanceship but now
the romantic truth can be told. Joan
has changed since her marriage. She
is much quieter, less intense and the
hidden sweetness and unselfishness
of her turbulent nature are pow to

the fore. This is Phil’s influence on
her. Her influence on him is much
less marked. He is, as always, very
much his quiet, self-possessed self.

Personally, Phil Terry falls into

the limited Hollywood category of

completely adult, thoroughly nice
citizens. Today at the hands of RKO
his long retarded career is hitting

the high he has never personally
doubted it would achieve. This is

not conceit on Phil’s part. It is simply
intelligent self-belief and self-

knowledge based on shrewd planning
and careful training.

RKO, however, was so pleasantly
startled at his ability as a light

comedian in “Music In Manhattan”
that they rushed “Pan Americana”
into work (Continued on page 98)

Phillip Terry, taking new comedy laurels in RKO’s “Pan Americana”

A
TWO-YEARS-AGO anecdote on
Phil Terry illustrates perfectly

the type of guy he is.

The publicity office at Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer had sent out the

usual biography form to this player
who’d died with terrific impact in

“Bataan.”
The form came back, duly filled

out, and in the space reserved for

an answer to the question, “Married
to . . .

?” the deponent had entered
the simple item of information, “Mrs.
Phillip Terry.”

This was Mr. Terry’s pointed way
of saying that he didn’t care to be
known as Joan Crawford’s husband.

that he stood on his own two feet

(one of which used to kick footballs

record distances at Stanford Univer-
sity) and that he was an actor first

and foremost, and that marriage to

him, and to whom, was a strictly

private affair.

Phil and Joan have been blissfully

married for two and a half years
now, after a whirlwind courtship on
Phil’s part.

On the town stag one Sunday
night, - Terry encountered Harry
Mines, the drama critic. Mines was
on his way to visit a friend and sug-
gested Terry go along. Meeting the

friend for the first time, Terry tact-



Dennis O’Keefe, who finds

sentiment and superstition

the same in any language

BY DOROTHY DEERE

D
ENNIS O’KEEFE, bom James
Edward Flannagan, is as Irish as

any good American can be, and
as masculine as a sock in the jaw.

The first thing that impresses you
when he enters a room is his bigness

and his breeze. The kind of frame
that makes a well-tailored tweed
look as if the pleasure were mutual,
and a step as easy as his grin. The
next thing you notice is his eyes, not
only because they are such a good
unabashed blue, but because of the

mixture of friendliness, intelligence

and tolerance all mirrored therein.

Young eyes, but they’ve been
around.
The O’Keefe career has covered

more territory than any other on the

screen, if you count the mileage of

his ups and downs. He is the only
actor since Gable to climb from the

limbo of the extra ranks to the top.

Early in his course he knew the
swift excitement of being rocketed
to stardom, before he was ready for

it—and soon after that, he had first-

hand experience with the dull thud
that follows when an actor takes the

blame for a producer’s million -dollar

mistake. When ready and qualified

for stardom, he learned what it

meant to have to slug his way back
through uninspiring roles in unin-
spired pictures.

Today, success is something he
holds securely in his two big fists.

His roles in the past few months
have set a record in versatility:

Virile adventure in “The Fighting
Seabees,” broad comedy in “Up In
Mabel’s Room,” musical romance in

“Sensations Of ’44,” and serious

I drama in “The Stoi-y Of Dr. Wassell.”

entimental

Dennis O’Keefe: Definitely in the ducats in “Brewster’s Millions”

“Brewster’s Millions,” now in the
making, will again raise him to full

stardom. As for those yeax-s in be-
tween when he knew hunger, disillu-

sionment and the double-double-
cross, he prefers to look back on
them and grin. It was a hard fight,

Ma, but he won.
It was on that hard and uninviting

come-back trail that Dennis met and
married pretty Louise Stanley. It

didn’t last very long and he’s never
talked much about it, but for several
years his attitude toward marriage
was like that of the fellow who was
invited by a friend to accompany
him to the library, and said, “Well,

thanks—but I’ve read a book!” It

was a nice, handy attitude to take
along on a good time—self-winding
and shock-proof—until he encoun-
tered the delightful Duna.

Steffi, born something we can’t

pronounce, is petite and provocative,
with wai-m brown eyes and a blithe

habit of combining English wordage
and Hungarian phrasing into some-
thing more intriguing than Esperanto
will ever be. She is a native of

Budapest, and “Duna,” which means
Danube, is the name given her by
Noel Coward when he discovered
her dancixxg at the Wondei'bar in

Berlin. En- ( Continued on page 69)
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The Life

of

H
OLLYWOOD calls her a great

find.

Bogie calls her “Charley,” or

“Slim”—the character she played in

“To Have And Have Not.”

Her mother, friends, the wait-
resses, policemen, grips and gaffers

on the lot call her Betty, which cer-

tainly doesn’t suit her, but is her
real name.
The town cut-ups started calling

her “The Look,” on account of what
she, amused at herself, describes as

that “down-under” look which she

uses with such sulphurous effect on
the screen. And the name has taken
hold like wildfire.

Others call her Lauren, a family
name she adopted when she went on
the stage, or—the tag of fame—just

Bacall.

She has the whole town talking!

It began at the press preview of

“To Have And Have Not” (starring

Humphrey Bogart) in which new-
comer Bacall walked, for the first

time, onto the screen.

The impact was terrific.

In that star-accustomed audience,

one heard the sharp sound of in-

drawn breaths, felt the mounting
excitement accorded only the fabu-
lous or frightening.

Afterwards the critics gathered
outside the projection room, where
an extraordinary thing happened.
Instead of the customary argument,
the pros and cons of controversy,
there was perfect unanimity when,
as one man, they said: .

“This Bacall girl has the makings
of a Garbo!”
June Allyson, who admires her

tremendously, summed up the gen-
eral reaction when she said, “It was
like being given the insulin shock
treatment.”
The preview crowd dispersed, but

the applause echoed on. Obviously

it was time to talk to this Bacall girl.

When she came into the Green
Room at Warner Brothers, a casual-
looking youngster in a gray sports

suit, a prune-colored sweater, moc-
casins and a somewhat derelict-

looking raincoat slung—though the
sun was shining—over her shoulders
(“To give me,” she later explained,
“that ‘casual’ look”), she looked ten
years younger than she does on the
screen. Actually, she was twenty on
September 16, 1944, and about as

hard-boiled and sophisticated as a
college freshman.

“Hi,” said the Baeall girl.

Then, while she was ordering her
lunch—cold turkey, avocado, black
coffee—we sat, frankly staring, tak-
ing inventory of the face that has



Burgess Meredith has a word to say to Lauren at a reeent gala-event encounter

Bacall and Bogart who gave romance a sultry meaning in “To Have And Have Not”

launched a million superlatives.

Pale tan hair, unevenly streaked
by the sun and worn shoulder-
length. Mouth extraordinarily large
for beauty. But on her—beautiful.

Teeth slightly uneven. Eyebrows
that are as they grew. Eyes, gray-
green, wide-spaced and set uniquely
in her head. But eyes that look at

you levelly. Not with that “down-
under” look which, by the way, she
says she “made up” herself, but uses
only when after a job, or—on the
screen—a man.
Please don’t get the impression

that she doesn’t look, in life, as she
does on the screen. All you have to

do is add ten years to her, throw in
some disillusioning experiences and
there sits “Slim.” And why not?

She played the part with “no al-

terations.”

“When I made my first test,” she
said, “they wanted to round and thin

my eyebrows, cap my teeth, change
my hairline. Make my mouth up to

look smaller. Glue on fake eye-
lashes. That’s when I said, ‘No altera-
tions!’ If they’d insisted, I couldn’t
have acted. Couldn’t have spoken a
line. And would have been back in

‘blouses’—modeling for Harper’s Ba-
zaar—where I came from. Not,” she
added, “that I’m looks-conscious. I’m
no raving beauty, and I know it.

Just,” she laughed, “raving. But I’ve

got to be me and not some other
‘creep’ (as Bogie would put it) when
I do a job.

“Fortunately for me, I had Mr.

She’s Lauren Bacall of the

gray-green eyes and “down-

under” look, who demanded

and got “no alterations!”

BY GLADYS HALL

Hawks on my side all the way, so

I made the picture completely—ex-
cept for very light make-up—un-
camouflaged. And I’m doing the
same in my second picture, ‘The Big
Sleep,’ in which I’m again teamed
with Bogie, again directed by Mr.
Hawks and playing, of all things, a

society girl!”

Speaking of fame, she says, “I’m
not famous—yet. One picture isn’t

enough to prove anything. Nor two.
Fame,” said this Bacall girl, who sees

things straight and sees them whole,
“is something that must pyramid.
But I see my name in the papers,

hear it over the radio, see my face

on magazine covers and it’s a little

hard to believe this is me it has
happened to. I always wanted it to

happen. But never thought it would
—like this.”

As a matter of fact—and record
—-Betty Bacall hadn’t any partic-

ular reason to suppose that it would
happen “like this,” if at all. She
says, of her childhood, “It was pretty
dull”—and would like to let it go
at that. (Continued on page 120)
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Dear Miss Colbert,

I'm now overseas. I’m fond of my wife but

still love the first girl I ever had

and don’t know what to do.

J Collet
SUeuAd. X -ftil Uua(?om<A X
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Dear Miss Colbert,

How can I get over my feeling of

inferiority? I hate school — not the studies,

but the social end of it.

EAR MISS COLBERT:
Several years ago I fell in love

with a girl and we went together

steady for five years. That last year

of our affair she gave birth to a little

girl, but I’ve never seen the child.

As I was supporting my parents,

we couldn’t get married so my girl’s

mother had the baby adopted out

two weeks after it was born.

On the day that I was inducted

into service I learned that my girl

had married another fellow. I felt

she had done the right thing, as I

was no good for her. Though I wrote

her occasionally, I didn't hear from

her for almost a year, but when I

did hear, she told me that she was
getting a divorce. I felt guilty and

thought perhaps I had caused the

trouble so I stopped writing.

While I was in camp I met a nice

girl and we saw each other often.

We spoke kiddingly of marriage, but

when the talk grew serious I al-

ways said it was out for me because

of my financial responsibilities. She
didn’t accept this as she said she

didn’t need my money. Suddenly,

she announced our engagement.

When I saw how pleased her family

was I didn’t have the heart to say

that it was phony. We were married

and a year later we nad a little girl

which I have not seen because I am
overseas. Although I am very fond

of my wife, I am still in love with

my one and only girl. My wife

doesn’t know my feeling because I

am not sure of just what to do. I

am in hopes of your advising me.
Sgt. Garhart E.

Dear Mr. E:
When you married your present

wife, the previous chapter of your
life should have been closed forever.

I frankly believe that it was a mistake

for you to have continued to write, to

this other girl after she was married,

and / agree with your expressed
thought that yon may hare been the

basis for her trouble with her husband.
You owe your present wife and her

child your loyalty and devotion. I am
certain that, when you return from
overseas, you will be so glad to see

them that all thoughts of anyone else

will vanish from your mind.
At any rate, that is the way I think

it should be, because—to build any
other sort of life for yourself—would
require plenty of intestinal fortitude.

First you would have to divorce your
second wife, explaining your past ex-

perience to her a step that would
probably break her heart. Then you
would have to try to build a sucessful

life with a girl whom you have deeply

YOUR PROBLEMS ANSWERED

hurt. Between you there would always

be the insoluble problem of that child

given out for adoptionC.

All of this was a tragedy, of course,

but it is one that cannot be mended
now, so I would think that your only
course of sensible action would be to

return to your wife and make a deter-

mined effort to be a good husband.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

This really gets me. This after-

noon I was asked by my girl friend

(who is also fifteen as I am) if I

would go up to her house for awhile.

Her mother works, so she is alone. I

asked my mother and she said I

could go if I would be home by five.

Well, I was walking up the street

within a block of the house at five,

when I saw my mother waiting for

me. She said she was coming over to

my friend’s to get me as she had
telephoned, but received no answer.

I explained that Alice and I had
been in the rumpus room playing the

vie and hadn’t heard the telephone.

She insinuated that there were boys

and that we were making too much
noise to hear it. There’s weren’t any

boys there, and there have never

been, but if there had, I think Alice

and I are old enough to control our-

selves without screaming like infants.

There is a boy in our school whom
I do like, but don’t think I am going

to be fool enough to bring him home
to meet my mother. The lady next

door is nice. She had a talk with my
mother about me, but my mother

said the lady was a nosy idiot.

My mother makes me pretty dresses,

lets me have quite a bit of money and

is sweet to me around the house.

But she is so funny about letting me
out of her sight; and she thinks boys

are simply awful. How can I be like

other girls if she acts like that?

Tamara V.

Dear Miss V

:

Your mother is simply trying to

protect you. She must tremble at the

extent of juvenile delinquency. When
you were a little tot, she undoubtedly

kept you away from the lake because

you didn’t know how to swim. I\ow,

she is trying to protect you from
another type of deep water, and as

soon as she feels that you are grown



BY CLAUDETTE COLBERT
i

enough to take care of yourself in an
emergency, she will undoubtedly give
you more freedom.

Whatever you do, don’t start to

meet this boy on the sly. Have a talk

with your mother. Tell her that you
like this boy and that you will appre-
ciate it if she will look him over and
tell you whether she thinks he will be
a nice escort or not. Then tell the boy
that you want him to meet your
mother because she is such a swell
person.

If you will build your boy friend
up to your mother, and build your
mother up to your boy friend, you’ll

find that both ivill like each other.
I’m strongly of the opinion that any

teenster can have a wonderful time
with the. backing of her mother. Kitch-
en dancing parties, ten o’clock snacks,
or evenings spent in listening to re-

cordings can be arranged by mothers
and will turn out to be twice as much
fun as other types of entertainment.

Try it and be convinced.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am married and have a girl

two and a boy three.

Roy. my husband, was drafted into
the Army seven months ago. We
just didn’t see how we could take it.

He has always been a homebody.
He was sent to the Coast for his

training. He wrote to me every day
and I answered every day. When the
time came for his furlough, he asked
me to send him fifty dollars, which
I did at once. The next week
every time the telephone rang, I

jumped like a jack-in-the-box, and
I met the train every morning. No
Roy. Three weeks later I received
another short note saying that he
had to have a second money order
for fifty dollars or he couldn’t come
home. We didn’t have fifty dollars
left in the bank, so I wrote asking
him if he wanted our last dime. I

have never heard from him again.
His buddy came home on furlough

and told me that Roy was agoing
around with an 1 elderly widow. I was
heartbroken, but I didn’t really know
how I could suffer until I learned
that Roy had deserted.
My allotment stops next month,

which will leave me without support
for my children. What should I do?

Mrs. Althea W.

Would you like to have a heart-to-heart talk with

C iaudelte (SolLeti ?

Then write her care of Photoplay, 8949 Sunset

Blvd., Hollywood 46, Calif., and she'll reply on
these pages if she feels yours is a problem of suf-

ficient general interest. Sign your full name and ad-

dress. All names are changed for your protection

Dear Mrs. W:
Yours is a real and frightening

trouble.
Go to the Red Cross at once and

tell them your story exactly as you
have written it to me. I understand
that provisions have been made for
women in your position, so do not
hesitate to take advantage of the ar-

rangements made by our govern-
ment.

Then, as soon as possible, put your
children in a day nursery and get
yourself a job. Even when your hus-
band is found, he will probably be
sentenced to imprisonment for a long
period of time so you can no longer
expect any assistance from him.

I know that, through the Red Cross,
your current subsistence problem will

be solved. 1 wish that, in addition, I

could icrite some words of comfort or
advice that would help you through

the difficult time ahead, yet all I can
think of is the real truth that no one
of us knows how great is our store of
fortitude and latent heroism until
the need arises. Another truth is

that we are called upon to live only
one hour at a time. That hour en-
dured, we are bolstered for the next.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am sixteen, rather pretty, and

terribly unhappy. The reason: I

hate school. I don’t mind the studies:

it’s the social end of it that bothers
me.
Many wealthy people live in my

town, but they live on one side of

the town while the middle-class peo-
ple live on the other. I happen to

live on the ( Continued on page 108)
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IT HAD TO BE

There were three girls who wanted three different things from Hollywood.

It was not in Hollywood that they found them, but within themselves

T
HREE girls came to Hollywood to

make their bids for all it had to

give, each in her own way. There
was Jeannie Holmes, who became
the top young singing star of pic-

tures, but would have traded her
fame any day for the vibrant love
of Peter Blake, popular young star,

whose marriage ‘plans Jeannie’s
mother, Rosie, cleverly smashed.
There was Gloria Thornton, the

loveliest thing in Hollywood—to look
at—and the hardest. Other women’s
men—not acting—were her specialty
and deftly she snagged Peter into

marriage during his hurt over his

broken romance with Jeannie. Even
now she was setting her cap for Paul
Daniels, Jeannie’s ambitious director
who was cashing in on Peter by get-
ting himself engaged to Jeannie on
the rebound.
Then there was Marian Morgan

who would have sold her soul to the
devil for her career in order to be-
come a truly great actress. It was
Jeannie’s party announcing her en-
gagement to Paul that Marian crashed
in desperation to put herself before
D. P. Lawrentz, head of Jeannie’s
studio. The ruse worked. Marian
was in—with Jeannie’s help. And
Jeannie was heartbroken after a

breathless moment in the garden
with Peter when he told her he had
tried to get into the Marines. It

didn’t even matter to Jeannie when
Rosie caught Gloria kissing Paul.

Frantic with the whole setup of

her life, Jeannie had a nervous
crack-up at the studio and was spir-

ited away to a private rest home by
her pal in the publicity department,

BY KATHERINE ALBERT
Author of. the original story "Guest In The House."

Dorothy Lester. The one person she
begged to see was Peter. So Dorothy
called, but it was Gloria who an-
swered. “He’s gone,” she said cas-
ually. “Here’s the note he left: ‘The
Army took me. I’m glad. Peter.’

”

\A/HEN Jeannie came back from
v the hospital, she found Rosie in

their cheerless, modem living room
arranging an enormous basket of ex-
pensive hot-house flowers. Outside
in the garden there was a profusion
of roses and gardenias. But Rosie
never used what was at hand when,
she could buy something else.

“Hello, Mother,” Jeannie said.

Rosie saw that Jeannie seemed to

have grown taller because she was
so much thinner. She noticed the
purple shadows beneath her eyes.

But what she failed utterly to see

was that in Jeannie’s eyes there was
that certain look which proves that

a young woman has been doing
serious thinking.

“Darling,” Rosie said. “You’ve
come back. And, somehow, with
Peter gone and Paul working every
night cutting the Thornton picture,

I feel as if you’re my little girl

again.”

Jeannie smiled. “I’m afraid I’m
my own girl now.”
“What do you mean?” Rosie asked.

“I’ve just told D.P. I won’t do that

script they sent me in the hospital.”

Rosie sboved the flowers aside and
leaned against the edge of the table.

“But you didn’t consult me, Jeannie.”
“No,” said Jeannie quietly, “I just

went into a little conference with
myself.”

Rosie choked down the rage that

had risen in her throat. “What hap-
pened?”

“I’m on suspension,” Jeannie said.

“You’re—you’re not going to get

your salary?”
“That’s right!”

For so many years Rosie Holmes
had struggled to piece a living to-

gether that her mind could not en-
compass the gesture of turning down
a weekly five-figure sum for a prin-
ciple. She did not need money now.
Nevertheless the idea of “going off

salary” instead of making a film in

which you did not believe was so

incomprehensible to her that she
looked at Jeannie as if she were a

monster. Even the old familiar

speech failed her. She could not talk

of her “sacrifices” or deify her
“weary bones.” She just stood there
with the expensive flowers framing
her horrified face. Finally she whis-
pered, “I don’t understand you.”

Jeannie, however, was about to

understand herself. During those

weeks in the hospital with nothing
but her own soul to examine, she
had arrived at a curious kind of

’

inner peace. She had taken stock of

her mistakes and, although she could
not rectify her greatest one—letting

Peter down—she could, she realized,

compensate- by being true to herself

at last.

Reading the script of “Summer
Moon,” she knew, with the exalta-

tion that is one of the compensations
of a decision born of personal integ-

rity, that she would not make this

film.

Not even Rosie’s belated but
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Marian watched the
bombing avidly, as

Peter drewJeannie to

him, whispered, “It’s

always- been you.”



unabashed hysterics shook her calm
determination when, the next day,
a Hollywood columnist announced,
“Marian Morgan, who made such a

hit doing a bit in the Broadway mu-
sical ‘Arizona,’ is going places. The
original screen story ‘Summer Moon,’
first slated for Jeannie Holmes, is to

be Marian’s first starring vehicle.

Jeannie was a naughty girl and
turned this fine story down.”
However, Jeannie had

about more than her
screen life while in

the hospital. She had
come to a vital deci-
sion concerning Paul
Daniels.

It had been wrong
of her to become en-
gaged to him. She
saw the gesture for

what it was—a pro-
test against the in-

justice of the Peter
Blake episode—but
this knowledge did
not free her from a
promise. She assured
herself that as soon
as she was released
from the hospital she
would be a dutiful

and proper sweet-
heart to the man she
would eventually
marry. .

^HE had been al-

lowed no visitors

while she was in the
nursing home—not
even Paul or her
mother, mostly not
her mother. She
called Paul now at

the studio. At last

the operator located
him in the projection
room. He was run-
ning bits and pieces
of the Thornton film.

“Paul, dear,” Jean-
nie said, “I’m home.”

“That’s wonderful,”
Paul said and behind
his words she could
hear the sound track
muttering, could hear
Gloria’s voice from
the screen, mouthing,
“It will never be the
same again.” And
then she heard Paul
saying, “No, not that

one. That other take.” He was
speaking, she. knew, to the cutter
sitting beside him. Then again he
spoke into the telephone to her, but
his voice had the remote, impersonal
quality that a man’s voice has when
he is doing man’s work and must,
at the same time, give attention to

a woman.
“Paul,” Jeannie said. “I want to

dance. Will you pick me up here at

the house about seven and take me
to Mocambo?”
Again came the mumbling from

the screen and Paul’s voice above it,

“Can’t make it then,” and, to the

cutter, “No, you idiot, that’s a rotten
take.”

“All right, Paul,” Jeannie said.

“Meet me at Mocambo at eight.”

“Okay,” Paul said and as Jeannie
hung up the telephone she was not
sure whether he had said ‘okay’ to

her or to the cutter.

She was less sure that night when,
in one of the few evening dresses
that Rosie had ever allowed her,

she arrived at Mocambo. The head

waiter proudly escorted her to a

conspicuous table. It was an event
when a girl who was as great a star

as Jeannie and who frequented night
clubs as little as she, made an ap-
pearance at Mocambo.

“Don’t snap yet, boys,” Jeannie
said to the lads with the cameras.
“Paul’s coming presently. And two
are always better than one in a

picture.”

She ordered a glass of ginger ale

(Jeannie had never tasted liquor)

and waited. Several people came
over to her table, chatted, went away
again. Sitting at the conspicuous

table she felt more lonely even than
she had felt in the hospital when
she was absolutely alone.
At half past nine she called he

waiter. “Mr. Daniels must have bee
detained at the studio. I’ll order din
ner now—while I wait for him . .

.’

She said it loud enough for the peo-
ple at the other table to hear her.
At ten-thirty she had finished her

dinner—or, at least, she had disfig-

ured it with a knife and fork. Aware
that everyone was
watching her, she
went downstairs, re-
mained fifteen min-
utes and returned to

her table. She said to

the waiter, her voice
loud, “I’ve just had a

call from Mr. Daniels.

He has been unavoid-
ably detained at the
studio. So please
bring me my check.”
She was opening

her bag to find a bill,

her eyes lowered,
when she heard the
murmur that went
around the room.
Somehow she knew
the whispers con-
cerned her. Looking
up, she saw Paul
standing in the en-
trance. And standing
beside him, her eyes
bright, her cheeks
flushed, her low-cut
lame evening gown
reflecting the lights,

as well as every curve
of her luscious body,
was Gloria Thornton.

Before Jeannie had
time to design a

course of behavior
Paul saw her and
headed for her table

not too steadily, for

he had been drink-
ing.

“Forgive me, Jean-
nie,” he said. “I don’t
have any excuse, I

just forgot I was to

meet you, that’s all.”

“Thanks for being
honest,” Jeannie said.

DESIDES,” Paulu went on, not
hearing her, “this

picture I’ve just made
with Gloria is lousy and I know it.”

Gloria, having greeted everyone
she knew even slightly, followed
Paul to the table. “It is nice that

you could get away, Gloria,” Jeannie
said in loud clear tones. “I had
hoped you could come, but wasn’t
sure.” A waiter lifted a chair above
his head and set it down for Gloria.

“Go on, bawl me out,” Gloria said.

“You took Peter away from me
more quietly,” Jeannie answered.

“I’m not taking Paul away from
you,” Gloria’s voice rose shrilly.

“He’s just my director. Why should

I want him ( Continued on page 87)

thought

YOU want to live. So does HE!

All lie asks is a fighting chance. And you can give it to him.

Overseas they arc faced with an alarming shortage of nurses!
This means that the gallant women who have volunteered for

service as nurses overseas must take care of more wounded than
they can safely manage. This means not only overwork and
breakdowns for these women who are taking care of vour boy

—

it also means reducing his chances of coming back to you

!

YOU CAN 'HELP. If you arc untrained, take a home nursing
or nurse’s aide course given by your local chapter of the Amer-
ican Red Cross. When you have completed your course the Red
Cross or your local Civilian Defense office will see that your
services are utilized where most needed.

If you are a Senior Cadet Nurse, vou may take your final six

months of training in a government. Army or Navy hospital.

If you are a Registered Nurse and eligible for overseas duty, join

the Army or Navy without delay.

If you arc a Registered Nurse and not eligible for the Army or

Navy Nurse Corps, then you can either work in a civilian hos-

pital or as a civilian in an Army hospital and thus release a nurse
who is eligible, for military service.

For information apply to:

Your local Red Cross Nurse Recruiting Service
Your nearest hospital

The Surgeon-General, U. S. Army, Washington 25, D. C.

Surgeon-General, U. S. Navy, Washington 25, D. C.
«

DON’T THINK ABOUT IT. ACT NOW!

=== H—



She’s Engaged!

She’s Lovely!

She uses Pond’s!

There is quicksilver magic about

Lola Pierce’s beauty—her arresting

blue, blue eyes, the radiant clarity

of her exquisite complexion.

She’s another engaged girl with

that adorable Pond’s look. "I cer-

tainly do love Pond’s Cold Cream,”

Lola says. "It has such a perfect way

of making my face feel gorgeously

clean—and ever so soft.”

How she beauty-creams with Pond’s:

One—She smooths snowy-white Pond’s
Cold Cream completely over her face and
throat. Pats quickly to release dirt and
make-up. Tissues all off.

Two—She rinses with more Pond’s,
swirling her cream-coated fingers quick-

ly round and round her face. This to

make her face extra clean, extra soft.

Then she tissues off again.

Use Pond’s this twice-over way

—

night and morning— and for in-

between-time beauty clean-ups too!

Her face is engagingly soft and smooth. "I just leave it to Pond s! ’ she says.

C/&emte

Her engagement to Lieutenant I. C. Noyes, U.S.N.R., was announced by her parents

(

HER RING—an exceptionally beautiful,

clear diamond, flanked with smaller

diamonds and set in platinum.

FOR THE DURATION—Lola has volun-

teered as a Nurses’ Aide, serving at the

hospital regularly each week. "It’s grand

to feel that I can do something so badly

needed,” she says. Your local hospital is

short-handed for nursing help right now.

Why not find out how you can help there?

A FEW OF THE PONB’S
SOCIETY BEAUTIES

Mrs. William Rhinelander Stewart

Mrs. Morgan Belmont

Lady Kinross Mrs. A. J. Drexel, III

Lady Louis Mountbatten

.

She helps at the hospital—taking tempera,

tures, bathing patients, carrying trays

!

GET THE BIG LUXURY SIZE—You’ll

like its wide top that lets you dip in P

with both hands. Such a grand lavish M
feeling! Get your own big jar of soft- m
smooth Pond’s Cold Cream today! At
beauty counters everywhere!
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From the ship U. S. S. Madison comes a request from Red Caffrey’s

Deck Apes. “We would like very much to have you send us an auto-

graphed photograph of our favorite pin-up girl. We would like the

picture autographed to Red’s Deck Apes. In case you don’t know
what deck apes are, we will gladly explain. They are deck hands,

a hard-working group of men. Must sign off now, but we are

impatiently awaiting the picture of our favorite Betty Grable.”

COMMAND PERFORMANCE

Request granted! Three stars pose for three

lucky service people. Hymie Fink took the

pictures—the originals of which will go to

the boys and the girl who asked for them
p

M

M
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This is the headline you and Corporal Irwin J.

Thomas are waiting to see! He has a favorite

star. She’s Dale Evans. “I feel,” he says, “that

Dale is a fine actress. I know this is a strange

request, but I would like to see how my wife

would look under the same circumstances. I’d

like to see Dale reading a newspaper with this

glaring headline, 'Nazis and Japs sign surrender

terms!’” Irwin, stationed in Hawaii with the

7th Infantry Division, is from Kingston, N. Y.

Cpl. Irwin

J. Thomas

Pvt. Philena Porter at Camp Van Dorn, Miss.,

is from Springfield, Mass. She writes, “I should

like very much to have a photograph of Basil

Rathbone taken while standing beside a WAC
recruiting poster. I have deep admiration for

Mr. Rathbone and I love the Corps—a combina-

tion of the two such as suggested will be very

valuable to me.” Proudly, Basil Rathbone points

to the WAC poster, wishing, too, that more Amer-
ican women would follow Pvt. Porter’s example.

Private Phi-

lena Porter



TODAY THIS BOY DID A MAN-SIZE JOB. Today this

little fellow collected enough scrap paper to make containers

for 15 pints of blood. Now he’s getting a well-deserved rest on

his Beautyrest (made by Simmons). If you own a Beautyrest,

you’re lucky.

For you have a mattress with 837 individually pocketed

coils, and a sag-proof border. Take the best care of your

Beautyrest, for we don’t know when you can buy another.

We still have a good way to go, and we’re neck-deep in war

production. But if you need a new mattress now, we recom-

mendaWHITE KNIGHT made by Simmons It’s the mattress-

within-a-mattress—plump, durable, and comfortable, with

layer upon layer of fine, resilient cotton! And the postwar

Beautyrest will be something out of this world, and that’s a

promise! NEWS—the government has permitted us to make
a limited quantity of Beautyrest Box Springs at $39.50 each.

BEAUTYREST
The World's Most Comfortable Mattress!
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Active younger women are recom-
mending Meds for their extra com-
fort, for the extra protection of the

"SAFETY-WELL”, an exclusive fea-

ture available only in Meds. For only

19^, you can discover why, every
month, more and more smart wo-
men say, "A box of Meds, please!”

FOR 10 IN APPLICATORS

p
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If You Were Betty Hutton's House Guest

Because of these dainty, carefully designed
applicators,Meds insorbers are easy-to-usel

(Continued from page 49) a blue baby
pillow in it, and a pink chaise longue
with a pink baby pillow on it. And a
glass-topped dressing table in the palest
pink net skirt whose top is jammed with
perfume bottles—at least two dozen of
them. But what really charms you is a
stuffed Bambi deer, standing among the
pale yellow and rose window drapes,
staring soulfully at you.
“A wonderful priest, Father Sullivan

from Newark, New Jersey, gave that to
me,” Betty tells you, “because I took him
on the set of ‘Going My Way.’ ” Later you
realize that there are toy animals all over
the house—they’re Betty’s one obsession

—

and the three books on the table beside
the chaise longue are your first intro-
duction to her versatile reading habits.
Next thing you know she has you peer-

ing into a closet where you see several
pairs of high-heeled mules, six bed-
jackets and quilted bathrobes and loung-
ing pajama sets. On a shelf above are
four cellophane boxes neatly packed with
gay feathers for Betty’s hair.

Down the hall again, past her white
and red bathroom with its towel racks
crowded with big fluffy white towels
marked “BJH.” (The J is for June.) Then
she triumphantly heaves you into what
looks like a giant closet. “Here are the
rest of my clothes,” she announces. One
complete wall is filled with two clothes-
racks sagging under the weight of Betty’s
many sport coats, sport dresses, date
dresses. Against another wall stands
Betty’s practical dressing table, the one
she uses daily. It too is packed solid
with perfume bottles, and its drawers, as
Betty zips them open and shut for your
benefit, show you neatness beyond a
scientist’s dreams.
One drawer contains nothing but her

stockings; the next nothing but her bobby
socks (six pairs of them labeled “Betty”
in red embroidery—Christmas gifts from
her mother)

;
the next two hold her collec-

tion of costume jewelry. There’s a chest
of drawers with her gloves, belts, slips,

underthings, handkerchiefs, purses, hair-
scarves, hair ribbons and bows and hair
flowers each in place. But you still haven’t
seen the closet of this ex-bedroom. Here
are Betty’s blouses and skirts, by the
dozen. You notice though that shoes are
noticeably lacking in the Hutton house-
hold. Betty took ten pairs with her on
her Central Pacific tour, and the only ones

that were able to stand the wear, tear and
weather were the pair of G.I.’s presented
to her by the Army. She is in the process
of making application at her local ration
board for two shoe stamps to get her
through her latest picture.

AT LAST, then, you’ve seen her wholer ' wardrobe. So you go into your room
and begin to unpack. But you’ve barely
lifted the lid of your suitcase before Betty
the human cannonball is back again.
Now she’s dressed in black mules and

a stunning pair of black Chinese lounging
pajamas, with the square box coat topped
by a white embroidered collar-j-she
brought the outfit back from Honolulu
after her eight-week trip through the
South Pacific. “Across the hall—march!”
she orders, and you find yourself in a tiny
sunroom-bar with one wall almost en-
tirely windows overlooking the canyon
and surrounding hills. She’s already be-
hind the little white leather bar mixing up
something; and meanwhile you notice the
black - and - white - checked linoleum floor

that looks like marble tiling, and the
glass-topped table and white iron chairs.
You’re barely settled in one, when Mom
calls from somewhere below, “Dinner’s
ready!” and Betty leads you down from
this floor to the one below.
On this second floor down are the din-

ing room, breakfast room, kitchen, Mary’s
pleasant bath and bedroom—and a private
wing holding Mom’s big bedroom and bath.
(There is more to come, still another floor

down, but so far you’re in blissful igno-
rance of that.) The green-carpeted long
flight of stairs downward deposits you
smack in the dining room, which is the
least eye-stopping room in the house. It’s

just a nice dining room, with a walnut
dining table under a small crystal chande-
lier. Standing on the green rug, against
the tan-striped wallpaper, are tan uphol-
stered chairs; and the drapes are in ivory
with a tan floral print. Here you, Mom
and Betty are served a delicious dinner
by Mary and you notice that Betty is not
eating very much. “Gotta diet,” she says,

“because yesterday I slipped up.”
Her best friends ’ are four, and they

drop in as if by signal the minute dinner
is over . . . Lindsay Durand of the Para-
mount publicity department, Eunice Mac-
Farlane (Betty’s pretty hairdresser), her
husband Hank MacFarlane who works at

Republic Studios, and Jimmy O’Toole of

Ifou.
£'aid Please

and we are pleased to give you

Photoplay's Color Portrait Poll winner—

Qune -QlLySon

You’ll find the loveliest picture of her on page 35

Whose picture would you like to see in Photoplay? Send

in the ballot below to the Color Portrait Editor, Photoplay,

205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y.



the Universal publicity department. These
four are closest to Betty’s heart, and at

sight of them she whoops hellos and you
find yourself being escorted down another
flight of stairs to the playroom, three
stories down the hillside.

You can’t help gasping in sheer pleasure
at sight of it. It’s everything a playroom
should be. It has log-cabin walls and it

looks like four low-ceilinged rooms in one
—making a long, irregularly-shaped play-
spot. One “room”-section has a Ping-pong
table in it; another has a billiard table; a
third has a card table, a blue couch and
some easy chairs set on a rose rag rug—
but the middle section is the one to which
you all head instinctively. It has a huge
natural rock fireplace with a wide rock
ledge to sit on and blue velvet easy chairs
grouped comfortably around it on a blue
rag rug. A small bar faces the fireplace,

and a big radio . . . and arranged around
the mantel are Betty’s trophies from her
trip into the South Pacific, which she im-
mediately and enthusiastically begins
showing you.
She has everything, from a bleached

Jap skull with a lot of Yankee names
scrawled on it in ink to Japanese prayer
books; a Banzai (or Japanese death) flag;

dozens of shell necklaces from South Sea
natives; a hari-kiri knife; one American
general’s complete decorations—and a
beautiful rosewood cheese tray shaped
like three big hollow leaves, which Betty
carted back from Honolulu as a present
for her mother.

T
HEN Betty tells you what happened in
the South Pacific to her complete ward-

robe of Edith Head-designed clothes—they
rotted and moulded away in three weeks
of the moist tropical weather. Thread-
bare, she flew to Honolulu for a new
wardrobe, and then headed back to the
G. I.s in the remote islands—only to have
wardrobe number two destroyed also. In
order to have something to fly back to

Hollywood in, she had to shop once again
in Honolulu, coming home with a couple of

suits and two pairs of lounging pajamas.
Meanwhile she had lost $2,000 worth of
clothes in two months. The result? She’s
going right back to repeat her tour the
minute her current picture, “Too Good To
Be True” is finished.

She also tells of the powder room prob-
lems on Saipan—how every time she and
the pretty dancer Virginia Carroll were
faced with bathroom necessities, thirty

soldiers had to escort them through the
sniper-ridden trees to the improvised bath-
rooms. Then the men formed a discreet
circle around the girls, with backs turned,
and stood guard until the girls called to

them—then the thirty men closed in on
them again and marched them solemnly
back to camp, in formation!
But suddenly it’s eleven o’clock, and

the guests file through the silver-walled
powder room off the playroom—and to an
enormous cement storage room. Here is

an electric stove, a refrigerator and shelves
full of food and dishes . . . and in no time
Betty has whipped together a pot of coffee,

some scrambled eggs, and toast. After the
late snack, the guests go home; and you
and Betty yawn your way upstairs, turning
off lights as you go, and head for your own
rooms.
The next day Betty doesn’t have to re-

port to the studio and long before you
have awakened she has had her breakfast
in bed on a tray, and has diligently read
the Los Angeles Times, the Examiner and
the Hollywood Reporter. Then she has
taken her first shower of the day (she
takes four, usually)

, and climbed into
slacks and a shirt. Finally, it’s ten o’clock
and you are still serenely asleep—when
you are almost knocked out of bed by a
blast of sound. As you plunge in bewil-

If at first you
don't succeed . . .

.

(A SEQUEL)

II you've got a little grocer

Who is worn and sad and gray—

And you ask your little grocer

For Fels-Naptha Soap today l

If you nag him and you scold him

Even try your cutest tricks

Yet in spite of all you've told him

He continues to say “Nix”

Don’t accuse the man of hoaxing

Don't mistrust his empty shelf—

Think of Mrs. Grocer 'coaxing'

For Fels-Naptha Soap, herself!
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Be Lovely to Love

derment to the middle of the floor, it

dawns on you that the Blonde Bombshell is

practicing a song in the living room. You
can also hear the tinkle of the spinette keys
—Joe Lilley, music arranger for Para-
mount and the Hutton arranger par ex-
cellence, is playing to her singing.

Afraid you'll miss something, you hurry
getting showered and dressed, and you
wind up in the living room watching Bet-
ty’s roof-shaking performance for an hour
. . . side-by-side with her entranced little

nephew Johnny.
You have breakfast. The minute you’ve

set down your empty coffee cup, Betty
starts rushing you through one of her
dizzying days—dashing about town with
her, horseback riding—any number of

things. By nighttime, when you’re ready
to beg for peace and quiet, Betty is still

shooting on six. Though you may go out

you usually end up staying at Betty’s with
the same foursome joining you.
By another day you know the story of

Betty’s climb to fame from poverty as a

child in Lansing, Michigan, when Mom
worked hard upholstering furniture to

support her two daughters. You know
that Betty began singing publicly when she
was twelve, and that she sang progressive-
ly for Vincent Lopez’s band, for the Casa
Manana night club in New York, in vaude-
ville and in Broadway shows before hitting

Hollywood. You know that for many
months at a time she owned only one
cotton blouse and skirt, which she washed
and ironed every night in her boarding-
house room so that they’d be fresh for the

next night’s show. You know that years
of a starved love for loveliness have made
her clothes-mad now—and you know that

somehow all that energy demands nine
hours’ sleep a night, and gets it!

You know that she doesn’t own a hat,

and that she came to Hollywood four years
ago dressed like a boudoir doll in ruffles

and bows—and that since then she’s be-
come one of the smartest dressers in

Hollywood. You know that she favors
black, and all shades of pastel. You know
that she’s one of the most famous girls of

twenty-three in the world today; that

she’s five feet four inches tall, that she
weighs 112 pounds, and that she has toy

pandas, dolls, dogs and horses all over the

house in various rooms—beginning with
the time Lou Costello gave her a toy
monkey years ago in New York. You
know that she reads every best-seller go-
ing, that she drinks milk all day long, that

she’s very proud of having been chosen
“The Most Cooperative Actress of the

Year” by the Hollywood Women’s Press
Club.
And you know—as if you didn’t know it

by just watching her on the screen—that

she can’t sit still a moment, unless it’s with
a good book. You know that wherever
Betty is there is noise, excitement and con-
fusion . . . and that you loved every minute
of your visit with her. Why, the minute
you’re rested up again you’ll be back for

more!
The End

???????? ?
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You’ll never worry about staying

sweet and dainty if you use

Fresh

the'cfeam deodorant that stops

perspiration worries completely.

It’s gdntle, stays creamy and

smooth . . . 500, 250, 100
?

Were you looking for

the answers to

APRIL FOOL?

Try again—you’ll find

them on page 131

!
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Sentimental Celt

(Continued from page 55) couraged by
Coward, she accepted a London engage-
ment and achieved a success which even-
tually brought her to Hollywood. She, too,

had chalked up one unhappy marriage as
the former Mrs. John Carroll.

She and Dennis met on a blind date,

which doesn’t quite describe it, for Steffi,

at least, had her eyes wide open. She had
seen a picture called “The Chaser,” featur-
ing a hunk of man named O’Keefe. Like
every feminine creature from six to sixty

she had had her screen crushes, but this

was the first time she “had ever wanted a
man to come down off the screen.” In her
forthright manner she decided to do
something about it. She got Virginia Field,

who was engaged to young Britisher

Richard Greene, to get Dick to ask best

pal Dennis to dinner.
The date almost didn’t come off. “With

her cute little Hungarian slyness,” as her
husband now recalls it, Steffi thought it

best that Dick didn’t tell Dennis who it

was that, wanted to meet him. She Had
no way of knowing, of course, that the
big screen thrill of the O’Keefe boyhood
had been Renee Adoree, whom she closely

resembles.

H E FORGOT the dinner party. He was
lounging in the locker room of his

golf club, somewhat the worse for wear
after a strenuous eighteen holes, when
Dick phoned him.

“I had on a pair of slacks so old they
were a hop ahead of a pension, and a very
tired old leather jacket. All I could do
was borrow a suit of clothes. Truman
Bradley lent me a clean shirt that didn’t

fit and I had to wear the borrowed pants
falling off my hips all night, in one of

those Gary Cooper belt-lines—
“I might add, that was my last night for

lingering in locker rooms—wives have a

way of making you forego the post-
mortems and get on home.”
The dinner party was pretty hard on

the lend-lease togs, because every time
Steffi aimed one of her “happily hashed”
bits of conversation in his direction—which
was continuously—Mr. O’Keefe nearly
laughed off Mr. Bradley’s shirt buttons. He
was convinced that Miss Duna was a girl

of rare discrimination where males were
concerned—and she should see what he
could do in a suit that fit him. He made
a date for the very next evening, and since

all actors have a pretty fair wardrobe,
managed to fill in all of her time until

I

she left on a road tour with a George
Jessel show.
He put up with her absence until she

got as far as St. Louis. The long-distance
proposal cost $80 with no war tax, and the
punch, line came when Steffi insisted she
was just a working girl and couldn’t walk
off her. job. “But if you weren’t a working
girl, you wouldn’t need your job!” said
O’Keefe. Not standard romantic phrasing
perhaps, but he is proud to recall that it

was all A-picture dialogue.
They were married in the picturesque

Spanish quarter of Phoenix, Arizonia, a
few minutes after Steffi arrived by plane.
Not till several weeks afterward did the
groom find out that all her life the bride
had harbored a fear of flying. Evidently
it was no time for a girl to be squeamish
about such things as life and death.
Sentimental, as every other Celtic soul,

Dennis still remembers every detail of
their wedding trip. After four years, you
can interrupt him in the midst of any
conversation with a question such as,

“What was the most beautiful sight you
ever saw in your life?” and he’ll answer
quickly, “The Painted Desert—on the first

day of my honeymoon

—
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“To get good and mushy about it, it

seemed like all nature was alive with
the color of my own happiness,” he’ll

recall. “In one day Steffi and I drove
through miles of beautiful sunset, through
a cloudburst and a rainbow, a hail storm
and, finally, as we headed up the moun-
tains, through falling snow. Purple snow,
falling at sunset on a canyon rim. It was
the hail that really fascinated Steffi—they
don’t have a word for it in the Hungarian
language. ‘Look, Dennis,’ she said, ‘ice-

pieces it’s raining!’
”

His wife’s English is still his greatest

source of amusement and delight. One
night recently they were Mocambo-ing
with friends when another male in the

party thought it might be fun to tease

her with some deprecating remarks about
her mate. Steffi took it wide-eyed for a

minute, then turned to him in distress.

“Dennis, you better stop him—” she

wailed, “he’s building you down to me!”
“I am beginning to suspect,” he says,

“that Steffi is pretty cunning about that

garbled lingo of hers. I happened in when
she was arguing with a delivery boy one

day and she was giving it to him in

straight English. I think she knows just

how to charm me—

”

The O’Keefe’s, Mr. and Mrs., at first

moved into a home owned by Steffi, mostly

because she couldn’t dispose of it. With
a mannish desire to provide shelter of his

own, Dennis bought a cottage at Malibu
Beach. Although they have since ac-

quired a more formal residence, the

“shack” continues to be their favorite

possession.
“It’s one of those places where you think

the roof is going to come down every time

a wave breaks. I bought it when it was
just a hop ahead of complete collapse. We
each took a thousand dollars and got to

work fixing it up. Steffi bought furniture,

curtains and things—I did the painting,

inside and out, put a few nails in the roof

and built a fence around it. You can’t

imagine the fun—it turned into a race to

see who could get the most effect with

the least money.
“We don’t care much for formal parties

—I’m always self-conscious in a crowd.

It’s not claustrophobia, but it might be

‘elephantitis’—I never lumber across a

room without knocking over somone’s

cocktail. I am also (Continued on page 72)

^7he ^betnand
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(Continued from page 70) addicted to mis-
taking those large hats ladies wear for

lampshades, and trying to find the pull-
cord—”
The O’Keefe household now numbers

four, including dark-eyed Juliana, Steffi’s

daughter by her first marriage, and small
Edward, who is a sort of bird’s-eye view
of dad Dennis. Their home proper is in

Beverly Hills.

“It’s not a new house—we like the feel

of a place having been lived in. The
architecture is none too brilliant—Medi-
terranean in style—but we’ll do it over,
a room at a time, after the war. Mean-
time, it has all the things we both wanted
—all kinds of room for the kids, and four
bathrooms, which delights Steffi. There’s
a small guest-house in the back—no pool
for the kids to fall into—but a nice large
solarium upstairs. What attracted us to

it in the first place was the lovely trees

—

three beautiful straight palms out front

—

they’re our landmark.”
It’s easy to see that somewhere, back

in those days when the big things weren’t
coming too easy, this very intelligent young
Irishman learned the pricelessness of

small things. Success is a great mental
satisfaction, he admits, but materially it’s

mostly a matter of being able to buy a $4
steak once in a while at a place he used to

pass by, sniffing, on his way to coffee and
doughnuts. He belongs to an expensive
country club now, where he shoots golf
in the low 70’s, but he still likes to play
baseball on the lots with the extras. One
of the things he’s retained from those
days when fate was treating him like a
yo-yo, is the memory of how some of

these fellows stepped back and pushed him
up front of the cameras, to “give the kid
a chance.”

I T’S a satisfaction, too, to be able to
' repay his mother for the unfailing
humor and good sense which helped him
when he was, “sitting by a telephone
struck dumb, when it should have been
ringing with calls from the casting de-
partments.
“There was a kid across the street doing

extra work just like I was, and it didn’t

help any when I’d see him dash out of

the house on his way to a job somewhere.
One day I saw him come out of the house
in a tuxedo, headed for a wedding scene
to which I hadn’t been invited, and it made
me sore. ‘That does it,’ I yelled. ‘If that

guy can keep working when I can’t, I’m
going to get out of pictures!’ I remember
my mother washing dishes at the sink,

and chuckling. ‘What do you mean, get

out of pictures?’ she asked. ‘You haven’t
even been in them yet!’

”

It’s been interesting for him and Steffi

to discover that sentiment, and also super-
stition, is practically the same in any
language—it isn’t any better to walk under
a ladder in Hungarian than it is in English.

He has a private superstition against being
superstitious about black cats. It dates

back to a time when he turned around
on the street to avoid an ebony feline

and hit a car, strewing the automobile he
was driving (a borrowed one) all over
the street.

When Producer Edward Small first an-
nounced his intention of giving him over-
the-title billing in “Brewster’s Millions,”

Dennis protested.

“My idea of being starred is that it puts

the actor in the same spot as the comedian
who walks out on the stage with baggy
pants, floppy shoes and a nose that lights

up. After all that build-up, he’d better

be funny—and the star had better be

good!”
Steffi just smiles—she knows Dennis

won’t have any trouble living up to Mr.
Small’s “build down”!

The End
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lovely De Haven have on the screen

!

New five-way blending creates stay-

fresh shades, smoother new texture

that clings, hides lines and blemishes,

never clogs, cakes, nor turns pasty.

Choose from 8 film-star shades now!

GLORIA DE HAVEN now appearing in "BETWEEN TWO WOMEN",

a Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer picture. Woodbury NATURAL adds flower-

petal fairness to a pink-and-white skin like Gloria's.

YOUR MATCHED MAKE-UP $1. Now with your $!

box of Woodbury Powder, you also get your shades

of matching lipstick and rouge. No change in the

box; all Woodbury Powder is the new "Film-Finish."

Also boxes of Woodbury Powder 25f and 101, plus tax
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HOTOPLAYS
FIRST-RUN FASHIONS

Esther Williams

currently starring in M-G-M’s " Thrill

Of A Romance” loith Van Johnson,

is a pirate' s darling in this

exciting Tina Leser original. The gaily

striped Guatamala cotton skirt is

a treasure with its debonair paunch

pockets, nail-head studded with

pieces o’ gold. The perfect top . . . this

severely simple turtle-neck blouse of

jersey. Costume belt by Phelps



On the Pin-Up Side

of the Street

For dash, and demureness, too . . .

Esther Williams chooses this

eye-catching suspender dress created

by Clare Potter of supple black jersc

Particularly beguiling is the

Bianchini Bug print blouse with

its jaunty long-tabbed collar!



Star billing for Main Event— the rich rayon crepe with the liquid line!

A fabric with all the after-five finesse you want for your “dine-and-wine” dash

Your cue for a chic contour when you make your bow to Spring. Choose

Main Event in fine fashions — buy it by the yard for your favorite pattern

J. ROSENHOIZ, INC.
1410 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y.

A ROSEWOOD FABRIC MEANS QUALITY WITHOUT COMPROMISE



There’ll always

be an

Easter

Parade!

1913 . . . M'lady of fashion draped her hips,

made her floor-length dress ankle tight and

bought Liberty Bonds! 1926 . .

.

Waistlines and

hemlines nearly met. nail polish was daring.

1930 .. . Uneven hemlines and platinum blondes

were all the rage. 1943 . . . Smart girls, fashion

wise, buy sleek and charming right- priced

clothes like these . . . and War Bonds! Photo-

play’s Easter selections are spring and summer

standbys and the entire wardrobe shown here

can be yours for $83115.

YOUR SUIT DRESS (top) A tri-color triumph by Lombardy. Rayon twill bolero jacket

is red . . . trimmed with braid of navy blue to match the navy skirt. Shining white rayon

bengaline dickey. 9-15. About $14.95 at J. L. Hudson, Detroit

YOUR PRINT DRESS (right) is sweet with soft front fullness . . . spicy with black

lace ruffles. Everything nice! . . . it’s a Henry Rosenfeld Original of rayon crepe in aqua,

pink, fuchsia or lime. 12 20. About $14.95 at L. Bamberger and do., Newark

YOUR ALL WEATHER COAT ... is a born puddle-jumper yet is right at home under

sunny skies. It’s a Weatherbee rain or shine coat of Clipper I will fabric. In white, navy

or spring-bright colors. About $20 at Maurice Rothschild, Chicago

Hots shmvn here with your five-piece wardrobe described on pane 80
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five-piece

wardrobe for

$oo or
YOUR COAT ... a broad-shouldered

topper over suits, dresses.

Aqua or gold with black lapels, cuffs

and buttons. Rose with navy.

It’s a Lassie Maid of wool Shetland. 10-20.

About §25 at The May Co., Cleveland

YOUR QUICK-CHANGE DRESS . . .

saucy, with two-colored how tie, as a suit

dress. With blouse or dickey an adaptable,

adorable suit. A McKettrick Classic in

black or brown butcher weave rayon.

12-20. About $8.95 at
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EVELINA
Sizes: 32-38

Colors: Melon, maize

white, aqua, pink,

blue, chartreuse

—

with contrasting

colored ribbon.

SUE
Sizes: 9-15 JUNIORS
Colors: White only,

with blue, red or

white embroidery.

About

At leading stores



an original

At your favorite store, or write Suret Frocks, 1400 Broadway, New York City

Spring Song

Take your cue

florist’s window, and

deck yourself in

for spring. \\\cnx\^

does it in Cape

spun rayon, two-

with chevron pockets,

double-stitched in white.

Fuchsia, grey, aqua

gold and Kelly green.

Sizes 7 to 15 and 8 to 16.

About Eleven Dollars

i

ft
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ONE OF THE MOST FAMOUS NAMES IN FASHION

FAVORITE ANSWER TO A DRESS PROBLEM FOR THE YOUNGER SET . . . how to look smart . . .

inexpensively. PEGGY PAIGE is your answer and here's the proof. At left: colorful print

with dirndl skirt, flattering, shirred bodice, grosgrain belt In KAYBEE rayon shantung.

Aqua and brown, green and black, blue and red. Right: Peasant jumper with cap

sleeve and colorful embroidery in BERLINGER'S rayon faille in lime, coral sea, blue,

Leyte rose, surf. Both in sizes 9 to 15 at a good store in your city. The price is only $6.

Write us for the name of the store in your city

PEGGY PAIGE • 224 West 35th Street • New York City 1, N. Y.

More stores from coast to coast

where you can buy these young

and gay fashions—or write direct-

ly to the manufacturer for further

store information.

Shetland Lassie Maid Coat
Barkin, Levin & Co., 512 Seventh Avenue,

New York, N. Y.
Los Angeles, Calif.—Bullock’s
Newark, N. J.—Hahne & Co.
New York, N. Y.—B. Altman & Co.
Pittsburgh, Pa.—Frank & Seder

Henry Rosenfeld Print Dress

Henry Rosenfeld, 498 7th Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Dallas, Texas—Titche Goettinger Co.
Los Angeles, Calif.—J. J. Haggerty Stores, Inc.
Milwaukee, Wis.—Gimbei Brothers, Inc.
Philadelphia, Pa.—Dewees

Lombardy Suit Dress

Lombardy, 134 W. 37th,
New York, N. Y.

Baltimore, Md.—The Hub
Buffalo, N. Y.—Sattler’s
New York, N. Y.—Russek’s
Philadelphia, Pa.—Lit Brothers

Weatherbee Raincoat

Triangle Raincoats, 520 8th Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

New York, N. Y.—Emily Shops
Philadelphia, Pa.—Gimbei Brothers
Pittsburgh, Pa.—Kaufmann Dep’t. Stores, Inc.

St. Louis, Mo.—Stix, Baer & Fuller Co.

McKettrick Classic Suit

McKettrick-Williams, 1350 Broadway,
New York, N. Y.

Boston, Mass.—W. Filene's Sons Co.
Indianapolis, Ind.—L. S. Ayres & Co., Inc.
Newark, N. J.—L. Bamberger & Co.
New York, N. Y.—Bloomingdale Bros.
Rochester, N. Y.—Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co.

Wear-Right String Gloves

Wimelbacher & Rice, 244 Madison,
New York, N. Y.

Denver, Colo.—Neusteter Co.
New York, N. Y.—James McCreery & Co.

Wool Mixture Felt Shoulder Bag

Friedman & Lobell, 136 Madison Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Hollywood, Calif.—The Broadway-Hollywood
New York, N. Y.—Saks 34th

Sheer Blouse with Jabot

Lacher Blouse, 525 7th Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Brooklyn, N. Y.—Abraham & Straus
Washington, D. C.—L. Frank

Plaid Taffeta Scarf

Glensder Textile Corp., 417 5th Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Los Angeles, Calif.—Bullock’s
New York, N. Y.—Franklin Simon

HATS SHOWN WITH FIVE-PIECE

WARDROBE
JAUNTY, DEBWAY STRAW SAILOR—shown
with topper coat—is white pique trimmed. Red,
white, navy, brown, black. About $5 at Chandler’s,

Boston; Joseph Horne, Pittsburgh. For store in your

vicinity write Debway, 42 W. 39th St., New York

FELT CALOT BY DEBWAY—shown with print

dress—bedecked with one big rose in gay spring

colors. About $5 at Joseph Home, Pittsburgh;

Chandler’s Boston. For store in your vicinity, write

Debway, 42 W. 39th St., New York

MEDALLION-TRIMMED FELT BERET—shown
with your suit dress. It’s a Topps, in black, about

$6.95 at B. Altman, New York; Bullock’s, Los

Angeles. For store in your vicinity, write Topps,
32 W. 39th St., New York

FETCHING AND FELT, the cute bonnet shown
with your quick-change dress. All colors, about $3

at R. H. Macy, New York; The Emporium, San

Francisco. For store in your vicinity, write Year
Rounders, 65 W. 39th St., New York
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Little things that make a costume count:

YOUR SCARF, sweet-rustling rayon taffeta

in blend-with-everything plaid. About $2.00

at Bullock’s, Los Angeles;

YOUR GLOVES, casual cotton string by

Wear Right; black, brown, natural, or

white. About $4.00 at James McCreery,

New York;

YOUR BAG, a big squashy shoulder pouch

in wool mixture felt. Red, turf tan, kelly,

navy, brown or black with fake-tortoise trim.

$5.00 at Saks 34th Street, New York

YOUR BLOUSE, so airy-fairy like a handful

of cloud. It’s white dotted rayon sheer

touched off with lace and net. 32 to .38.

$5.95 at Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn

See page 80 for a representative

list of stores where you can buy

these photoplay first-run fashions

A.II good things come in threes . like the

three proportioned lengths Hudson brings you in

hosiery. There’s a length for the diminutive, the average and

the statuesque . . . sheer, dinging, alluring . . . and as perfect in fit

as though it were knit with only you in mind. If you don't find them

at your favorite store the first time, try again.

Lovely things are always worth waiting for.

Hudson Hosi

i
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Clinging to vour legs in lovely svelte

lines, these fine stockings are sheer

Mattery. They’re full-fashioned, of

course, and have strong, dainty seams,

and extra reinforcing at points of

greatest wear. Ask for them by name.

Judy Garland looked so dreamy at

the Jack Benny party in a long dinner
dress of dove-gray jersey, by Irene.

It had a high neck and long sleeves

and drapery (only for a girl with nar-

row hips) which lay in horizontal
folds from hip to hip—1880 fashion.

A silver bead and seqifin embroi-
dered flower and stem almost encir-

cled the neckline. Judy wore no
jewelry. With this simple, graceful

dress anything of the kind would have
been superfluous.
Ginger Rogers’ gown was of stiff

taupe-colored satin. Her tight basque
bodice was embroidered in beads.
The skirt was long and full. Her jew-
elry was antique pieces, carefully

chosen.
Joan Crawford was lovely and

striking in a sequin dinner suit with
a long tight skirt and a short Eton
jacket of black sequins with a tailored

blouse of white sequins.
Dotty Lamour favors black velvet

gowns—probably because they’re so

becoming. Especially when, as upon
this occasion, they’re low and strap-

less, with a simple, tight bodice, a

pinched-in waistline, a peplum and
a long tight skirt. Dotty wore a band
of black velvet about her throat and
diamond aquamarine jewelry.
Gene Tierney looked out of this

world in pinkish gray-beige satin.

Her bodice had a stiff and narrow
ruffle about its deeolletage and her
full skirt was gored to a tiny waist-

line. Gene wore no jewelry except
her gem of an engagement ring.

Lauren Bacall is a sweater and
suit and blouse girl, favoring tweeds
and careless combinations—even for
night-clubbing.

Greer Garson, caught on a shopping
tour the other day, wore a snug-fitting

dressmaker suit of a soft reddish-tan
wool. With it, instead of a blouse,
tied sailor fashion about Jier neck,
she wore a scarf printed in beige, tan

and bright brown and green. Bag,
gloves and shoes were dark brown.
She looked like a fashion plate even
if she didn’t have a hat over her won-
drous red hair.

trade

; Herman & Co.

reators of
MOVIE STAR SLIPS

Dept.

159 Madison Aye., N. Y. 16, N. Y.

in fine rayons

about $1.79

at better stores

Endorsed by

John Robert Powers

VERSATILE V NECK DICKEY

At all leading chain stores

Spanking crisp,

dean-tailored, this

sharkskin dickey

hits a high V or

a way-down-low V
with a finger-flick.

Good company
with suits, dresses

or sweaters, it

can't be matched

for quick-change-

ability. Only 39<

HOWARDS ‘ FIFTH AVENUE
417 Filth Ave., N. Y. C.
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In This Corner

(Continued jrom page 51) during the
shooting of “Devotion.”

Olivia doesn’t tell this part of it—that
Ida is apt to row with somebody in almost
every picture in which she works. Nobody
takes it too seriously, recognizing it as part
of the Lupino temperament, the same kind
of nervous exhaustion that makes her in-

sist that her father is taking part in every
interview she ever gives out. Papa Lupino
has been dead for some years, but Ida will

stop midway in some press statement, look
at an empty chair and say, “Yes, Stanley?”
She will listen intently to no sound audible
to the others present and then turn to the
dazed writer, remarking, “Stanley says

—

”

and proceed to report the unheard conver-
sation.

According to Olivia’s story, having rowed
through most of “Devotion,” she and Ida
decided to patch things up over a cup of

coffee at The Players. So thither they re-
paired and as they were sipping this dish
of peace, a gentleman in the next booth
smiled at Olivia and came over to their

booth saying, “Introduce me to Miss Lupi-
no, will you?”
Now Olivia was at that moment in that

horror state everyone has been in some-
time. She knew perfectly well that she
knew the gentleman, but for the life of her
she couldn’t recall his name. She said
quickly, “Ida, ybu two must know each
other,” and the gentleman sat down beside
them saying, “I thought you two were
feuding?”

Olivia, ill-at-ease enough by this time,
murmured, “Oh, that’s nonsense. If you
want to see a feud you should see Bette
Davis and Miriam Hopkins on another set

in ‘Old Acquaintance.’’ But then, you can’t

blame them. They’ve got such a terrible

script it’s enough to drive anyone crazy.”
“Really?” said the gentleman, “I didn’t

think it was so bad when I wrote it.”

It was at that sickening moment that
Olivia recognized their companion as no
less than John Van Druten, the author of

Broadway’s two greatest hits this season:
“The Voice Of The Turtle” and “Mama’s
Bank Account.”

A CTUALLY, bouts are much in the
Hollywood tradition. The fight enjoyed

—and we do mean enjoyed—years ago by
Gloria Swanson and Pola Negri is famous.
It was not the silent variety. They fought
in the front office, in their dressing rooms
and in the interviews they gave—oh, so
lavishly—to the press. Life went on at the
Paramount studios in the Swanson-Negri
days. Their rivalry undoubtedly cost thou-
sands of dollars and altered the courses
of several lives. When two celebrities as
emotional and determined as les Swanson
and Negri square off anything can happen
—and did!

There was, you may remember, Claud-
ette Colbert and Miriam Hopkins. Ernst
Lubitsch needled these girls into making a
hair-pulling scene the real thing. He
wanted an exciting scene. However, their
personal fight didn’t end when the cameras
stopped turning.
Even Hollywood’s younger generation

has contributed to the fighting legends.
During all the years that Shirley Temple
and Jane Withers starred in pictures for
Twentieth Century-Fox it was deemed
advisable—to say the least—to have them
work at separate studios—Jane on the Fox
Western Avenue lot and Shirley at the
Beverly Hills studio.
The Temple-Withers fracas began, liter-

ally and figuratively, when Jane—then an
unknown—slapped Shirley across the face.
The script called for this and it might have
been forgiven if the critics hadn’t found
Janie’s brattish antics amusing and the

There's nothing hush-hush about these stripes.

They’re bold, brazen and beautiful . . . sure-fire

spice for solo skirts ... and downright drama for Spring

suits. Betty Barnes has used them in this cap-sleeve

blouse with a hug-your-throat bow. Created in

Kaybee Jersera rayon. Pink, maize, lime and aqua, all

with black stripes. Sizes 30-36. About $4. No mail

orders please. Betty Barnes, 1375 Broadway, N. Y. C.

STRIPE TEASE
IN KAYBEE JERSERA RAYON



Stocking seams
that misbehave by twisting

and turning are guilty
of marring your entire
appearance ! Avoid that

dowdy, down-at-the-seams
look by wearing stockings

that can't offend.

GOLD MARK Wearlon NO-SEAM
Hose, knit of fine rayon,

cuddle your every curve

with perfect fit.

Write for name of nearest store

IvbcOlfc il/Vt

folio*
v'hen Y°

"court"
cos."

b„« bordefed
«'*

Softly tailored rayon P
.

G band of contrast that steal, around the neck in a

white with brown, red, or Welly.

At better stores everywhere, or write Sizes 32 to 38 . . . about $500
Alirc CTIIAPT SOS Seventh Ave New York 18

Gold Mark Hosiery Co., Dept. K, 392 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 18

studio hadn’t signed her to a handsome
contract.

Also, not long ago—even though Shirley
and Jane are young ladies now and not
really rivals any more—when a photog-
rapher discovered them dating at the same
place and asked them to pose together both
girls ran off, presumably to powder their

noses but really to telephone their respec-
tive mothers.
The picture never was taken.

JEANNE CRAIN and June Haver aren’t

friends any more. They’re silent about
it, however. Perfect ladies, in fact! They
take good care their eyes do not meet as

they pass one another on the Twentieth
Century-Fox lot. That they will ever
appear in another picture together is most
unlikely.

Everything was fine until the girls

clicked in their first film, “Home In In-
diana.” The studio, delighted and im-
pressed and in sore need of new stars since

Gene Tierney, Brenda Marshall and
Maureen O’Hara were occupied having
babies, decided to give Jeanne and June
a build-up.

First of all, Jeanne and June were sent

out on a personal appearance tour through-
out the Middle West. All the arrangements
made for them entailed the greatest luxury
and care.

However, things did not go well. It might
have been a happier tour had the girls

traveled alone. Their mothers, who served
as chaperones, also acted, in the parlance
of the ring, as seconds. At last there was
nothing to do but split up the tour and
send the girls to different cities.

Time didn’t help matters any, either. It

wasn’t long before everybody knew Jeanne
and J,une were out-and-out rivals. Though
they may avoid one another’s eyes, rest

assured each is always well aware of

what the other is doing. Each, in turn, is

grimly determined not to be outdistanced
by the other.

In all other respects, we hasten to add,

Jeanne and June are as sweet as spun-
sugar angels. There is no end to the way
they work and study and co-operate with
any and all who are assigned to work
with them.
Another pair who never speak as they

pass by, who never see one another, even
when they’re face-to-face in the same
room, are Betty Hutton and June Allyson.

This is a situation of long standing. It all

began back on the Broadway stage when
June landed the job of understudy for

Betty in the musical show, “Panama
Hattie.”

Both girls were young and ambitious
and determined to make their appearance
in this hit count in their careers. They suc-

ceeded. Hollywood beckoned both of them.
Whereupon—you know how things grow
in Hollywood—their rivalry flourished like

the old green bay tree.

At first, no doubt about it, Betty had
everything her own way. Then, slowly,

the demure-appearing June began hitting

her stride. Now, with time, it’s.even pos-

sible June will out-point the gay and lusty

Betty. Which would be strictly poison to

Betty’s ego.

That Betty and June haven’t squared off,

even verbally, up to this writing is at-

tributable to the fact that they work for

different studios and are not, consequently,

contenders for the same director, dressing

room, publicity representative or anything

of the kind. Also to the fact that they are

so very careful not to see each other

—

ever!

Certainly the stars have their troubles.

And more often than not they are other

stars.

Now, in this corner. . . .

The End
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Lana Talks about Turhan

(Continued, from page 31) in 1945—but she
i believes she’s lived a lifetime.

She said, a little bitterly, I thought:

f
“I’ve had so much publicity that I wish
now I hadn’t had. Other girls do things

[
—but they don’t have it all written up.

1 I was only sixteen when I met my first

beau, Greg Bautzer, and for three years
' I went out just with him.

“Then came my marriage to Artie Shaw,
i That shouldn’t have been. I was a silly,

* romantic child—in love with love. And
\
my marriage to Steve Crane wasn’t the

[ experience of a mature woman, either,

i

Again I was a foolish girl—governed by
. my emotions.

“You wouldn’t believe I worry about
i those past mistakes, would you? But I

do. I worry because of my little girl.

Nothing in the world has ever meant so
much to me. I have the responsibility of

' bringing her up, her education and, of
course, I take care of my mother. Some-
times I get frightened, fearful that some-
thing might happen to me and I wouldn’t
be able to give the baby the things I want
her to have. I don’t want any more emo-
tional mistakes in my life—nothing to

divert me from my baby. I think I love
Turhan more because he loves Cheryl and
finds her so enchanting.”
“But if you love him,” I asked, “why

do you say you won’t marry?”
I think only Lana would have been

frank enough to say, “He’s never asked
me. You know, he’s been brought up dif-

ferently from American boys. He still

considers that I’m married and will be
until I get my final decree. Neither one
of us goes out with anyone else. We love
each other, but as for any matrimonial
plans—we haven’t any. Sometimes I think
I’ll never marry again.”

I remembered an interview I’d had
with Turhan in which he told me that
his mother and father had separated years
before—so I was quite sure it wasn’t
Turhan’s mother who would object to her
son’s marriage to a divorced woman. In
fact, Lana speaks very sweetly about Mrs.
Bey who is an Austrian. It was Turhan’s-
father who was Turkish.
Lana even told me that the very exotic

perfume she was wearing was a gift from
Mrs. Bey. “She’s a delightful woman,”
she said, “and a wonderful mother to
Turhan.”

I asked if it were true that young Bey

Have a kappier Easter ky
kelping Tke Society For

Crippled Ckildren, Inc.

Send contrikutions

to tkem at Elyria,

Okio, a*id receive

tkese lovely seals

Yes . . . CONNIES have a “way”-

about them that captures your

heart . . . brightens your spirits . .

.

\
CONNIES are sd flattering and

so charming they spotlight you in

fashion’s “center circle” of smart

young footwear ideas!.. so lovely,

so pretty are the new CONIES
it’s no wonder they alwdys at-

tract admiring glances youjr way.

WOHL SHOE COMPANY - SAINT LOUIS



With competition the way

it is. ..don't trust to luck...

get yourself a FORTUNA

pantie or girdle to empha-

size your charms! Light,

firm control . . . FORTUNAS

flatter junior size figures

At better stores.

% * mu-

these days

a lass

needs plenty

of sass!

GIRDLES and PANTIES
Vptot 5.00

WOLFE & LANG, Inc.

35 W. 32nd Si., New York 1,N.Y.

has a fortune in Turkey and that his
father is a very prominent man. “I don’t
think I should discuss his affairs,” she
said. “He has a title, it’s true.”
“Bet you can’t pronounce his real name,”

I kidded.
“Oh, yes I can!” Lana laughed. “It’s Tur-

han Selahettin-Schultavy Bey. Bey is the
title.”

I couldn’t help commenting on how
much more mature she seemed.

“That’s what I’m trying to convince
the studio,” she replied. “They gave me
some roles I didn’t like at all and when
I begged for something more substantial
they said, ‘Oh, wait until you are older
—you’ve got a long way to go.’ But I

don’t feel I have so many years of a
career ahead of me. I think twenty-four
is old when you think of how many young
girls still in their teens are coming into

the limelight.”

Obviously, Lana is at the stage where
she feels she’s had a rather bad break
from many sources. She’s been so photo-
graphed, so written up and her affairs

have been dragged out into the cold spot-
light. I wish I could tell her that so many
of the things that worry her now are just
because she is so young. But philosophy
and a bit of humor about life come with
experience. It has to be learned—not
talked.
Somehow I’ve always had a warm spot

in my heart for the little Turner girl

back from the days when she was first

discovered by Mervyn LeRoy. Her real
name, “Julia,” was changed to Lana and
“Lana” became the name of hundreds of

babies. What she did, the sweaters she
wore, the things she said, her mode of

dressing her hair, became fads. No won-
der the little schoolgirl’s head whirled

—

and she made foolish mistakes.
Now she wants more than anything else

to settle down, to be a dignified mother
and have her romances kept out of the
newspapers—for Cheryl’s sake. And there’s

no doubt but that Turhan has also been
influential in making Lana more serious-
minded. “My romance with him has been
the most beautiful thing in my life,” she
said.

“I can’t say that I’ve never been wildly

in love before,” she went on. “That
wouldn’t be true. But this is a different

feeling. Perhaps it’s because he seems so

young to me. I call him ‘my child boy
friend’—but he has a lot of good common
sense for a boy of his age, and his up-
bringing has given him dignity.”

I asked, “How old is he?”
Lana smiled, “I kid him and say he’s

nineteen. But he’s really twenty-four.”
“Then why do you feel that you are

so much older?”
“A woman is always older than a man

—-even if they are the same age. I feel

I’ve lived a long time—through so many
experiences Turhan has never known.”

I thought if Lana knew my age she’d

think I ought to lie down and die or do
something equally drastic. But I tact-

fully kept off that subject.

After she had gone I couldn’t help won-
dering what is next in the cards for Lana.

She is not a girl who will find life peace-

ful and calm no matter how much she may
desire it. She is too vivid and emotional.

Will she marry Turhan? Perhaps. Or there

may be many other men in her life.

Somehow I feel, too, that this sober,

mature attitude may be just another phase

of her development. But of this I am
sure—she does feel the responsibility of

her baby and it will influence anything

she does in the future.

Her sweater-girl, night-clubbing days

are behind her—but as for new romances,

new loves in her life, new emotional ex-

periences—well, we’ll wait and see.

The End
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It Had to Be You

(Continued, from page 62) when I’m mar-
ried to a grand soldier?”

The blood drained from Jeannie’s face.

“I think I’ll go.”

“And admit I’ve won?” Gloria asked.
Jeannie, who had started to rise from the

table, sank back again. She knew she could
not leave. Not with everyone watching.

WHEN the Hollywood Reporter and
Daily Variety, previewing “Summer

Moon,” acclaimed Marian Morgan a new
and brilliant star, it was more than Gloria

could take. Her last film, she knew, was a

horrible failure. What did the new girl

have that made her so sensational?

Gloria demanded that “Summer Moon”
be run off for her in the projection room
and as she watched it, for the first time

in her life, she experienced a deep sense

|

of frustration. Never before had she sin-

cerely wanted to be a great actress. She
had been content with her proven ability

—

the ability to take men, permanently or

temporarily, away from other women. But
as she watched “Summer Moon” she re-

sented Marian Morgan with all the weak-
! ness of her poor little soul because she

knew that Marian was good.

Marian was in her dressing room when
Gloria opened the door. “Thought I’d drop
by and get acquainted,” Gloria said. “I

just saw your picture.”

“Did you like it?” Marian asked.
“It’s a nice little picture,” Gloria said.

“Good for the first try. Congratulations.”
“Thanks.”
“You’re a funny girl,” Gloria mused. “I

never see your name linked romantically
I with anyone. Don’t you have a sweet-
1 heart?”

“Yes,” said Marian quietly, “I have a
' sweetheart.”

Gloria brightened. The huntress, the

woman who finds a man attractive only if

he belongs to another woman, was titilated.

“Who is he?” Gloria asked.
“It isn’t a he. It’s an it.”

“Now that,” Gloria said, “I don’t get.”

“I’m madly in love with my job.”

Furious, Gloria stood up, “Very funny,”
she said slowly. “Very, very funny.”
As she went down the hall, her four-inch

heels clicking on the cement floors, she
could hear Marian’s maddening laughter.
She flung open the door of Paul’s office.

“Paul,” she said, “I’ve got to make a good
picture, not this tripe I’ve been turning
out. Paul, I want to be an actress.”

Immediately Gloria was plotting a way
of taking Marian’s lover away from her.
The following week they started the new

picture which Paul assured Gloria would
make her a great actress. After one day’s
work in it, Gloria, filled with curiosity,

went over to the sound stage where
Marian was filming her second picture.
Marian had just stepped before the camera
to do her biggest emotional scene when
she saw Gloria’s scornful eyes upon her.
Trembling, she went up in her lines.

“What is it, dear?” her director asked,
i “You never blow.”

Marian pointed at Gloria. “She’s here to
spy on me.” Her voice sounded like the
tinny, metallic sound a tuning fork makes.
“Get her off this set. Make her leave

—

right now!”
Gloria shrugged her lovely broad shoul-

ders, “Happy to go,” she said. “Wouldn’t
like to be anywhere I’m not wanted.”
Seething, Marian walked over to her.

“You’re here for no good. Now get out of
here!” she screamed.
The next day the columns were full

of the Gloria Thornton-Marian Morgan
feud. Paul saw them and they reminded
him stabbingly of the girl who wasn’t
mentioned. So when he left the set
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that day he went directly to Jeannie’s:
dressing room. Her suspension was over.

I

She was working on a new picture.
“Jeannie,” he said softly, “May I come in?” I

Jeannie thought, “Now is the time to talk
to him, to get our relationship settled.”
But before she had time to speak Paul

said, “Jeannie, I’m such a jerk. How can
you ever forgive me?” His face was old
and tired and desperate. “You know I fell

for Gloria. I don’t know what it was, just;
something that a man thinks is important
temporarily. And now that she knows I’ve

come to my senses she’s making my life
|

unbearable. She’s ruining my picture. She!
thinks she’s a great actress. Instead she’s
ridiculous.

“I know I haven’t any right to say this,

Jeannie, but I’m mixed up and confused.
I need you. You’re just a kid, but you’re
wise and kind and womanly too. Will you
help me, please?”
Jeannie pushed the fair hair away from

his troubled forehead and kissed his cheek.
It was not love she felt, only compassion
for his weakness and misery. She, too, had
been weak and miserable.
She couldn’t settle anything, she knew,

while his need of her tied him to her.

COR months the Hollywood Victory Com-
mittee had been involved in a laborious

and secret job. Determined that the boys
overseas should have the kind of enter-
tainment they wanted, the committee, with
the aid of public relations officers, had
balloted thousands of men in service to

determine the three Hollywood personali-
ties the G.I.s would most welcome.
The task of sorting and sifting the bal-

lots completed, the committee member in

charge of the project read the report.

“This will never do,” he said to his as-
sistant. “These three girls all work for

the same studio. We’ve got to spread this

. . . this honor . . . around.”
His assistant stiffened. “What about the

boys? Those are the stars they really

want.”
“You’re right,” the committee member

agreed. “It’s a funny choice though, isn’t

it? I understand Gloria Thornton. And
Jeannie Holmes, of course, is the homey
girl who reminds them of their sisters. But
Marian Morgan—why, she’s only had one
picture released.”

“But, don’t forget, it was the most talked

of musical of the year.”
“Okay,” said the committeeman. “Get

Lance Bradshaw on the telephone. Find
out when these three can be ready to go.

I hope they like each other; they’ll be to-

gether for a long, long time.”

Obviously he had not read the gossip

columns.
You never would have taken them for

Hollywood glamour girls if you had
seen the three of them in their tin helmets
and long raincoats reporting to a shack
known as headquarters in a deluge of

Italian rain. Six months ago Gloria would
have thought death preferable to being
seen like this by the handsome public re-

lations officer. But that was six months
ago. That was before Africa.

Once Gloria had played in a film laid in

Africa. In a long white chiffon dress she

had walked across a fake desert into a fake

sunset as the wind machines blew back her
draperies. On that day she had complained
of the wind machines and the dust they

whipped into her eyes!

She had learned that the real Africa is

incessant sand and burning sun and freez-

ing nights and long miserable rides in

jouncing jeeps. Sometimes she had been
so weary that she had not known whether
she could make them hear her opening
line, “Well, boys, home was never like

this.” She opened the show, paved the way
for Marian and Jeannie, both of whom
could sing and dance. She allowed the
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boys to get their whistling and cheering

aver before real talent came on.

But Africa, grim as it was, had been
safe. When Marian, who always seemed
able to ferret out the news of their next
move, told them one night, “We’re going to

Italy,” Gloria’s blood chilled in her veins.

“They’re really fighting in Italy, aren’t

they?”
‘Sure,” Marian answered, “and we’re

going farther up front than any entertain-

ers ever have been before.”

“But won’t that be dangerous?”
“You stupid idiot!”

It was here that Jeannie stepped in.

Jeannie always stepped in when Marian
and Gloria quarrelled. She had absorbed
so much of those miserable African camps
that she felt that never again would any-
thing connected with her small life seem
important. Her mother, Paul, her career,

all were dim and shadowy. Only one thing

remained clear—Peter Blake. And he was
lost to her forever.

' As they presented themselves at Italian

headquarters she said, “Pipe down, kids.

Don’t fight any more.” Then they were
greeted by the special service officer.

“It is certainly good to see you,” he
said, his teeth showing white in his dirty

face. “I suppose everyone tells you how
swell it is of you to come, but it is par-

ticularly wonderful for these boys be-
cause they’ve had no entertainment of any
isort for months.”

Gloria heard the sound of distant ar-
tillery and shuddered.

“I apologize for the weather,” the officer

continued, “but mainly I must apologize for

lyour accommodations. We had hoped you
could give the show in a high-class opera
house where Caruso once sang. But after

last night, it doesn’t exist any more.”
“What happened?” Gloria asked and,

(knowing the answer, feared it all the more.
“Direct hit.”
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“Air raid?” Marian’s eyes were bright

and eager.
The officer nodded.
“Will there . . . will there be any more?”

from Gloria.
“Probably. Afraid?”
Jeannie spoke for the first time. “No,”

she said. “No, she’s not afraid.”
The officer went on. “The boys have 1

renovated the movie theater. It isn’t as
large as the opera house and it smells
faintly of garlic but we can guarantee you
an enthusiastic audience.”
Air raid! Air raid! Gloria’s mind said.

What will I do if there’s an air raid?
“Oh, by the way,” the officer was say- i

ing. “We’re assigning a sergeant to look
after you. He’s from Hollywood and says
he knows you ladies.”

That was almost inevitable. Boys always
were coming up to them with, “My sister

went to school with you in your home
town.” And even when the home town
named was a spot they had never even
visited, they smiled sweetly and said, “Give
her my best when you write.” And it

seemed as if every boy from California
had played extra in one of their pictures.

WHEN the Sergeant walked in Jeannie
did not recognize him. She had thought

of him so much, looked at his picture so

often, run his films so many times that

when he stood before her, husky and
straight in his muddy uniform, he had no
reality. It could be that she was afraid

to believe what she saw, of course.
“Peter!” Gloria cried.

“You know him, then?” The officer

laughed.
“Know him? He’s my husband!”
Yes, Jeannie told herself, he’s Gloria’s

husband. Stand by, Jeannie, and watch
him kiss her. Fill your eyes with the sight

of him. But hold onto yourself. Be casual.

Be easy. He has kissed her now.
He shook hands with Marian next. And

last he stopped to kiss Jeannie on the

cheek. It was the light kiss of an actor

greeting a fellow worker. “Fancy meeting
you here,” Peter laughed. “Come now,
give with the Hollywood dirt.”

The four of them grouped themselves
around a little table. It had been so long

since they had seen anyone even remotely
connected with anything they knew—and
all they knew was Hollywood—that they all

talked at once, telling Peter who was mak-
ing what pictures, whose heart belonged to

whom, what changes Hollywood had under-
gone.

Finally Jeannie said, “But you, Peter,

what about you?”
“Nothing to tell about me,” Peter said.

It was then Jeannie saw how old he
looked. The boy who had loved her was
a man now. And bottled up inside of him
were emotions she wanted to share.

“Oh, Peter,” she cried out, “What have
they done to you?”
He started forward and looked long at

her. She felt he was trying to communi-
cate with her in some intricate lover’s code.

Then she decided that had been only wish-

ful thinking. For he didn’t answer. And
Gloria went on telling him how sensational

she was in her last picture.

“Hey,” Marian said. “It’s stopped rain-

ing.”

Marian standing at the door of the shack

was the last image Jeannie remembered
until the German planes were overhead.

She remembered emotions, however. She
remembered fear so sickening that she

could taste it like bile in her mouth. She
remembered a great deal of running

around, Peter herding them to another

place, and a withering, devastating noise

all around, as if the world had become
nothing but deafening sound.

That was the first time they came over.
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By the time the second wave, or maybe it

was the third, arrived her brain and her

eyes were functioning again and she was
aware of the others.

First, she was aware of Marian’s avid

eyes upon her, of Marian watching the

whole shocking spectacle as if it were a

film devised for her entertainment. No,

not quite like that. Marian was watching
as if she were a medical student observing
an experienced physician perform a deli-

cate brain operation, eager to learn, greedy
for the surgeon’s skill. Yet it was more
than eagerness. Marian’s eyes were so

gluttonous, really. Jeannie knew she must
change the look in Marian’s eyes before
anyone else saw how naked they were.
During a lull in sound that was almost

worse than the noise, Jeannie whispered
to Marian, “Aren’t you afraid?”

“No,” said Marian. “But you are!” And
then those hungry eyes devoured Jeannie’s

face until Jeannie was almost more afraid

of Marian than she was of the hissing,

spitting, thunderous bombs.
“Don’t look at me that way,” she said.

“I’ve got to see everything,” Marian
whispered, her voice husky. “I’m going to

be the greatest actress in the world. I can
use every moment of this.”

I

T was not until months later that Jean-
nie wondered why she had not asked,

“But wouldn’t it be better to examine your-
self? To test your own emotions instead of

feeding on the emotions of others?” And
three years later Jeannie, seeing the film

that won for Marian her second Academy
Award, said to herself, “Technically her
performance is wonderful. But she leaves

me untouched.” And then thought, “If she
had watched herself instead of the others
during that air raid she would give more
warmth to her performance.”
But at the time all Jeannie knew was

that Marian frightened her and she
thought, “People think Gloria is hard and
that Marian is just an eager, ambitious kid.

But Marian really is the hard one. Gloria
is putty compared to her.” For Marian
served hard masters—art and ambition.
Fear was personified in Gloria, and her

behavior under fire made Jeannie
ashamed io look at her. Gloria was neither
acting nor observing. As the tearing, shat-
tering noise ripped at the Italian skies her
face contorted and she writhed on the
ground. Then she beat her head with her
hands and tore at her clothes.

“Gloria!” Jeannie shouted, “Behave
yourself!”

She rolled blood-shot eyes in Jeannie’s
direction. She muttered something. She
pulled at her hair. Then she stood up,
weaving like a drunken person.
Peter was beside her instantly, trying to

get her down, saying, “Gloria, you must
not behave like this.” Gloria looked at

him as if seeing him for the first time. Then
she screamed. And the sound was more
terrible than the sound of the bombs.

Peter, looking at her steadily, drew back
his fist. A second later it came into con-
tact with Gloria’s chin. She crumpled to
the ground. Mercifully now she was
oblivious. Peter crawled back to Jeannie.
“I’m sorry I had to do that. But it’s better
for her. Besides, hysteria spreads. We
knock them out quite a lot.”

Jeannie did not speak for at that mo-
ment a bomb fell so close that mud
splashed up on her mouth.
“Are you afraid?” Peter asked.
“Yes,” Jeannie said.

“But you don’t show it.”

Then it happened. Peter drew her to
him and held her in his arms. “Oh Jeannie,
my darling. It’s just you. It’s always been
just you.”
“Darling,” Jeannie whispered, happy for

the first time in all those months.
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“When this is over,” Peter whispered, his
mouth close to her ear, “We’ll be together,
darling.”
“No,” said Jeannie desperately. “Gloria

would never give you a divorce. Particu-
larly not now. You see, because I was en-
gaged to him, she went for Paul. He was
crazy about her, too, and then he saw her
as she was and came back to me for help.
Just before we left he told her he was
through with her. It made her furious.
No man had ever told her that before. So
I know she wouldn’t take having you go,
too.”

“I see,” Peter said. And then later: “And
you and Paul?”

“I settled that before I left,” she told him
wearily. “I couldn’t have loose ends. He
understood. For Paul, weak as he is, al-
ways really knew there was nobody for me
but you.”
“Then, Jeannie, it will be us.”
Sadly Jeannie shook her head, “She’ll

never, never give you up now.”

THAT night they gave their show. And
' the men laughed and applauded when
Gloria, the bruise on her chin carefully
concealed by make-up, came out on the
stage and said, “Well, boys, home was
never like this.”

Gloria was the hit of the show that night.
And this was unusual because usually
Marian’s and Jeannie ’s talent overrode
Gloria’s appeal.
But somehow that night the talent did

not come through. Marian’s songs were too
studied and there was no life in Jeannie’s
dancing. It was Gloria who really pulled
the show together. And when it was over
it was Gloria all the boys crowded around.
Jeannie was taking off her make-up

when Peter came back-stage. He sat
watching her, her hair tied back off her
forehead with a towel, as her fingers dipped
into the cold cream and smeared it over
her little face.

At last he stood up and leaned over to
kiss the back of her neck. They sprang
apart guiltily as they heard the door open
and looked up to see Gloria standing there.

“Relax, kids,” she said as she sat quiet-
ly and calmly at the improvised make-up
table and adjusted a towel over her hair.

Peter and Jeannie waited for a storm of

vituperative words. But none came. In-
stead Gloria cold-creamed her face and
said “ouch” as her fingers touched her
chin. “I guess maybe war teaches you some-
thing,” she said at last. “I don’t quite
know what it is. But it has something to

do with . . with . . . would you laugh if

I said personal standards?”
“No,” Jeannie answered quietly, “we

wouldn’t laugh.” And then she blushed
realizing she had said “we” when she had
no right to say it.

But Gloria, so calm now, so unafraid,
picked up the very personal pronoun.
‘ That’s just it. We. I never belonged to

Peter and he never belonged to me. Talk-
ing about things like that seems funny
here, but look, Jeannie, when we get back,

if we do get back, I' want to divorce Peter
because he was never really mine. And
somehow after today I don’t, ever again,

want anything that isn’t mine. Really
mine, I mean.”
Jeannie reached out her hand and took

Gloria’s greasy little paw. “Thanks,” she

said.

“Oh, skip it,” Gloria said. “I’m still

okay. I won’t win any Academy Awards
the way Marian will. Not that I think those

Awards will make Marian happy. Maybe
I don’t know what spells happiness. I

never could spell anyhow. But,” she

looked up at Jeannie and Peter, “I feel

better now—better than I’ve ever felt be-
fore in my life.”

The End



Strictly U. S. A.

(Continued from page 36) now to learn
music. He’s a music nut in a good way.
No pretense about it. He knows more
about hot trumpet players than anybody
I’ve run across. He also knows what hap-
pens when Toscanini gives the downbeat.
He just knows it instinctively because by
instinct, he is a cultured, sensitive man.

And it means he knows Anne. I think

Anne has more talent, charm and good
sense than any other youngster in the

business. She proves it in the way she
picks her friends. People mean a lot to

her so she’s very, very careful about them.
She’s never gone for glitter, has been a

wizard at avoiding phonies and phoniness.

She met Hody on the set of “Sunday Din-
ner For A Soldier” and they’ve been meet-
ing ever since. Not that theirs is an un-
trammeled romance. There have been and
still are some hurdles to be cleared. And
neither one will say what’s to be tomor-
row. But today’s okay. So is Anne.
And so is Hody.
You have probably guessed by now

that I am very glad I investigated Hodiak.
I think he’s one of the best things that’s

happened to Hollywood in a long time.

The End

Time Out for Love

( Continued, from page 41) from having
nothing to say, and the other produced by
poise and intellect. He decided then and
there that Miss Morley came under the
latter classification—and made a note to

find out what made her tell time without
even ticking.

On the other hand, Kay Morley was
thinking that Richard Crane was an un-
usual type of man to be in the acting
business. He was without pose or pretense.
There weren’t two points worth of ham
in his entire system. He looked like a
champion athlete, which he had been. He
looked like a nice boy, working his way
through college by hashing in a drive-in,

or like a filling station attendant with a
string of steady customers, or like a truck
driver with a perfect safety record—all of

which he had been. But he didn’t seem
to want to remind people in his off-hours
that his profession was creating illusions.

Hmmm, thought Kay.
So, three or four weeks later, she was

having dinner with her brother, a hand-
some chap in uniform, when Dick Crane
again entered Victor’s. It wasn’t exactly
because Kay knew that Dick frequented
the place that she had selected it when
her brother asked her to name a dinner
spot. It was because the food was so
good. At least that’s what Kay told herself.

However, when Dick caught sight of his
fellow Marx client practically surrounded
by a very big, very good-looking man, he
bowed formally and moved on to another
table. A crisis! Luckily, a casual friend of
Kay’s lounged into view, giving her an op-
portunity to call out, “Oh, Eddie, won’t you
join us? I want you to meet my brother!”
Wonderful word, brother! Dick caught it

as a starving hobo would reach for a
piece of ' angel-food cake and presently
eased over to the Morley booth. It was
then that he learned that Kay Morley was
really Leona Elaine Lenore deVinna. She
had grown up in Long Beach with her
parents and a family of brothers, all big,
tall and critical of their sister’s boy friends.

However, this particular brother said, as
he was leaving Kay that night, “Say, that
Crane isn’t a bad guy at all. Seems okay.”
From a deVinna this was like being pre-
sented with oak leaf clusters.

What brings a girl such kisses?
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BY WESTMORE

Barbara Stanwyck
Starring in the Warner Bros. Picture

"My Reputation"
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PRODUCTS OF THE HOUSE OF WESTMORE

That did it! Kay and Dick started dat-
ing. Then came the hurdle of passing
the deVinna scrutiny. Many a young man
had fallen by the wayside at this point,
for the deVinnas, though charming and
cordial, were also placid and silent—two
qualities which had proved the undoing
of more than one of Kay’s aspiring beaux.
They arrived at Kay’s apartment one day
and so did Mr. Crane.

Dick, having always been one of his
mother’s best friends, felt no shyness to-
ward people who were her contemporaries.
He marched in, shook hands, and asked
Mr. deVinria about business conditions in

Long Beach. Then he asked Mrs. deVinna
if she had the same trouble his mother had
getting butter and bobby pins. The
deVinnas beamed. They vied with one an-
other to converse with this attractive young
man who might have been, so far as con-
duct and character were concerned, one of

their own sons. When the deVinnas left,

they and Dick were fast friends. And Kay
and Dick looked at each other again—and
faced another test.

D ICK’S father was killed in France dur-
ing the first world war just a month

after Dick was born. Naturally, Dick and
his mother grew up together; they were
chums, confidantes, as well as mother and
son. In many cases of that sort, the mother
is unwilling to share her son.

But Dick’s mother was different. Mrs.
Crane, who had already noted that Dick’s
feminine conversation had narrowed down
to the word “Kay,” suggested that Miss
Morley be invited for dinner Sunday.

“Is there anything I should do, or not

do?” asked Kay nervously, wanting ter-

ribly to make a good impression.
“Just be yourself and we’re set,” said

Dick and kissed her.

Mrs. Crane and Kay had spent about
twenty minutes together when it became
plain to both that theirs was going to be a

supremely happy relationship. “The one
thing I’ve felt that I’ve missed in life is

having a daughter,” Mrs. Crane confided.

“Ah . . . please have another slice of this

chocolate cake, Kay.”
“It’s wonderful. Could I have the recipe

for it, please?” asked Kay.

Not in the script—Kay and Dick Crane

take time out to act like newlyweds
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Well, that settled it in Dick’s mind. There
was now nothing to stand in the way of

their getting married at once. Nothing

—

except Kay. She shook her dark head
stubbornly. “Your career is just getting

started, dear. The studio is building you
up as a romantic leading man. If you get
married now, everyone may lose interest

in you. I won’t let you take the chance.”
Dick put up a good fight. Kay, so sweet,

so near to him, was denying him marriage.
“What about Alan Ladd, Ronald Reagan,
Frank Sinatra, Bing Crosby?”

“I know, dear, but most of them were
established before they married. No,” and
she shook her head, “we must wait.”
Finally he agreed to her way.
They settled down into that rarest of all

Hollywood vehicles: A long engagement.
And they found it to be rare fun. Kay
came up to Dick’s canyon house one day
and looked it over with approval and an
improving eye. “Drapes for the windows,
some pictures,” she murmured.
The color schemes were good, they both

decided—and went to work on giving the
bachelor house a feminine touch. Dick
decided that one thing definitely needed
was a dressing room in the bedroom. He
bought a rough-pine kidney table. He and
Kay selected drapes for the backing of

that wall space in a pattern that was
matched by a ready-made flounce and
top for the kidney table. Dick put founda-
tion and fluff together. Presto! The femi-
nine touch. They picked the white string

rug out together, admitting it was im-
practical, but Kay thought it would give
the room a sleek, modern look.

COR his birthday, Kay gave Dick a Mal-
* tese terrier which promptly presented
him with five puppies. Although her pups
had to remain in the back-yard doghouse,
Muffins was allowed indoors. She was a
puzzled pup, however.
Kay ~.nd Dick had memorized lines,

scenes, entire acts of celebrated plays. One
of their favorite scenes was the quarrel
from “Private Lives.” Occasionally they
enacted this with gusto, whereupon Muffins
retired to the bedroom, lay doggo and
peered around the door, or flattened her-
self as thin as tissue paper and crawfished
under the lounge.
At other times Muffins sat on a chair,

her head cocked on one side, her tongue
lolling out, and beamed approval at the love
scenes from “Coquette,” from “The Male
Animal,” from “Holiday,” from “The Ani-
mal Kingdom,” or from “Kiss And Tell.”

Then Kay was awarded the lead in a
Goldwyn picture, “Youth Aflame,” and
Dick, as thrilled over it as Kay, set to work
to coach her in the part. Under Dick’s per-
sistent tutelage, gentle, sweet, soft-voiced
Kay became—for camera purposes—

a

cross-grained, blatant juvenile-delinquent
witch. Muffins was baffled.

Then last November, Dick % was called
into the head office and notified that he
had been awarded the plum part of his
life, that of Captain Cherry in the superb
Rickenbacker story that is being screened
as “Captain Eddie.”
He made a mad dash for Kay and before

she could protest, they were headed for
Santa Monica.
“What is this all about?” she finally man-

aged when she caught her breath.
“We’re going to apply for our marriage

license,” said masterful Mr. Crane. “We
know we’re in love and that we’re going
to be married sometime. I’ve just won the
best role of my career, and I’m going to
celebrate by marrying my girl.”

“I’ll marry you under one condition,”
said the stubborn little Kay, “that we keep
it secret until we’re positive that being
married isn’t going to make any difference
in your career.”

cPinl^ cMagic , ,
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“Secret or otherwise, you’re going to

marry me,” he told her.
Now, arranging a secret marriage be-

tween two Hollywood personalities is

harder than surreptitiously burying an ele-

phant. The fact that their license was
taken out under the names of Elaine
deVinna and Richard Crane helped some,
but every day that the license was kick-
ing around without being used made dis-

covery more possible.

Yet, try to find time to be married! The
day that Dick was to be free of the studio
for an entire day was the exact day on
which Kay had to show up at Goldwyn
for fashion art, or for a new test, or for

an interview. Then, one noon, Dick learned
that he was going to be free for two and a
half days. He telephoned Kay. “You’re
going to be a bride, honey!”

“I just washed my hair,” she wailed.
“It will be dry by the time we can

round up Bert and your girl friend and
get to Santa Monica,” he declared. So Kay
telephoned her girl friend, told her to leap
into pre-arranged bridesmaid’s clothes.
From the studio, Dick discovered that he

was going to have to make arrangements
for Judge of the Superior Court Orlando
H. Rhodes to remain at his offices some-
what later than the usual closing hour.
Judge Rhodes chuckled, said he would
wait.

Dick collected his best man, Bert Marx,
his bride and her attendant and boomed
down to Santa Monica. They had to stop
by the way while Kay rushed into a

filling-station dressing room, removed her
bandana and combed her hair. Then, in

Santa Monica, they located a jeweler and
Dick bought Kay’s carved gold-band wed-
ding ring. They also bought an orchid
corsage. “Long life and happiness,”
beamed the wise and knowing florist.

AND so they were married on Novem-
ber 14. After the service, Dick grinned

down at his bride. “You didn’t muff a

line,” he said in the ultimate compliment
paid one performer to another.

“You weren’t bad yourself,” she re-

turned.
If that was a good performance, it was

a mere rehearsal for the parts both Kay
and Dick had to play for the ensuing
weeks. Honeymooning and not telling.

An occasional columnist would inquire as

to their intentions. “We think it would be
nice to be married,” was the way Dick
answered them, not liking it. Aside to

Kay he suggested, “Let’s tell them, Roney.”
She shook her head. “I don’t want to

spoil things for you.”

A stupendous party was scheduled one
December night at Ciro’s, sponsored by
the local photographers. Everyone in Holly-
wood, plus his wife or her husband, was
invited. Dick received a bid, of course,

and it was suggested that he take one of

the studio glamour girls. He hedged, said

he was going to have to be late because of

previous commitments, and managed to

stall out of the responsibility.

At the party he telephoned Kay every
thirty minutes. He didn’t like the idea of

her sitting at home, reading and awaiting

his return. It just didn’t seem right. So,

when a studio representative kiddingly

asked Dick, “Have you mistaken the tele-

phone for a pin-ball machine—dropping

all those nickels?” Dick drew the ques-

tioner aside to say, “I’ve been calling my
wife. I wish the studio would announce
our marriage. I want everybody to know
that Kay Morley and I are married!”
The studio representative saw no reason

why he shouldn’t oblige one of Twentieth
Century’s most promising young men stare.

And so the hidden honeymoon was over

—to Kay’s confusion and Dick’s delight.

The End
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/
FOOD COOKS V3 FASTER
IN PYREX WARE BECAUSE:

(A) It supplies its own heat 0
(B) It absorbs radiant oven heat []

(C) It’s the "hottest" item in the cooking

utensil field []

2
YOU SAVE STEPS AND WORK
WITH PYREX WARE BECAUSE:

(A) You bake, serve, and store in

same dish 0
( B ) It’s easy to carry 0
(C) It runs around by itself 0

PYREX WARE IS EASIER TO
J WASH BECAUSE:

(A) It makes soap sudsier []

(B) It’s waterproof 0
(C) Sticky foods don't cling to its

smooth surface 0
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OF COURSE you know the right answers
but here they are anyway:

1 (B); 2 (A); 3 (C); 4 (C).

BY THE WAY, the baking dish above is

the Pyrex Double Duty Casserole.. .really
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open baker. Cover makes pie *M|y
plate. 3 sizes. Quart size.. only wU
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(C) It's the mark of Pyrex ware, the

original heat-resistant glass cook-

ing ware, a product of Corning
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IF YOU HAVEN’T tried Pyrex ware here’s

a good start. The Pyrex Deep Pie Dish
is swell for cooking and serving
individual pies, soup, cereals, cus- |I|Y
tards, apple sauce. 8-oz. size, only

Solid Citizen
(Continued from page 54) six months
ahead of schedule so that they could strike
the Terry box office while it was hot. And
his former studio, Paramount, has bor-
rowed him back to play the important part
of Ray Milland’s brother in “The Lost
Weekend.”
He was born Fred Kormann. His father

was an oil operator of considerable sub-
stance, but Fred (hereafter Phil), believ-
ing a man needed strong biceps to spend
money properly, started working as a
water boy in the oil fields when he was
fifteen, later graduating to roustabout, rig

builder and tool dresser, among other
things.

He spent much of his time in the Okla-
homa and Texas fields, principally around
Oklahoma City and Burkburnett. Any-
one who’s visited that hardy country
knows that a talent for embroidery work
and badminton doesn’t get a man very
far there. Burkburnett was named for an
uncle of his, but this afforded him no
special standing. He had to slug out his

job along with the rest of the husky
gentry.

All of which gave Phil a stalwart back-
ground and resulted in his growing into a
man of six feet, one inch, covered by one
hundred and seventy-five pounds of well-
muscled flesh. He doesn’t look more than
five, ten, however, just as he doesn’t look
more than twenty-seven years old, al-

though indisputable records show he was
born in 1909 and is thus thirty-six.

Phil’s oil field employment was confined
to the summer months, thus leaving his

winters to attend school, first in New York
and then San Francisco.

A T Leland Stanford, Phil learned that
'' when the great Pop Warner, then the
Palo Alto coach, caught a back weighing
less than 200 pounds, he threw him back.
When Warner looked Phil over and asked
him how much he weighed, Phil said, hope-
fully, “I only weigh a hundred and sixty,

but I’m awfully disagreeable.”
Warher liked his gall and also the way

he could kick a football. He got in a few
games as a kicking specialist and might
have gone places with the pigskin if he
hadn’t fractured a kneecap in an oil field

accident and developed a stiff leg.

By the time his college days were over
he had decided to make the theater a

career. He was pondering the problem of

how to crash show business when a friend

advised him to go to England to acquire

an English accent. Kormann, pere, being
amenable to any career his son chose, ar-

ranged the finances for a fling at London.
Once there, after duly broadening his

“A’s” and jettisoning his “R’s,” he found
a practically unlimited supply of English

accents trying to crash the London stage,

a discovery which prompted him to turn

his face homeward.
The Kormanns were living quietly in

Glendale, a highly moral neighborhood of

Hollywood. The cinema capital, however.
Seemed strangely unimpressed by Phil’s

synthetic accent. It wasn’t until he put

away the clipped speech and returned to

solid American diction that he got a chance

to act, which wasn’t in pictures, but radio.

Soon he came to the attention of an
M-G-M talent scout who signed him to

a minor contract.

This was back in 1937 and he felt that

he was definitely on his way. However, his

first try at Metro simmered down into his

playing the foil in other people’s screen

tests. Phil wanted to prove that he was,

or wasn’t, an actor, and found himself

proving, instead, that other people were,

or weren’t actors. He managed to stick at

Metro for two years, and in all that time,

just to show how (Continued on page 100)•PYREX” IS A REGISTERED TRADE MARK OF CORNING GLASS WORKS. CORNING. N. Y.
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awarded for the
production of
parachutes.

Welcome the Fashion Frocks Representative When She Calls

( Continued from page 98) his luck was
running, he didn’t even set eyes on Joan
Crawford, even though he actually played
a bit in “Mannequin” which co-starred
Joan and Spencer Tracy.
There was a scene in “Mannequin”

where Joan, as a downtrodden tenement
girl, ran up the stairs to her dreary flat

and en route heard voices quarreling be-
hind all the other flat doors.
Like most “sound” scenes in movies,

Joan’s running upstairs was shot silently

and separately. Later the voices in the
flats were dubbed in.

“I was one of those voices,” comments
Phil.

“Oh, darling, if I’d only heard your voice
then,” sighs Joan, and they look at one
another like Evangeline and Gabriel just
missing one another in the Arcadian
wilderness.

Phil finally asked to be released from
M-G-M and shortly thereafter Paramount
cast him in the title role of “The Parson
Of Panamint.” After a great build-up,
“Panamint” got stuck in a dark corner of

a film vault somewhere and vegetated for
several months. When finally it was
shown it became merely a program pic-
ture.

A GAIN he asked for his release, but was
cast in “Wake Island” as an alterna-

tive. Once more luck ran against him; the
spectacular showing of William Bendix as

Smacksie moved the cutting room to trim
out just about everybody except Bendix.
Brian Donlevy and Robert Preston. Phil
was the sole owner of an oversized blue
funk when he saw what had happened.
But luck was with him again. M-G-M
was casting for “Bataan,” an all-male pic-
ture, or as near to an all-male picture as

can be made in Hollywood, and the best
in he-man talent was lined up for the
cast, including Walter Brennan, Lloyd
Nolan and Charles Laughton to bolster
Robert Taylor.
While looking over an uncut version of

“Wake Island” an M-G-M casting execu-
tive saw Phil’s work and decided that he
was right for “Bataan.” He was sent for

and after a test, was spotted in the role of

Gilbert Hardy. This was before he met
Joan.
With this circumstance, Phil is particu-

larly pleased. To those who hint that he
became a Metro contract player with a
big campaign being cooked up to promote
him to stardom because of his marriage to

one of the old lion’s great stars, he cites

the record. As a matter of fact, he hints

that if he hadn’t already been pretty well
established when he met Joan, he wouldn’t
have had the gall to propose to her.

Phil Terry has an abiding faith in the
Golden Rule (do unto others, etc.) and his

interests are notably sane. He’s a good
tennis player, a fine horseman and a near
champion swimmer. He plays indifferent
week-end golf, but his favorite recreation
is staying at home with Joan, five-year-old
Christina and very handsome two-year-
old Phillip Terry Jr. and the myriad
friends who drop in, informally, to enjoy
the famous Terry-Crawford hospitality.

He has a hobby which he shares with
many famous men. He is an electric train

bug. The Terrys are contemplating an
addition to their home to make room for

his trains, when priorities are lifted.

He attends the movies at least twice
weekly. He is frankly pleased with his

way of life and states, without equivoca-
tion, that if he weren’t in pictures, he’d
try to get into them. He likes Hollywood
and its people; in fact, he can’t recall, off-

hand, ever having met anybody he dis-

liked, personally, although admitting a

definite lack of admiration for certain
actors who shall be nameless here.
He usually is deeply tanned and his
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hazel eyes seem darker than they prove
to be at close inspection. He has to wear
glasses continually off screen, it being this

extreme near-sightedness that keeps him
out of service. His face is on the round
side and his chin is strong, even though it

has a noticeable cleft. He also has dimples,
but refuses to be dismayed by them, hav-
ing no inclination to question the whims
of nature. He plays no musical instrument,
nor does he sing, although he will try out
his adequate baritone in an informal quar-
tet if given the proper amount and vintage
of encouragement.
He does have a favorite singer, however.

Her name is Joan Crawford who, inciden-
tally, never calls him “Phil” as everyone
else does. To her, he is either “Darling” or
“Phillip” and she makes a ceremony of

always kissing him and calling him both
these names together when they have their

nightly before-dinner cocktail. Inciden-
tally, Joan had never tasted any kind of

cocktail until she married Phil, though
she would sip an occasional glass of cham-
pagne. But the guy is a terrific bartender,
his masterpiece being a secret Terry-recipe
daiquiri. You get two of these before din-
ner at the Terrys, no more, no less. People
with violent thirsts are not long numbered
among their friends. But it is typical of

Phil’s individualism that with Joan and
all guests raving over his daiquiris, he
will, upon serving them, fix himself a gin
and tonic.

H E loves his children, but is a strict dis-

ciplinarian, he having been brought up
that way. Young Phillip is still at the stage
where he beams impartially on all comers,
but Christina makes no attempt to disguise
her wild crush on her adopted father. She
flirts outrageously with him at all times,
and Phil, of course, is delighted.

He says that as a child his greatest
ambition was to be a fireman. That desire
fled, he says, when he passed a firehouse
one day and caught sight of one of his

smoke-eating heroes mending his own
pantaloons.

He doesn’t want to play Hamlet, is a

quiet dresser, preferring blues and browns,
and doesn’t own an overcoat with a check
more than one and a half inches square.
He states flatly he never was even re-
motely in love until he met Joan Crawford,
and he adds just as flatly he will always
remain in love with her.

He takes no casual attitude toward safe-
guarding his marriage. For instance, on
the “Luncheon At RKO” radio broadcast,
the master of ceremonies one noon said
glibly, “And over there we see Phillip

Terry lunching with Anne Shirley.” This
was at the time when Anne and Phil were
engaged in making “Pan Americana” to-
gether and it was regarded as a good
publicity plug for the picture as well as
for the two stars.

Most actors would have taken it that
way, but not Phil. He wasn’t lunching with
Anne Shirley and he not only didn’t want
Joan to think that he would be, but he
didn’t want the public to think so either.

He likes Anne very much, but his marriage
code is proudly old-fashioned. He feels

married men, actors or otherwise, should
no more lunch than dine with any woman,
save their wives. So, he demanded a re-
traction, on the air, on the same broadcast,
and to the same length as the original
statement.
The studio officials told him that this

was silly and unnecessary, but Phil refused
to yield.

He got the retraction.

In the wolf-haunted atmosphere of

Hollywood, we think it’s nice to know
there are guys like this. So does Mrs.
Phillip Terry.

The End

Mrs. Allan A. Ryan, young society leader, is a charming subject

for this Dreamflower portrait. Hair of pale gold . . . tawny hazel

eyes with wide velvet-black pupils. And a delicate blonde complexion

soft-misted with Pond’s sweet Dreamflower "Natural” powder.

"I have never found a powder shade that made my skin look

as smooth and fresh as Dreamflower 'Natural,”’ Mrs. Ryan says.

"The color is really lovely— fragile shell-pink with an unusually

flattering touch of cream. And Pond’s new Dreamflower texture

is just as soft and smooth as it sounds!”

Jbndi :-£/J>S

"

stay on and on and ON! J^mudet
Hooray! The big case is

METAL again! 6 glamor-

izing shades. Try bright

new Beau Bait— rich,

round, crimson-red!

490, 10^

—

plus tax

NATURAL—soft shell pink

RACHEL—creamy ivory

ROSE CREAM—delicate peach

BRUNETTE—rosy beige

DARK RACHEL—rich, golden

DUSK ROSE—warm, glowing

d90, 250, 100— plus tax



02

glorymorning
blonde

\ol«‘ to fair women: Famous artist shows

how to flatter your blonde beauty with original*

*4Flow~er-fresh” shade of

Here’s the right Cashmere

Bouquet shade for you

!

FOR LIGHT TYPES
^Natural, Rachel Nos. 1 and 2

FOIt MEDIUM TYPES
Rachel No. 2, Rose Brunette

FOR DARK TYPES
Rose Brunette, Even Tan

Oh! stop being an average blonde, and begin

to look exotic. Begin today by giving your fair

skin its complementary shade of face powder,

Cashmere Bouquet’s new "Flower-Fresh”

Natural. It does exciting things for a

fair skin, and clings for hours in a satiny-

smooth veil. Cashmere Bouquet comes in

new"Flower-fresh” shades, keyed

to every complexion from a Latin-looking

siren to a red-head’s translucent skin.

The Key to Gregory Peck
(Continued from page 47) to be another
Henry Kaiser in those days.) Then, after
he was severely injured in a seagoing
venture—the boat went to the bottom
and the captain stayed with his ship

—

he was revived by a capable doctor. (In-
stantly he decided to be another Mayo.)
Both boats and medicine haunted him
throughout his subsequent school years at
St. Johns Military Academy in Los Angeles,
San Diego High School and then the Uni-
versity of California. At California he was
just where he started—rowing on the crew,
and studying medicine—when he hap-
pened into a school play. (You know
what he decided immediately without our
tipping you off. He decided to become
a great actor—and this time he stuck to
his plans!)

S
O the minute he shed his cap and gown
following his graduation, he headed

eastward toward New York City. (Fate,
of course, engineered this, with the blonde
from Finland in mind!) When he reached
the metropolis of seven million people,
he had an introduction to only one man,
a business friend of his father’s. However,
the friend was instantly useful. He’d just
purchased an amusement concession at the
World’s Fair and he gave Gregory a job
on sight—well, a kind of job! He was
barker for a racing automobile that sped
around the inside of a huge bowl. But still,

it was sort of acting; and it was June of

1939; and Gregory was in New York.
He held it for a month. He made up a

spiel and shouted it hoarsely at anyone
who came near: “Step this way for a
thrilling ride in a death-defying ex-
am-pie of cen-trif-i-cal force! Only ten
cents—a tenth of a dollar! Ride like a
bullet around the rim of a wood-en
bowl!” When his voice would trail into

a husky whisper, his fellow barker would
take up the talk; and when the “pro”
collapsed, Gregory would step into his
fainting footsteps. But at the end of a
month Gregory knew that his voice would
be gone for life if he kept it up—so he
disappeared into the heart of New York
to find another means of support. He
found it. He became a guide for Radio
City; and this time it was his arches which
threatened to leave him for life. Dressed
in a blue uniform with a white cap, he
conducted groups of tourists through mile
after mile of Radio City corridors, each
tour taking up an hour while the boy
fresh from California told the gaping
visitors all about New York.
But this couldn’t go on forever if he

wanted to be an actor—or if he were ever
to meet the woman in his life, which he
was. He tried out for a scholarship to the
Neighborhood Playhouse in New York
City . . . and won it. At last he was really

acting—though of course it was in a
dramatic school, not on the professional
stage. It gave him superb stock company
training for two busy years; and he also

put in a summer at the Barter Theater in

Virginia. Back again at the Playhouse, he
played the lead in “Green Grow The
Lilacs” to a full house of talent-scouting
Broadway producers — one of whom
(Guthrie McClintic) almost vaulted the
footlights to offer him a job the coming
fall in “The Doctor’s Dilemma,” playing
opposite Katharine Cornell. Presto! The
amateur was about to become a pro-
fessional—and at long last Gregory was
to meet the blonde.

It happened the opening night of the
play, in Philadelphia. As Gregory was
waiting in the wings to go on, she came
hurrying through the shadows toward him.
She was a tiny blonde with creamy skin
and wide blue eyes. Not seeing him, she
ran into him head-on, and after he’d



righted both of them she smiled up at

him and introduced herself. “I’m Greta
Kukonen—it’s Finnish,” she said with the
faintest of accents.
“Very interesting—but what are you

doing here?” said Gregory, promptly for-

getting all about the play.

“Later! There’s your cue!” and she gave
him a push toward the stage.

It was as simple as that when it hap-
pened. Later he discovered that she was
Cornell’s hair-dresser and make-up
artist—and meanwhile they had dates
wherever the show played, in Pittsburgh,

in Boston, in St. Louis, in Chicago. Since
she had been with Cornell for two years
she knew every town in which ‘they
stopped—and she showed Gregory each
city and the best restaurants in each one.

Between cities, as they sat on trains

rumbling across America, they talked and
talked and talked. By the time they
reached Los Angeles, Gregory was all

run out of conversation except for one
sentence. It was “Will you marry me?”
and he said it.

Only the problem was, how could he
afford marriage? The answer was, he
couldn’t. He doubly couldn’t a week after

he’d proposed, when the play closed. This
took place in San Francisco, though he was
particularly pleased about it because his

family met him there and he was able to

introduce them to his future wife, and be-
sides it was Christmas of 1941, and the
future held a million promises.

B
UT Fate had temporarily turned her
back, so none of them came true. He and

Greta went on with Cornell in another play
—which closed in eight weeks in Toronto.
Next, he opened and closed (in two weeks)
in a play called “Punch And Julia”—with
everyone wincing. Then it was summer
and stock again; and finally it was fall

again and another sour play. It was called

“The Morning Star” and it ran four weeks
to empty houses (but rave reviews for Mr.
Peck). Meanwhile, a year had slipped by
since Greta and Gregory had first agreed
on marriage.

They had spent the year pretending they
had money. They saw all the shows—with-
out benefit of tickets. This meant they
watched plays only from the second act

on—since they tricked their way into the
theater by mingling with the crowds in

the lobby after Act I, smoking and talking;

and then filtering inside with the returning
mob. (They are still wondering what the
first half of “Gone With The Wind” was
like—since they saw that “free” at the
Astor Theater, thanks to an intermission!

)

They ate well—but never at a restau-
rant; all dinners were served at Greta’s
apartment, which she shared with her very
patient brother Paul, who worked in a
chemical company. At first Paul and
Gregory weren’t satisfied with the menus
there because, true to female Finnish taste,

Greta’s idea of a filling dinner was a salad
of cottage cheese with tomatoes. But
Gregory sized up this unpleasant situation

right after he became a star boarder and
began tactfully augmenting the meal with
packages of meats and other solid foods . . .

thus earning Brother Paul’s undying grati-

tude. Meanwhile, his headquarters were a
hall bedroom in a brownstone house—up
five flights of rickety stairs.

But at the end of “The Morning Star,”

Gregory and Greta went on strike against
an absent-minded Fate. They decided half
a loaf wasn’t enough. So they spent one
Sunday afternoon attending a baseball
game, and that night they were married

—

in the reception room of the Methodist
Church, a few steps from the Men’s Room.
It was a slightly mad marriage, with
strange and sheepish men straggling
through the wedding party at intervals
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You’re the girl he’ll carry with him
everywhere, deep in his heart. For

)

satiny skin, your sweet-enough-to-ki:

Solitair complexion makes you

so appealingly, so unforgettably

lovely! Let him remember:

GIN RUMMY FOR TWO your

complexion as smooth as your game. i

Thanks to Solitair your make-up looks NATURAL.
Solitair s lanolin richness guards

your skin against dryness.

GALA EVENING
OUT—your complex-

ion as fresh as the

camellia he sent. Thanks

to Solitair
,
your make-up

STAYS satin-smooth for

HOURS. Tiny lines and
blemishes are YOUR secret.

throughout the ceremony . . . but regardless
of the traffic, the Pecks were wed. They I]

promptly moved into a dingy but wonder-
ful one-room apartment on East 40th Street.

[

It had leaded windows through which
,

they eyed the whole city and its walls were
!

covered in paneling and faded English :

wallpaper. They were very happy—and
right here Fate rediscovered them and
made them even happier.

E ATE’S new move came after another flop
piay, “The Willow And I,” via a telephone

call from Gregory’s agent—just as simpiy
done as their initial introduction. The
agent just called and said unbelievably -

magic words to the ear of a penniless
actor: “Say, Greg, why don’t you and
your wife take a trip to Hollywood and
look into movie offers?” Pause—then the
punch-line: “And charge the trip to me!”
This glorious shock almost killed Greg-

ory; but the minute he recovered from it

Greta quit her job for good and she and
Gregory packed their bags in a delirious
daze and flew to Hollywood. They stayed
in style at the Beverly Hills Hotel, staring
fascinated at palm trees and blue swim-
ming pools in the middle of February . . .

and Gregory signed his four-way contract
with every studio he encountered.
Fate tossed them another bouquet.

RKO-Radio presented him with a fat

bonus for signing the contract! And the
Pecks rushed breathlessly to a dude ranch
near Phoenix and spent it all! “At twenty
dollars a day!” they kept chanting to each
other. Then they were ready for Gregory
to do one last play on Broadway, “Sons
And Soldiers” with Geraldine Fitzgerald

—

and they finally appeared in Hollywood
to settle down to caviar and the cinema. ;

All was very, very well with the Pecks.
And it still is . . . and Fate is still work- .

ing hard in their behalf. For instance, i

not knowing any better (after all, they’d
never had servants before), they idly

dialed an employment agency and asked
for a good cook. Jessie arrived two hours
later; Jessie being the best cook in Holly-
wood and an expert pianist on the side.

And for another instance, most of their

New York friends are in Hollywood too, <

and invariably they gather on Sundays at

the Pecks—the William Princes, the '

Zachary Scotts, the Matt Willises, and
I

Robert Porterfield. Nights find the Pecks i

miles away from night clubs, either at

home reading or at a theater diligently

studying movies. Only one movie has at- I

tracted Gregory back for more, though— I

“Grand Illusion,” which he finally saw
four times!

For comic strips he likes the famous ij

trio, “Dick Tracy,” “Terry And The Pirates” I

and “Li’l Abner,” for clothes he likes the i

New York uniform of conservative suits, i

white shirts and plain ties. But in food he i

becomes a bit more exotic. He is hardly
!

awake before he downs a raw egg in a

glass of sherry. Then comes a short inter-

val during which he gets dressed and puts
i

away breakfast—three courses’ worth! At
lunch-time he’s an average eater; but by
dinner he’s ready for pounds of charcoal-
broiled meats (done by himself outside
the kitchen door, with no sauces) and
desserts from every country’s cookbooks
in the world. He also gardens, meanwhile
wearing his dilapidated crew cap from col-

lege days; and worries over the fact that

his dog Perry loves in vain the Persian cat

Widgie, and talks endlessly to his wife and
baby son.

And that, so far, is the last chapter in

the story of the dark young man and the
blonde . . . with the happiest of endings
to their series of adventures. They’ll be
even happier in t mes to come—why not? i

Fate is leaning heavily in their direction,

every hour oi the day!
The End



Love Song for Judy

(Continued from page 29) solemnly, and
she said, “I don’t know yet myself. We

—

we’ve been talking about it. But this time
I want to be sure; this time I want to take
everything into consideration, all the things

that have to do with my work and his.

There isn’t any use saying—for me at least

—that I’d give up my work and my sing-

ing. Vincente doesn’t want me to do that.

But—we want to be very sure. When you
are a movie star,” said Miss Garland very
seriously, ‘‘you find that there are a lot of

things to be taken into consideration
other people don’t have.” She paused a

moment and then she smiled and added, “I

like being a movie star. But maybe that’s

because I’ve been one so long it’s become
a habit.”

“How long have you been here at

M-G-M?” I asked.
“Ten years,” said Judy, “but before that

I was in vaudeville for ten years.”
“And how old are you?” I inquired.

“I’m twenty-two,” Judy Garland said.

Twenty-two. Ten years at M-G-M, ten

years in vaudeville. Judy made her first

appearance when she was two; she came
to M-G-M when she was twelve.
But somehow there was a great deal

more to it than that. Twenty-two is not so

very old. You aren’t supposed to be adult
enough to vote until you are twenty-one.
A great many girls are just graduating
from college at twenty-two. Yet into those
short years little Judy Garland has al-

ready crowded so much of living, so much
of success and applause and hard work
and problems.

I thought of something Lana Turner
once said: “It’s very difficult, growing up
in public.”

J
UDY has grown up in public. And now
a new air of womanliness sits upon her,

without in any way disturbing the little

girl she still is.

“You’ve put on a little weight,” I said.

“It bothered me a little when you were so

thin.”

“It bothered you,” said Judy, with a little

shout of laughter. “You should know how
it bothered me.”

“I thought maybe you did it on purpose.”
“I,” said Judy, gravely, “have been try-

ing to gain ten pounds for four years. I

mean literally. First, I was too fat; I was
sort of chunky—remember when I was
with Mickey—so everybody was trying to

get me thinner. Then I got thinner and
thinner and thinner—and then everybody
was trying to get me fatter. Now I’ve

gained ten pounds—isn’t it wonderful?”
But it set me to thinking, while Judy

wrapped Christmas presents, of the
crowded, incredibly hard-working life

Judy Garland leads. The phone rang half
a dozen times. Somebody was consulting
Miss Garland about dance routines. Ward-
robe wanted Miss Garland the day after

Christmas for fittings. Songs had to be
tried and recorded and re-recorded. The
portrait gallery wanted a sitting. The publi-
city department wanted to arrange some
interviews. All this, of course, in addition
to making the picture.

Judy handled it all with ease and great
good humor.
“You know, the way I feel about Christ-

mas,” Judy said suddenly, “I think the
men overseas want to think of Christmas
at home the way they always had it and
loved it. Maybe it’s funny to say, but I

think we’re really having Christmas for
them so that if over there somewhere
they’re thinking about Christmas at home,
they aren’t kidding themselves. I like to
think of it this year as sort of keeping
in practice for them. That makes it easier.

You know what I mean?”
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Since one of my sons was somewhere
with Patton’s Third Army, I said I knew
very well what she meant.
“Do you think people are more religious

this Christmas than they’ve been in a
long time?” Judy said, sitting down be-
side me on the big couch.
“Of course,” I said, thinking how mature

she was for one so young.
“You know, Judy, you didn’t just grow

up in public. You grew up as the baby of
the entire Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer lot.”

“Well,” said Judy, with an enchanting
grin, “they were all wonderful about it,

at that. The only thing that ever bothered
me was how hard it was to make anybody
realize I wasn’t still twelve years old. They
still kind of think I am.”

That, I knew, was true. When Judy
married Dave Rose the whole lot took
it as a personal matter, watched the
progress of the love affair, talked about it

and advised Judy about it. She had met
Dave Rose somewhere at a party with her
sister Virginia, who is her greatest chum.
She was eighteen then and still to every-
body who knew her a “baby.” The thing
that drew them together was music. Young
Dave Rose was playing the piano when
Judy walked in and that did it. From
then on they were inseparable, they had
musical evenings at Judy’s house with her
mother and sisters, they did songs together
and soon they were in love and then they
married, on Judy’s nineteenth birthday.
But it turned out that music was about

all they had in common. There is a simple,

direct quality about Judy Garland; she
has the courage to look life right in the face

and when it didn’t work she met that, too.

Not happily. With a good many tears and
a good deal of regret that it hadn’t worked.
Part of her growing up, that marriage

was.
When I saw a preview of “The Clock,”

her newest picture, it came over me
that Judy Garland is a big star, a very im-
portant star in the movie heavens. For a

long time I’d taken her for granted, just

with a sort of affection for her, always
going to see her pictures and enjoying
them because she was Judy. But in “Meet
Me In St. Louis” and most particularly in

“The Clock,” as you will see, she is more
than that. There are moments in “The
Clock,” a divine story written by Paul
Gallico, adapted for the screen by Robert
Nathan and directed by Vincente Min-
nelli, in which Judy Garland does some
magnificent and delicate acting worthy of

in
A NEW MAN
is coming to Photoplay

in May—
Name: TOM DRAKE
Occupation : Blood pressure

raiser

Rating: High in the feminine

heart department

Remarks: You can fill in your

own after you read

THE MAY PHOTOPLAY——

J

Helps reveal your fresher

CLEARER'TOPSKIN'
...with all its natural blushing charm!

M^HOPPER$ WHITE CLAY
PACK

This Remarkable Method In Skin Culture Also

Marvelous For Enlarged Pore Openings
and To Loosen Blackheads

The Simple Easy Treatment

If the skin (even of young girls) doesn’t

constantly “flake off” those dried-up,

faded, aging top-skin cells—your com-

plexion often appears muddy, drab,

coarse-textured and lifeless.

This “flaking off” process is practi-

cally invisible but it ta\es place as any
skin specialist will tell you.

And here’s why Edna Wallace
Hopper’s White Clay Pack is so helpful

in hastening this process along—why it’s

one of the quickest and most effective

ways to reveal this underskin with all

its naturally clear, blushing freshness.

the most “hard-to-impress” he-man.

Use Hopper’s White Clay Pack
whenever you want to look your own
dazzling best on short notice—and to

help maintain an enviable ‘top-skin’

thruout the years. Buy Hopper’s Clay
Pack at any cosmetic counters.

Just spread Hopper’s White Clay Pack

over your face and neck. Lie down and

relax. Feel how refreshing its tightening,

stimulating effect is on tired tissues and

muscles. Wash off after 8 minutes. Now
look in your mirror

—

Notice how that tired, faded look

seems to disappear. Your skin appears

so alive looking. The mild rubefacient

or “blushing” action of Hopper’s Clay

Pack helps give your skin a thrilling

glow—a bewitching rosy charm and

fascination which should captivate

Homogenized Facial Helps

Give Face and Neck

Exciting ‘BEAUTY- LIFT’

Always use Hopper’s Homogen-
ized Facial Cream every night.

This super-lubricating cream
works wonders for face and neck.

Press an extra amount of cream
over any lines or wrinkles. Leave
on at least 8 minutes or overnight.

Also excellent base for make-up.

V

106



Helen Hayes—acting so sincere and so
encompassing that I found myself putting
her in a much higher bracket.
Judy has come of age as a star as well

as in her private life.

And she has brought with her the things
that have made her. The heart-break of
an unhappy love affair might have been
good for her, because every girl has to fall

in love sometime with an older man who
seems to represent life and glamour and
the older phases of life she’s read about.
The marriage that was founded on music
but got out of tune. The friendships, the
big family, the years of hard work and the
simple philosophy of doing your job well
and trying not to jostle the other fellow
and expecting the best from life. All these
things are in Judy’s eyes and voice and
the simplicity of everything she does.
“Did you intend to become a movie star?”

I asked her. “Did you have a direct am-
bition about it and set out to achieve it?”

J
UDY considered, curled up with her
feet under her. “No,” she said, “it just

happened. All I wanted to do, I guess, was
sing. I’m sure I never thought about act-
ing. My father and mother were both on
the stage. My father was a wonderful guy.
He died just after I got my first M-G-M
contract—and I was always glad he saw
me sort of get started. When I was little,

they just kept taking me around with them
and letting me sing. My mother didn’t al-
ways want to, and after we moved to Cali-
fornia she always insisted I had to go to
school. But—I had such a good time sing-
ing and it’s no fun singing unless you sing
to somebody, is it? So—I don’t believe I

ever thought of pictures, but little by lit-

tle I sort of drifted into them because
we were out here and it was a good place
to sing. Then I learned to dance—my
mother taught me. And that was part of
it. 1' think it all just came about sort of
naturally, you know. The way things do.”
Of course. The way flowers grow, the

way birds sing and fly, the way a garden
comes into being.
Fat little Judy, leading the band and

singing in “Pigskin Parade.” Little Judy
with Mickey Rooney—and in “The Wizard
Of Oz”—and finally a star in her own right
in “For Me And My Gal” and now a real

f

artist in “The Clock.”
All in twenty-two years.
We went about our Christmas prepara-

tions in our own separate ways but I kept
thinking that I would like very much to
know more about Vincente Minnelli. I

knew a good deal about the only two men
i who had been in Judy Garland’s life up to

this time. Both of them had served a pur-
pose, both of them had helped her grow
up. She spoke of them with a rather
touching friendliness, a little wry humor,
not blaming them that things hadn’t
worked out, not even blaming herself.
Now, it would be different.

A week or so later the phone rang and
Judy said, “I’m starting my next picture
much sooner than I thought, but I wanted
you to meet Vincente. We’re going to an-
nounce our engagement next week. Would
you like to come and have lunch with us?”

I said I would like it almost better than
anything and we set a date for two days
from then.

It isn’t every movie star that I wish
those who see her on the screen could
know personally. Some idols have feet
of silver or gold. They do not always have
feet of clay. That’s why I want to take
you with me to lunch with Judy Gar-
land and the man she is going to marry.

Judy and Vincente tell this famed
writer their marriage plans—at luncheon
and thereafter. Join them next month
in May Photoplay.
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(Continued from page 59) wrong side. The 1

school happens to be located on the other
side of town and the wealthy kids act as

j

though they own it. They have organized
sororities and fraternities which exclude

j

most of us. The kids in them hold all the
school offices. Furthermore, a boy from
the good side of town wouldn’t dream of

|

dating a girl who wasn’t in a sorority.

I have thought about going to school in 1

a nearby town but that would cost tuition
j

that my family can’t pay because my
father is in service. I can’t quit school be-
cause my mother would never consent;
furthermore, 1 am in my last year so I

think it would be foolish to quit now as
I realize the importance of education.

I don’t know what to do in order to get
over my feeling of inferiority. Can you
think of a way to combat these snobs and
get some happiness out of my school life?

'

Corinne N.

Dear Miss A;
You have no reason at all to feel in-

ferior. I like your thoughtfulness in not
wanting to work a hardship on your
family, also your sensible admission that
you think it would be foolish to quit
when you are in your last year. Jn gen-
eral, / like your entire letter and feel
that you are a superior person.

In five years you will look back at the
days when you yearned to belong to a
high-school sorority and smile. They will

1

appear supremely trivial. However, I

agree that—at the present—this thing
looms large to you.

Personality has always been the domi-
nant factor in popularity. To have an
appealing personality, you will first have
to overcome all visible signs of feeling
inferior. Some of these are sullenness,
suspicion of the motives of any person
tvho happens to be nice to one, and un-
willingness to go out of one’s way to com-
pliment another girl, to boost her, to

make an effort to be friends with her.
Bear this in mind: Ninety-eight per

cent of the successful career girls, not
only in Hollywood, but throughout the
world, came from middle or lower-class
families. By “middle or loiver-class” /

refer entirely to financial conditions, cer-

tainly not to mental, ethical and spiritual

equipment. Go to a library and read the
biographies of great men; you will be im-
pressed with the fact that most of them—at your age—would have been snubbed
by the silly people in your school.

Life is too short for you to allow it to

be modified by the meanness of those
for whom you really should care noth-
ing.

Claudette Colbert.

Dear Miss Colbert:
About two years ago, when I was nine-

teen, I met a soldier eighteen years old

and married him. We knew his parents
would disapprove, but we were both so

much in love—and still are.

The week following our marriage, he
left for a camp near his home. He told

his parents of our marriage, and they
promptly had it annulled.
We continued to write and agreed to

marry as soon as he was twenty-one and
this awful war was over. When our mar- (

riage was annulled, we didn’t know that 1

was going to have a baby, and when I was
sure, I was so mad about the whole thing

that I wouldn’t tell anyone. Neither would
my parents. They said I was better off I ti

vpthout such a weakling as my husband I id

and that they would see me through.
He was transferred to a coast camp

preparatory to being shipped overseas, bul

just before his boat was ready, a girl thal

he had known after he and I had split up

In all the world,

'r£ - /ctcej 40 EXTRA FACET DIAMOND RINGS

BLAZING WITH MORE BRILLIANCE
"The extra brilliance creoted by the extra forty facets of MULTi- FACET diamond rings is almost unbelievable",

says Miss Bennett. In all the world only MULTI-FACET* diamond rings can boast this patented girdle, a radiant halo...

where forty extra facets create hitherto undreamed of brilliance, and protect your ring from chipping! Send for the

MULTI-FACET booklet, and find out more about these marvelous MULTI-FACET diamonds.

MULTI -FACET Diamond Rings with Matching Wedding Bands, $90 to $7,500 tax included, at leading jewelers.

DIAMOND CRAFT OF AMERICA
551 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

Please send me "The Story of a Diamond"

I enclose 10c to cover postage.

MY NAME

PA
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arrived at his home and threatened to ruin
his family’s name if he didn’t marry her.

So his family made him marry her.

Now he writes me that he doesn’t love

this girl and never did. Even his parents
have written to me, saying that they are
sorry that they interfered with our mar-
riage. My husband (I still think of him
that way) wants to come back to me when
the war is over. However, this other girl

is going to have his baby in a few months,
and legally he is married to her.
Should I return to this boy and, if so,

how about his second wife? She doesn’t

want to divorce him.
Denton L.

Dear Mrs. L:

First , before you make any plans,

including this boy, let the war be over,

and let him have returned to this country.
Your case is a signal example of the

error a man’s parents make when they
attempt to interfere with his marriage.
However, what’s done is done. ISow it

would seem to me that the decision for
the future is in his hands, not yours.
Having begotten a second child and mar-
ried that child’s mother, he owes a defi-
nite obligation to her. if she senses this

fact so strongly that she will not free
him, he will have to abide by her decision.

The only thing for you to do, I’m
afraid, is to write one letter to this boy,
telling him that at present you feel that,

were he free, you would marry him.
Why don’t you point out that he is mar-
ried and that you would rather have
nothing further to do with him until his
status is clarified. Then it is up to him.

I know this seems brutal, but someone
is going to be hurt. Perhaps, since you
write such a charming, sensible letter,

you have the intellect and the moral
courage that giving him up would re-
quire if that becomes necessary.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

Two years ago I married a boy who was
quite a bit older than I, but he was so
handsome and so thoughtful that I didn’t
care to listen when my mother said that
I should wait until I knew him better be-
fore marrying.
Time went on and I had a sweet baby

girl. Before she came, my husband was
away a lot, but he told me that he was
working to make more money for us now
that we were to have a family. He also
stayed away after the baby was born. Then
a girl friend of mine told me that she was
positive she had seen my husband out with
a strange girl. I laughed and said she was
seeing things.

One afternoon I left my baby with my
mother and went to a bridge club. I saw
a girl I hadn’t seen since I was sixteen. I

asked her to come home to have dinner
“with my husband, my baby and me.”
When she took off her things in the bed-

room, she turned and stared at a picture
of my husband. Then she flew into a rage
and stormed out. At the door, she said
that I had stolen him from her, and that
she meant to steal him back.
My husband listened to my story with

a funny smile, then admitted that he and
this girl had been married before he met
me. They had quarreled and had divorced,
but he had been seeing her lately.

I’m simply heartbroken and I think I’m
going crazy. He says that he wants to go
on seeing her because she has some very
wonderful traits, but he doesn’t want me
to leave him because he says he loves me
and the baby in a different way.
What do you think I should do to

straighten out this situation?

Mrs. Arvada B.

LUXURY UNLIMITED

makes me
feel like a new woman
It’s for you... this flower- scented bath of dancing

foam. How it floats away fatigue . . . leaves you

so refreshed! And afterwards your tub is always

shining and immaculate. Enjoy "luxury unlimited"

tonight . . . ask at any toiletries counter for

Foaming Bath Sachet, Always welcome as a gift.

FOAMING BATH
ac/iet

Send 25c plus 5c tax

for a trial package

of 5 assorted baths

ROBERT H. CLARK COMPANY, Dept. B-4, Beverly Hills, Calif.,



2 Shades
'\-l \ Natural and

Even Tan in

1©0 and 20^

sizes

with the fragrance men love

How to

Keep

FRESH

How to

Feel

SMOOTH

Bathe! Then dry yourself gently. Next

shake Cashmere Bouquet Talc over

?

rourself. All over. Quickly it dries

ingering moisture. And gives you a

ravishing freshness.

For ultra comfort, sprinkle some extra

Cashmere Bouquet Talc over those little

trouble-spots before you dress. It pro-

tects chafable places with a silken-

smooth sheath.

How to

Stay j

DAINTY

Pamper your body often with Cashmere
Bouquet Talc. It’s an inexpensive lux-

ury. Hours after you use it, it perfumes

your person with its dainty fragrance

. . . the fragrance men love.

DON’T CUT CUTICLES
Manicare is a smart cosmetic which

beautifies nails while it softens cuticle.

MANICARE is a cuticle remover, cu-

ticle oil and stain remover, all in one.

tyUtwuea/ie
350 a jar

Drug and Dept. Stores

If You Can Read English
You can learn to play your favorite instrument

Yes, if you follow our clear home study instructions
for only a half hour each day, you should soon be play-
ing simple melodies. Easy as A-B-C! No tedious
scales. You learn to play real tunes by note right from
the start! Study any instrument you like for less than
7c a day! If interested, send for Free Booklet and
Print and Picture sample. See how easy it is to learn
music at home without a teacher. -s
Mention your favorite instrument. C SUCCESSFUL/
U. S. School of Music, 3064 Brunswick £ 47- YR )
Bldg., N. Y. lO, N. Y.

U*. "s7 School "olMMusic^”"3064^runsw"ick"Bldg., N.Y. 10, N.Y.
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture Sample.
I would like to pJay (Name Instrument).

Name....

Address

(Please Print)

LEARN NURSING AT HOME 1

High school not necessary. No age limit

Send for FREE “Nursing Facts and sample

lesson pages. Earn while learning. ^owl

Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing

160 N. Wacker Drive. Chicago 6, Illinois

New Home Shampoo Washes
Hair Shades Lighter SAFELY
Made specially for blondes, this new sham-
poo helps keep light hair from darkening—
brightens faded hair. Called Blondex, it

quickly makes a rich cleansing lather. In-

stantly removes the dingy, dust -laden film

that makes blonde hair dark, old -looking.

Takes only 1 1 minutes to do at home. Gives

hair attractive luster and highlights — keeps

that just-shampooed look for a whole week.

Safe for children’s hair. Blondex is sold at

10c, drug and department stores.

Dear Mrs. B:
First of all I should like to say that

you have my sincere sympathy ,
because i

yours is a very sad case, indeed.
I think that everything humanly pos

-

sible should be done to avoid divorce but
there are some circumstances that simply

\

cannot be faced with dignity, and sharing i

one's husband is one of them.
In addition to believing in maintaining

any marriage as long as it is a good mar-
riage, I also believe in dealing as frank-
ly as possible with the members of one’s

family. I would tell this man that—de-

spite his statement that his first wife has i

some wonderful traits, you think he had
best admire those traits in memory only.

Ask him what he would think of your re-

maining married to him, but having oc-

casional dates with the boy to whom
you were engaged before you got married.

Explain that love can flourish only
when nurtured by unquestioning trust.

But, if all your quiet, sincere argu-
ments fail, and you learn after a month
or longer that he is still continuing his

relationship with his first wife, you may
want to ask him to free you.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am the mother of two girls and two

boys. Each is intelligent, well-mannered
and rather good-looking. All four are very
dear and precious to me, of course, but
there are times when I think that I cannot
endure my older daughter another day.

If I’m tired or overwrought, I find myself
picking on her. I know I correct her twice
as much as I do the other daughter. I’ve

planned to talk to my husband about this,

but he’s so busy with his business wor-
ries that I’m ashamed to bring this thing
into our few private and precious moments
together. Incidentally, there is no obscure
mother-daughter jealousy between us, be-
cause my husband (if he were to show
favoritism) would be inclined to be partial

to our younger girl.

My older daughter is the most intelli-

gent, the neatest, and has the best sense
of humor of the brood. But her very care-
fulness about her clothing, her voice and
intonations, vex me, even though I approve
of her attitude. She senses the complete
chasm between us and occasionally I’ve

found her regarding me with a baffled, be-
seeching expression. Instead of melting
toward her, this seems only to repel me.
I’m so ashamed that I scarcely know how

to close this letter, except to say that I

shall appreciate your help.

Mrs. Angus H.

Dear Mrs. H:
It is my belief that you should take

comfort in the realization that you have
become aware of your problem. Some-
times a situation of this sort exists, but
is violently denied by the mother. As long
as a person recognizes it, surely there
is some hope of correcting it.

The first thing for you to do, I believe,

would be for you to ask your family doc-
tor to recommend a psychiatrist. Such
a doctor is equipped by training and ex-
perience to give you the help you need.
Don’t feel hesitation about consulting
a psychiatrist, and don’t feel embar-
rassment in dealing with him. Give him
your fullest confidence entirely without
reserve and he will be able to help you.

I shall be happy to hear from you
later as to the outcome.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
My husband is handsome, successful, a

very young lieutenant colonel, serving in

England at present. He has always been
very popular. When, because we were go-
ing to have our first baby, I had to go
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home (instead of following him as I had
done), he made nice friends wherever he
went. Because of his physical and mental
qualifications, he is in a position to grow.
His horizons are constantly widened.
Take my case, however. I am living in a

town in which there is one movie, one
small public library, half a dozen well-
meaning women’s clubs. I have the care
af the little girl three and the baby boy
four months old all the time. I don’t have
time to read—I get my news from the
radio. My horizons are narrowing like a
funnel.

And so I lie in bed at night and worry
about the future. My husband and I are
’rowing apart. When he returns, I don’t
;ee how I am going to be able to measure
ip to his standards. I feel I’m growing
aider, losing touch with the very things
hat bind a husband to his family: Com-
non interests, mutual pride, charm and
appeal.

Mrs. Dwight de T.

Dear Mrs. de T:
Cheer up, my dear. I think that, while

rou were lying in bed some night, you
ireamed up a gigantic boogie man. Be-
cause my husband is in the TSavy I have
net dozens of ISavy men during the last

few years and l can assure you that
here isn't a one who doesn't spend every
wailable minute off duty either talking
ibout what he is going to do “back
tome" the moment he is out of uniform,
>r thinking about the same thing.
Many of the boys from small towns

ire counting the days until they can re-

am to those small towns, one movie and
me Main Street. However, returning to
amiliar scenes is of secondary import-
nce; first of all, they long for their
hives, their parents and their children.
Don't forget that, whereas your hus-

band is enlarging his horizon, so are
you. You have the privilege of ivatching
your children develop, and I'll bet a lot

that your husband would gladly relin-

quish his bird's-eye view of some bomb-
ing objective in favor of the sight of his

young son taking his first faltering step.

Although you have said that you can't

find time to read, you add that you are
lying in bed at night, worrying. In-

stead of wasting time in worry, why don't
you use those precious moments to cover
ten or twenty pages in a good book?

Here is the real problem you have:
Unless you are careful, you are going to

fret yourself into a kind of nervous
frenzy. You are going to build, by your
very fear of it, a barrier between your-
self and your husband. Don’t let that

happen. Every time you feel old, braid
your hair, pull on a sloppy-joe siveater

and tune in some boogie-ivoogie on the
radio. You can’t lose touch with the out-
side world as long as you have a radio.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

I have made such a mess of my life

and that of others that I am on the verge of

suicide. I have been terribly, overwhelm-
ingly in love with a married man for four
years. However, he has a wife and child to

whom he feels loyalty.

He has just returned to our town for the
duration. The instant I met him on the
street, I could feel the old fire and from his

glad greeting and the way he took my
hands I knew that he was thrilled, too.

Now we are finding ways of meeting one
another, if only for a few minutes’ hurried
conversation.
About two years ago I married a man

who has given me everything, but I simply
have no love for him. I am going to have
his baby in five months and the thought of

it makes me sick since my old flame has
come back into my life.

Should I tell my husband that I don’t
love him and break away, whether I can
ever belong to the other man or not, or
wait in the hope that fate or luck or some-
thing will change things for me?

Call me a fool, Miss Colbert, but just tell

me what you’d do in my case.

Mrs. Doris W.

Dear Mrs. W

:

Please don’t think of suicide. I am
forced to agree with you when you suggest
that you have brought suffering to a num-
ber of persons, but destroying yourself
would only increase that hurt. Besides,
how are you going to become a gay and
interesting grandmother with a trunk
filled with exciting memories if you reject

the first step of becoming a mother!
Seriously though, aren't you allowing

your romantic emotions to unbalance
you? You are married to a man who has
given you everything. You are about to

become a mother. Have you ever stopped
to realize how many girls pray every
night to find themselves comfortably
married and anticipating a child?

Let us grant that you feel a strong at-

traction to this man. He has obviously
let you know that he feels the same way,
but he has no intention of changing his

life for you. Apparently he has told
you that he feels this “loyalty” to his

wife and his child. Yet, while keeping
his oivn permanent life happy, he is per-

fectly willing to destroy your entire fu-
ture welfare—even your life—for the
sake of his own male ego.

If a man really loves a woman, he will

overcome enormous obstacles to marry
her. If he merely loves himself, he will

treat her to endless torture.

If I were you I would devote myself tc

Philip
Morris

No curative power is claimed

for Philip Morris . . . but
are scientifically

proved far less

irritating to the

smoker’s nose

and throat.OUNCE OFAN

PREVENTION
Worth Poundis a

Cureof

CALL FOP
FAR F/A/FR FLAVOR-PM/S FAR MORE FROFECT/O/V
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Easy Way to Ease Itch olUuw
Due to External Causes

Here are 3 simple steps to take. 1. Don’t
scratch. 2. Apply Sayman Salve directly on

affected areas. 3. Bandage lightly. That’s

all! See if this grand medicated ointment
doesn’t bring you the comforting relief

thousands of others say it has brought

them. Wonderful also for rough, red, chap-
ped or cracked skin, minor burns, other

skin irritations. Big 4-oz. Economy Size only

60c; regular 1%-oz. size 26c. All druggista

SAYMAN SALVE

my husband and to planning tvith him
for your coming child. And I would re-

fuse to see this man again.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
You will please forgive me taking a

few minutes of your precious time, but by
reading so much of your good advice, I

come to you to help me as well.
I have a very lonely life in my home

trying to read or play some music but I do
feel unhappy and wish to have correspon-
dents to bring encouragement. I am
single and come from a very good i

family.

Thank you for letters from friends.

Miss Olga Scander,
3 Midan El Adel,

Zamalek, Cairo, Egypt.

Dear Miss Scander:
Although I am happy to print your

letter, I must also admit that no girl

nowadays has any real reason to be
lonely, because the world is such a busy
place. In every city, everywhere, there is

need for Red Cross workers, for nurses,
for teachers, for anyone—skilled or un-
skilled—who is able-bodied.

If you will offer yourself, with a gen-
uine eagerness for service, Cm sure you
will find plenty to do and make close
permanent friends in the doing.

Incidentally, may I thank you for writ-

ing from such a distance?
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I have always wanted to study people,

and 1 know there is a tremendous field in

psychology. I’d like to use this knowledge
to discover new talent for the theater. I

have no desire to be an actress, but merely
want to aid others to a career by being an
agent or ten-percenter. I would like, not
only to find promising beginners, but to

help make them over in appearance, make-
up, posture, etc. I’d like to feel a bit re-
sponsible for their future on the screen.
Where is the best place to study and

receive experience such as this? I’d like to

study in New York or Hollywood, as one’s
eventual field would naturally be in one
of these two cities. If there are schools for
this sort of thing, would you mind supply-
ing addresses for me? If not, would you
suggest some method for me to follow in

starting such a career?
Leroy G.

(Don’t let the name fool you; I am a
girl.)

Dear Miss G

:

Preparing yourself to become an
agent will take you a good many years,
perhaps as many as five to ten. One who
aspires to mold careers must be excep-
tionally well-trained, well-equipped with
personality, a knowledge of the entire
theatrical or motion-picture industry and
capable of inspiring trust of both client

and purchaser of talent.

I must warn you in advance that the
field is difficult for a girl. This has been
a man’s field for a number of reasons,
so a woman—to break in—must be ex-
ceptionally determined, diplomatic, and
confidence-producin g.

Your first step will be to secure work
in an agency, as this is one business that
you must learn, not academically but
practically. You may have to start at the
switchboard—an excellent springboard,
incidentally, as by handling calls you will

begin to grasp the elements of the agency
business. I believe that a genuine inter-

est in people, charm of personality, en-
terprise and thorough knowledge of
your field will assure you of success. The
best of luck to you.

Claudette Colbert

GRACIOUS LIVING

EASTER GIVING

ir.S. PAT. NO. 2233686

LESONIER InC., New York-Boston

because of

SCALP

ODOR!

Her own fault— if she’d check her
hat, pillow or hairbrush, she
wouldn’t be sitting home nights.

She’d realize that the scalp per-

spires, too—and that the hair,

particularly oily hair, quickly col-

lects unpleasant odors.

She’d use Packer’s Pine Tar
Shampoo regularly and never risk

scalp odor again. This gentle
shampoo, which contains pure me-
dicinal pine tar, cleanses the hair

and scalp thoroughly and leaves

the hair fresh and fragrant. The
delicate pine scent does its work
— then disappears.

Don’t risk having scalp odor

—

and not know it. Let Packer’s care

for your hair and scalp. You can
get Packer’s Pine Tar Shampoo
at any drug, depart-
ment or ten-cent
store.

Lush and lovely Le Sonier

Refillable Powder Mitts

brins afterbath elesance to

every woman’s life.

AT GOOD STORES EVERYWHERE
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I'm Like This

(Continued, from page 34) one hair-trick

I’d like to pass on to any girl doing her
own hair: Part your hair on one side of

your pompadour when it’s wet and once
it’s dry, part your hair on the opposite

side. This braces up the pompadour and
gives it a lift, I’ve found.
I’m a bit on the hermit type when it

comes to people: I find one or two people
who like the same things I do, and I stick

to them exclusively. It isn’t that I don’t like

everybody else too—I do; it takes me
twenty minutes every day to walk across
the studio lunchroom to my table because
I get so excited talking to people and I

talk to everyone I know on the way. But
in my free time, I see very few people . . .

Jane Willkie, who’s my best friend, and
Van Johnson and Dick Powell. That’s

about all. And two evenings a week I

spend all by myself—sitting in slacks,

a sweater and my most comfortable bed-
room slippers, listening to my wonderful
collection of symphonic records. I sit look-
ing into the first fireplace I’ve ever had
and I make up stories to suit my idea of

what the music means. Sibelius is my
favorite. I’d give up any party in the
world for Mr. Sibelius—and I often have!

I’m not pretty: And no one will ever
convince me I am. Just when I begin to

think, “Well, maybe . . because I’ve

been chosen “The Prettiest Girl in Holly-
wood,” I get jolted back to my original

theory about myself by things like this:

Recently I was wandering around a store

when two strange women walked up to

me, stared me right in the face, and then
one of them said in a surprised voice,

“Why, you’re June Allyson!” As they
walked off the other one said loudly,

“Guess she just photographs well!” This
kind of event assures me I’m right about
my looks—but whatever my looks are,

they helped me get on the screen, so

they’re all right by me!
I’m definitely on the short side: As you

may have heard, I’m five feet one and I

weigh 99 pounds. For the rest, my eyes are
blue and my hair blonde.
I’m planning for the future: I plan for a

nice, quiet house with a nice, quiet garden
and a colossal collection of records . . .

Moment for gay meditation—June Ally-

son with her favorite date, Dick Powell
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k»chen with COLOR!

• It's always time to brighten up your kitchen!

• Wake up dreary shelves with colorful Rovledge

shelving.

• Just fold down the lively border and see the

room snap to life.

• Take your pick of exciting colors at your 5 and

10, neighborhood or department store

• Only 6 <f for 9 feet with sturdy, double-thick edge !

Money Back
If Blackheads
Don’t Disappear

Get a jar of Golden Peacock Bleach Creme this evening

—use as directed before going to bed—look for big im-
provement in the morning. In a few days surface blem-
ishes, muddiness, freckles, even pimples of outward
origin should be gone. A clearer, fairer, smoother looking

skin. Sold on money back guarantee at all drug toiletry

counters. 30 million jars already used. Ask for Imperial

size, or write for a generous Free Sample to Golden
Peacock Co., Inc., Paris, Tennessee.

BEAUTIFY CONTOURS,
EASILY, QUICKLY!

New, lovely proportions for your
legs: hips, thighs, calves, ankles,

etc.—in this healthful, new, as-

|

tonishingly easy way. Only 3 few

minutes per day in ynur own heme.

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS!

Used successfully by hundreds
of smart women everywhere.

WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE TODAY!
Surprise everyone: get started now, without obligation,
by mailing coupon immediately to

ADRIENNE
915 SHREVE BLDG., Salon E. SAN FRANCISCO.8, CAL
NAME .

ADDRESS
CITY STATE

DISCOVER the Hidden

Magic in LONGER
Really discover how bewitching you can look-in longer hair.

See for yourself what a difference longer hair makes . . . how
it glorifies your features . . . adds feminine charm and allure.

Find how to retard the dry, brittle, breaking off hair which
can keep you from having longer hair. All this and hundreds
of fascinating beauty facts toenhance your beauty is yoursm |- p | —for the asking, to have and to own. JustpUp p V send your name and address and say 4i

l want
I 11 L L to know more about LONGER HAIR” to

JUEL CO.. 1930 Irving Park Rd„ Dept. E-CIS. Chicago 13, III.

SOLE
'YOUR OWN

u>itk

The Stick-ontfoled- thatStayOk
Thin or worn-through shoes easily and quickly

soled with TREDS. Anyone can do it. Long-

wearing, waterproof, non-skid soles for shoes,

rubbers and boots. Cement TREDS on brand-

new shoes and original soles will never wear out.

TREDS will not mar floors.

Protect The Sole And You Protect The Shoe.

Only 25c at your favorite Hardware,

5c and 10c or General Store. Due to

war restrictions, your dealer may be

temporarily out of TREDS, but

keep asking for them. Thank you.

AUBURN RUBBER C 0 R P.

and I plan on being a producer, eventu-
ally. 1 want to produce pictures that are
so real you’ll think the camera was trained
on people actually living their lives.

I’m mad about the outdoors: Especially
when viewed from a sailboat. Some day
I want to travel all over the world in a
sailboat, with me part of the crew. I’m a
good sailor, and I proved it sailing off Long
Island; out here I haven’t had much time
to show off my nautical knowledge!
I’m a good cooker of eggs: Any style, all

styles. But my housekeeper won’t let me
cook anything else. She thinks (and she’s
right!) that she does other dishes better!
I’m appallingly neat: When guests walk

in my door, I strip them of coats and hang
them up so fast they think a tornado hit

them! I like everything to be done right;
even my stationery has my name printed
in brown at the top, so I have to write
my letters in brown ink! I’m even neat
about telephone conversations—I hate to

have them slop around with “Hello, how
are you, what are you doing, have you
heard the latest about the Jones family?”
and so forth. I like them to be right to
the point, and bang! hang up!

I’m an inveterate reader: Of the comic
strips “Brenda Starr” and “Dick Tracy”
and every book ever printed, with Somer-
set Maugham at the top of my list.

I’m a collector of china• pigs: I have 200
of them in my apartment, from the kitchen
to the living room. Once a fan sent me a
live pig, and it broke my heart that I

couldn’t add it to my collection.

I’m the nearest thing to perpetual mo-
tion I know: Except when I’m listening to

records (when I act as if petrified in stone)

.

I sit all over my apartment; mostly on the
floor. I eat all over my apartment, but
mostly in bed. I order a steady stream of

cups of coffee all day long on the set—and
never drink any of them. In short, I’m
too excited and happy to be serene at all

—and if that’s the price of happiness, I’m
willing to be jittery the rest of my life!

The End

“XeU Be Qayl”
I RENE, executive designer for M-G-M
I and designer of June Allyson’s outfit on
the cover, says: “Clothes don’t have to be
elaborate to be gay. No wartime regula-

I tions need be broken, and currently
available fabrics do as well as their more
desirable predecessors. The trick is in the
use of interesting or bright colors and in

clever detail.”

This is well exemplified by June’s pert
little suit made of brick-red wool. Beauti-
fully tailored, it boasts no trimming, but
features the famous Irene slit for fresh
flowers. This is the kind of “touch” the
distinguished Hollywood couturiere is re-
nowned for. The colors of the stripes in

June’s gloom-chasing umbrella comple-
ment her gray-blue gilet and gloves, and
accent her pale yellow carnations.

“I don’t see why a girl has to look drab
just because a few clouds are out in the
morning,” remarks Irene. “A good suit will

stand a little rain. A gay umbrella will

take care of her hair and her hat. And I

can’t think of any one thing that will

brighten a cloudy day more than a few
fresh flowers.”

It is Irene’s belief that tan and beige
raincoats will eventually be replaced by
more colorful ones, and that as soon as

conditions permit, brilliant umbrellas will

be available. All kinds of more or less

waterproof accessories will pop up on the

market, and pretty soon rain-soaked
streets will present a festive appearance.



My Husband is Home

(Continued from page 33) very best; so his

first sight of me after all our months apart
wouldn’t let him down.
Which goes to prove the best-laid plans

do go astray. . .

Five o’clock one morning the bell awak-
ened me from a sound sleep. I flew to

the door—and found Wayne standing
there! The lack of a telephone had made
it impossible for him to let me know that

he had landed.
We were so happy to see each other that

I forgot how unglamorous I was with
cold cream all over my face. And he
didn’t seem to notice. Soon enough we
were hurrying to the nursery. Wayne
couldn’t wait, naturally, to meet his six-

months-old daughter.
The minute that little tike, Pam, opened

her eyes she began to flirt with her father.

And he was so susceptible that I knew I

had a serious rival in the family.

T
HINKING about Wayne’s homecoming
I had forgotten that besides his outstand-

ing war record, he was a movie star. These
facts did not contribute to our privacy.

Even his first day home we found ourselves
in a merry whirl. Navy public relations

wanted Wayne for press conferences and
radio programs. His agent had matters
which required his attention. Jack Warner
gave a big luncheon for him. There were
endless cocktail and dinner parties. We
had so little time together I began to feel

sorry for myself—until a package arrived

in the mail. It was a present for Pam
from the wife of a boy in Wayne’s squad-
ron. From the wife of a boy who had
been killed. I took a deep breath and real-

ized how lucky I was to have a husband

—

even on a merry-go-round.
Fortunately, a little lull in activities came

when Bubbles Schinasi, Wayne’s former
wife, arrived from the East with his ador-
able five-year-old son. There were some
raised eyebrows when Bubbles and I went
about together. However, we have long

been friends and when Pam was born Bub-
bles sent me flowers with a card saying,

“From my son to your daughter.” Above
all, Bubbles and I want our children
brought up in harmony and peace. It is,

after all, to wipe out jealousy and bring
about peace and unity among all people
that we are fighting. And all of this can-
not come to pass unless we strive towards
it in our personal lives.

One night, following a game of gin rum-
my, I played the record I had been
fortunate enough to get of Wayne’s broad-
cast from Honolulu. When it ended he
grinned and said, mockingly, “Isn’t that guy
wonderful?”
But then, memories stirred perhaps, he

began talking about the impressions he
had gaine.d during the fifty-seven combats
in which he and his crew had shot down
seven enemy aircraft, sunk two small cargo
ships, damaged three, a heavy cruiser and
a mine-layer. In which, with olfier pilots,

he had sunk an enemy escort vessel and
an anti-aircraft barge gunboat.
“You can’t imagine what a naval battle

is like, honey/without seeing one,” he said.

“The second battle of the Philippine Seas
reminded me of a gigantic Fourth of July
display.”

“How?” I asked.
“Well, things like pinwheels were burst-

ing. There were streamers in the air and
phosphorus and blazing. There were all

sorts of colors. I saw one carrier sink,

with two cruisers and a destroyer.”

As Wayne talked he walked nervously
about the room, pounding his fist against

the palm of his hand. He was different

from the nice boy with lots of charm who
made “Kid Galahad,” “Flight Angels,”

MARGUERITE CHAPMAN, IN THE COLUMBIA PICTURE "COUNTER-ATTACK"

STARRING PAUL MUNI

YOU: Wish my hands were so smooth and soft.

marguerite chapman: Have you tried Jergens Lotion?

you: Is Jergens your hand care, Miss Chapman?

marguerite chapman: Yes, indeed, I use Jergens Lotion.

The Hand Care of the Stars is Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1. And why?

Such sure protection against rough hands with Jergens Lotion.

Like professional hand care! Furnishes beauty-guarding

moisture most hand skin needs. Encourages

even neglected hands to sweet-to-touch

smoothness with 2 ingredients many
‘doctors use. So simple— no stickiness.

10^ to $1.00, plus tax.

FOR THE SOFTEST,

ADORABLE HANDS USE

JERGENS LOTION
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“Gambling On The High Seas” and “The
Smiling Ghost.” He still has charm but
it’s more mellow now because of his deeper
understanding. After the war, when he
returns to the screen, I know he will give
greater performances.
Wayne went on: “The Jap pilot is pretty

stupid, I think.”
“You mean the way they believe their

own propaganda?” I asked.
“That too. But what I had in mind was

the way they just don’t stick together.
When we jump them they generally split

up—never trying to help one another as
our pilots do. And, you know, a single
plane is duck soup for pilots who combine
their fire power and maneuver as a team.”

It might be duck soup to Wayne. To
me it was terrifying. And the knowledge
that it had happened time and time again
—at Marcus, Wake, Saipan, Pagan, Roto,
the Bonins, Guam, Tinian, Palau, Min-
danao, Visayas, Luzon, and Formosa made
it more terrifying.

I had won our gin rummy game that
night and, after our talk, insisting I de-
served a prize, Wayne went to our bedroom
and came back with his D.F.C. and gave it

to me. Looking at it shining in my hand
I found the courage to ask something I

always had wondered about.
“Were you ever afraid?” I asked him.
“I sure was, honey,” he grinned. “Every

time they showed a picture aboard the
Essex, I was scared to death it would be
one of mine. That’s something I never
could have lived down. . .

.”

Wayne’s next assignment is as an in-

structor in Florida. How long this job will

last we do not know. But so long as it

lasts I know I will go around, as I do
now, saying to myself, almost incredulous-
ly, over and over, “My husband is home!”
And praying still—for the day when every
wife in the land can say the same.

The End

Srigl l Stspring
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NO DULL
DRAB HAIR

When You Use This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse
In one, simple, <fuick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 important things

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:

1. Gives I ustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.

3. Tints the hair as it rinses.

4 . Helps keep hair neatly in place.

LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. Itis a pure, odorless hair rinse,

in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.

LEARN

MILLINERY
AT HOME

Design and make exclusive
hats under personal direc-
tion of one of America's

noted designers. Complete materials, blocks, etc.,
furnished. Every step illustrated. You make exclu-
sive salable hats right from the start. We teach you
how to start a profitable business in spare time. Low
cost and easy terms. Expert milliners are in demand.
Free National Placement Dept. Send for free catalog.

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
225 N. Wabash Ave., Dept. 194, Chicago I, III.

^/Nadinola's 4way action he/pyou
C
£XTERNAUy CAUSEDPIMPLES
loose# BLACKHEADS

DULL,DARK SKIN
Don’t give in to unlovely skin! Try famous
Nadinola Cream, used and praised by thou-

\ sands of lovely women. Nadinola is a 4-way
1 treatment cream that acts to lighten and

brighten dark, dull skin—clear up externally
1 caused pimples—fade freckles—loosen and

remove blackheads. Its special medicated
ingredients help to clear and freshen your
skin—make it creamy-white, satin-smooth.
Buy Nadinola Cream today and use only as
directed. A single treatment -size jar is posi-
tively guaranteed to improve your complexion
or your money back! Costs only 55f!, trial
size 10ff. Also

—

•!E3?rwTiTiWTn^TmHryt7TmT»rnTH»
0 NADINOLA, Dept. 20, Paris, Tennessee —

Send me free and postpaid your new deluxe edi-
9

• tion Beauty Booklet, richly printed in full color, •
• with actual photographs and sworn proof of the •
• wonderful results from just one jar of Nadinola. 0
• Name •
• Address ®

.
City State ••••••••••••••••••••••••••

The Big Show-Off (Republic)
’TAINT funny, McGee, and the harder it

I tries the worse it gets. The story must
certainly have been dropped on its con-
tinuity at birth and the actors—well the
pity is they really don’t seem to realize

how silly it all is or else they’d have slunk
off the screen along about the fourth reel.

Arthur Lake is the meeky-mouse pianist

who pretends to be a wrestling sensation,
and Dale Evans, singing away like mad, is

the supposed victim of this unfunny decep-
tion. Lionel Stander, George Meeker, Paul
Hurst and Marjorie Manners go round for

a couple of whirls.

Your Reviewer Says: They didn’t accentuate
the positive.

The Big Bonanza (Republic)
D ICHARD ARLEN, a disgraced Union

officer (here’s that Givil War again,

Mama), goes west to settle with his old
boyhood pal, Robert Livingston, dance-
hall-saloon proprietor and horner-in on
other people’s mines. But Arlen doesn’t take
to such shenanigans and goes over to help
the miners fight for their rights.

Bobby Driscoll is swell as Arlen’s kid
brother. Jane Frazee who sings and Lynne
Roberts who teaches Sunday school, “Gab-
by” Hayes, Russell Simpson and J. M.
Kerrigan, round out a story that needs
more than rounding out, believe us.

Your Reviewer Says: The big what?

^ Here Come The Co-eds
(Universal)

ABBOTT and Costello finally have a film

worth sitting through and even if it

isn’t the funniest thing alive, it’s still

amusing in spots—which is the way we
prefer our spots.

The boys find themselves caretakers at

a girls’ school under the strict supervision
of Lon Chaney, made up as Lon Chaney
for a change. And then to complicate their

lives even more, Lon’s sister, Martha
O’Driscoll, a night-club show girl, wins a
scholarship to the school; Donald Cook, the
headmaster, falls in love with her; Charles
Dingle, chairman of the college board of

trustees, threatens to close down the joint

—pardon—school; Lou gets mixed up with
a raw oyster and it all ends up in a mad
basketball game that’s a riot.

Phil Spitalny’s all-girl orchestra is a
great big beautiful feature of the film
that will please their millions of radio
listeners. And peppy, happy Peggy Ryan
is still another worthwhile feature.
Nothing, believe us, gives us more

pleasure than to announce this pair of
comics is back in their stride and the
laughs are on the house.

Your Reviewer Says: Try to keep a straight
face.

Having Wonderful Crime
(RKO)

^"^UR idea of having a wonderful crime
would be to knock that silly, so-gay,

charming, aren’t-we-the-ones attitude out
of the whole business, despite the fact
we love George Murphy madly and feel
Pat O’Brien good enough to know better.
George and Carole Landis as newlyweds

are so devoted to dear Pat they take him
along on their honeymoon. First the little

pixie trio visits a theater and what happens
but a magician disappears and the three
get all mixed up in it and later even get
involved in murder.
People come and go and nobody ever

does find out what is going on. Certainly
we didn’t but maybe you’re smarter.

Your Reviewer Says: Knee-deep in hooey.

Earn Sparetime Money and Get

Vour Own DRESSES
AS A SALES
BONUS

Here is a delightful, easy, spare time occupation for mar-
ried women (and a few ambitious single women) who will
welcome the opportunity to turn their idle hours into cash

—

and at the same time get their own personal dresses and
other wearing apparel FREE as a bonus, without paying
one single penny! Imagine showing your friends and
neighbors a vast, complete selection of newest, gorgeous
frocks for spring and summer—more than 100 styles, all
sizes, and scores of fabrics in the season's latest colors and
patterns! You know they’ll be fascinated, especially when
you mention the AMAZINGLY LOW PRICES and the
PROMPT DELIVERY.

Use Your Own Home as Headquarters

Many thousands of women, young and old, living in every
part of the United States, in big cities and in small towns,
are adding many welcome dollars to their incomes—and
earning their personal wardrobes—by the remarkable Har-
ford Frocks Plan. When your friends and neighbors see
the beauty of the styles, learn the LOW MONEY-SAVING
PRICES, see the COMPLETENESS of the selection and
the many dozens of styles they can pick from—they'll be
mighty happy to give you their orders. Not only do you
make a handsome cash commission on every order you take,
but you also earn generous credit towards your own per-
sonal dresses and other wearing apparel, and that’s how
you can be “the best dressed woman in town” without lay-
ing out one single cent.

You Offer a COMPLETE Line of Wearing Apparel

Yes, more than 100 different dresses, all the very latest
styles— but in addition, the Harford Frocks line contains
hosiery, lingerie, sportswear, suits, coats, children’s cloth-
ing. etc. Imagine giving your customers the opportunity
to select all their wearing apparel needs at money-saving
prices, in the comfort and privacy of their own homes with-
out tedious shopping, without using gasoline, without ex-
pending precious time! No wonder Harford Frocks sales-
people everywhere are reporting phenomenal success!

Gorgeous Style
Presentation FREE

Just mail the coupon below and
attach a letter about yourself, for
the glorious presentation of Har-
ford Frocks styles ABSOLUTELY
FREE. No money to pay now or
any time. Get the fashion figures
illustrated in full colors and the
scores of actual samples of the
fabrics—all FREE. Mail the cou-
pon NOW.

HARFORD FROCKS, INC.
Dept. J -7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

»«R;iit«r.Mlpp!aammmm
| HARFORD FROCKS, INC.

| Dept. J-7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

5 Send n’e th<? ncw Harford Frocks Spring and Summer
B Style Presentation ABSOLUTELY FREE. I want to

start to earn money in spare time and get my per-

|
sonal wardrobe too.
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j
Address..

|

City State.
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Next, apply rich lubricating cream.

Start from upper chest; work with
both hands. Circle gently upward
along throat. Make an upward
half-circle around back of neck.

r\

When applying and removing
cleansing cream, always use up-
ward and outward motion. To
remove, wrap absorbent Sitroux

Tissue around hand, like a mitt.

(Tissues go further*, cleanse bet-

ter, this way.) Then, pat with
cotton soaked in skin freshener.

-<—lass*

government re
nce-

derstandmg and
_

P

reciation and thanks!

For firming exercise, bend head
forward, relaxed; roll to right,

back; left, back to front. Repeat,
circling left to right. Leave cream
on half-an-hour (overnight, for

dry skin). Remove with Sitroux
Tissue, using upward strokes. Ab-
sorbent Sitroux removes cream
thoroughly; fine for hankies, too.

Brief Reviews
(Continued from page 22)

Paul Henreid’s good acting, Sydney Greenstreet’s
and Peter Lorre’s superb performances ana Victor
Francen’s smoothness. It’s all about Nazi spies, the
underground, traitors and all the things you’ve seen
before. (Jan.)

DANGEROUS PASSAGE — Paramount: Robert
Lowery gets in more trouble when he tries to evade
enemies seeking his inherited fortune by boarding
a slow steamer. Instead he runs into a phony insur-
ance plot, a secret agent, a night club entertainer and
all kinds of troublesome things. Phyllis Brooks and
Lowery are both good, but you’d think they’d have a
nervous breakdown at least. (Mar.)

l/y'DARK WATERS—Bogeaus-United Artists: A
top-notch psychological mystery, people with inter-
esting characters. Merle Oberon survives the tor-

pedoing of a ship and goes to live with her aunt and
uncle in the bayous of Louisiana, where weird things
begin to happen. Franchot Tone is a young doctor,
Thomas Mitchell a visitor in the house of her rela-
tives, Fay Bainter and John Qualen, and Elisha
Cook Jr. the overseer. (Feb.)

'SDESTINY—Universal: A strange and very enter-
taining film about an ex-convict, Alan Curtis, who
finds himself innocently involved in another crime
which sends him into hiding. He takes refuge on
the farm of Frank Craven and his blind daughter
Gloria Jean, who befriend him unquestioningly.
Splendid support is offered by Grace McDonald,
Frank Fenton and Minna Gombell. (Mar.)

^DOUBLE EXPOSURE—Paramount: Photogra-
pher Nancy Kelly joins the staff of a weekly maga-
zine, of which Chester Morris is the editor, and out-
maneuvers him professionally and romantically until

she finds herself embroiled in a murder mystery and
needs his help. Phillip Terry is Nancy’s beau from
the same small town, who follows her to New York
to see no harm befalls her. (Mar.)

ENTER ARSENE LUPIN — Universal: New-
comer Charles Korvin is the news of this picture.
What a lad! As the jewel thief who takes great
pleasure in out-crooking other crooks, and finds him-
self all entangled with a precious gem, a beautiful
girl, Ella Raines, and a comic detective, J. Carrol
Naish, he turns in a charming, polished perform-
ance. (Feb.)

EXPERIMENT PERILOUS—RKO: This is an
absorbing psychological drama dealing with a beau-
tiful woman, Hedy Lamarr, who lives in a nightmare
of terror that centers around her husband, Paul Lu-
kas, and her small son. George Brent is the doctor
and amateur detective who falls in love with Hedy
and finally solves the reason for her terror. With
Albert Dekker and Margaret Wycherly. (Mar.)

FACES IN THE FOG—Republic: Jane Withers is

in love with Eric Sinclair, but their parents don’t like

each other; so when Jane’s father, Paul Kelly, sees
her in a bungalow court with Sinclair he ups and
shoots the lad, not knowing they’re married. So then
we have the trial and the bitterness, but who wants
to sit through this kind of thing? (Jan.)

FALCON IN HOLLYWOOD, THE—RKO: The
Falcon (Tom Conway as usual) finds his murder
mystery this time in Hollywood, where he’s gone on
vacation. Taxi driver Veda Ann Borg edges him
into the case of the murdered leading man, and one
corpse leads to another and one mystery to another
until Conway finally solves the case. Barbara Hale,
Frank Jenks and John Abbott are in it too. (Feb.)

1
/GENTLE ANNIE—M-G-M: Annie, as played by
Marjorie Main, is a likable character and provides
some really good moments of entertainment. Half
the romance comes in when Donna Reed seeks shelter

with Marjorie and her two sons, Henry Morgan and
Paul Langton; and the other half arrives with James
Craig, who’s really a government detective. Barton
MacLane is the sheriff. (Mar.)

\/GIRL RUSH, THE—RKO: Laid out in the Old
West during the gold rush, the thin story has to do
with a stranded show-girl troupe and the efforts of

Wally Brown and Alan Carney to get them back to

civilization. Frances Langford sings several numbers
beautifully, Vera Vague’s clowning keeps you laugh-

ing and Wally and Alan try very hard. (Jan.)

I/GUEST IN THE HOUSE—Stromberg-UA: An
exciting story of a devoted couple, artist Ralph Bel-

lamy and his wife, Ruth Warrick, who invite an ill,

neurotic girl to be their house guest. Whereupon
the neurotic, Anne Baxter, causes no end of unhap-
piness and destruction. Marie McDonald is Bellamy’s
model who fills Anne’s heart with fearful jealousy and
Scott McKay is the doctor in love with Anne. (Mar.)

\/<SHERE COME THE WAVES—Paramount: A
happy-as-a-lark story about the girls of the Navy,
with Bing Crosby as a crooner who’s the idol of the

bobby-soxers, Betty Hutton as twins (imagine two
Huttons in one film) and Sonny Tufts, who even
sings with Bing. Bettys cute, the show’s cute and
you’ll just naturally want to see it. (Mar.)

\/>yHOLLYWOOD CANTEEN—Warners: A great

big star-studded musical, with the story telling the

adventures of two soldiers. Bob Hutton and Dane
Clark, who visit the Hollywood Canteen. Bob meets
and falls in love with star Joan Leslie, and Dane

1

Like walking I

on air

in your
smartest

shoes

RELIEF and SUPPORT

where you need it most

AT THE

BALL OF

THE FOOT
Now you can wear any type of shoes you
like ever so comfortably . . . like walking
on air! Just wear Dr. Scholl’s LuPAD
looped over the forepart of your foot. This
exquisitely dainty, neat Metatarsal cushion
weighs but a fraction of an ounce, takes up
practically no room—yet it gives amazing-
ly quick relief from painful callouses,

cramps, burning or tenderness at the ball

of your foot due to arch weakness.

Flesh color. Washable. Worn invisibly.

Sizes for women and men.
Only $1.00 a pair. At Drug,
Shoe, Department Stores.

FREE folder on Dr. Scholl’s
LuPAD and valuable booklet
on Care of the Feet. Write
Dr. Scholl’s, Inc., Dept. LG,
213 West Schiller Street,

Chicago, 111.

D- Scholls LuPAD

lUMnqUIoit COLORING PHOTOS

atFascinating hobby and vocation
quickly learned at home by average man or
woman who is artistically inclined. Work full

or spare time. Modern method brings out natural,
life-like colors. Many have earned while learning.
FREE BOOKLET tells how to get started doing this

delightful home work for photog-
raphers, stores, individuals, and
friends. Send today for your
copy. No obligation.

NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL
2315 S. Michigan Ave., Dept, 1384 Chicago 5, III,

EASY TO
LEARN

LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to suffer without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet

—“THE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE.” It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Deg Sores. Liepe Methods
used while you walk. More than 40 years
of success. Praised and en-
dorsed by multitudes.

LIEPE METHODS, 3284 N. Green Bay Ave.,

Dept. D-31, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

NAILS
ATA MOMENT’S NOTICE
Have you torn, thin, short,
or discolored Nails? DON’T
worry! Just apply nu-nails
and in a jiffy you have long,
tapering fingernails. Can be
worn any length and polished
any shade. Will not harm nor
soften natural nails.Waterproof.
Removed at will. So natural they

oven have half-moonsl Set often,20c.

At all 5c and 10c stores.

kill MARI C ARTIFICIALnU-DHILO FINGERNAILS
5251 W. Harrison St„ Dept. 16-0, Chicato

FREE
BOOKLET



ALL VEGETABLE
HAIR REMOVER
No chemicals. No dangerous sulphides. No odor. Ap-
plied from jar—no heating. No stubby regrowth. Takes
hair OUT, not off. Use on arms, legs, face, elsewhere.
Quick and easy. Write for liberal TRIAL OFFER of
ADIEU Hair Remover today.

S. J. WEGMAN COMPANY
9 East 45th Street. Dept. S-IOO. New York 17, N. Y.

BE FIRST TO WEAR A

To* MS'1
Beautiful California Ceramic with

genuine fur tail. Choice of Red, Blue,
Green, Brown or White. SEND NO
MONEY. Just write color choice and
pay postman $1.50 plus C.O.D., small
mailing charges and 20% federal tax
on delivery to you. ORDER YOURS NOW.

4fso

HOLLYWOOD JEWELRY CO., Box 98, Son Diego 4, Col.

PAIN
Pulls YouDown

F)0 you sometimes have Headaches,
Muscular Pains, Simple Neuralgia

or Functional Monthly Pains? Take

DR. MILES "StE'"
•for quick relief. Read directions
and use only as directed. Regular
package 25c. Large Economy
package $1.00. Miles Labora-
tories, Inc. Elkhart, Indiana.

falls for Janis Paige. The conglomeration of stars

includes Bette Davis, Joan Crawford, Jane Wyman,
Dennis Morgan, Jack Carson and many others. (Mar.)

HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN—Universal : Boris
Karloff is the mad scientist, Lon Chaney the Wolf
Man, and John Carradine the deformed Monster, and
they engage in all kinds of repulsive goings-on.
Anne Gwynne is the girl in love with the Wolf Man;
and Elena Verdugo, Sig Ruman and Lionel Atwell
have the misfortune to know all these unattractive
people. (Mar.)

I ACCUSE MY PARENTS—PRC: John Miljan
and Vivienne Osborne are rich, doting and heavy-
drinking parents who neglect their son Robert Lowell.
So Lowell meets Mary Beth Hughes, ends up by
driving a hold-up car and finally gets mixed up with
murder and stands trial for it. But why waste your
time? (Jan.)

\Z\ZPLL BE SEEING YOU—Selznick Interna-
tional-LTA: Ginger Rogers possesses a new sincerity
as the girl “on furlough” from prison who visits her
relatives for Christmas and meets Joseph Cotten, a
war-shocked soldier on furlough from a hospital.

Shirley Temple plays Ginger’s cousin and Tom Tully
and Spring Byington are her parents. It’s a differ-

ent, appealing picture. (Mar.)

]/\/IRISH EYES ARE SMILING—20th Centurv-
Fox: A tuneful and happy musical, with Dick Haymes
playing Ernest Ball, a ballad writer of the nineties,

and June Hayer the girl he’s in love with. Monty
Woolley is priceless as a Broadway promoter, and the
songs are nostalgically lovely and haunting. Anthony
Quinn, Veda Ann Borg, Beverly Whitney and Clar-
ence Kolb lend welcome support. (Jan.)

\/)/KEYS OF THE KINGDOM, THE—20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Powerfully moving and tenderly touching

. is A, J. Cronin’s story of the humble and seemingly
misfit priest who accepts a post in China and en-
dures through .plague and revolution with strength
and humility. Gregory Peck gives a splendid char-
acterization as the priest and Vincent Price, Thomas
Mitchell, Rosa Stradner and Edmund Gwenn turn
in fine performances. (Mar.)

V'V'V'LA URA—20th Century-Fox: Sophisticated,
adult entertainment so smoothly executed and so
cleverly performed that it’s a joy to behold. It’s a
murder mystery involving interesting and alarming
people, and you’ll marvel at the finished performance
of Clifton Webb, enjoy the magnetic appeal of Dana
Andrews and appreciate the quiet underplaying of
Gene Tierney. (Jan.)

LIGHTS OF OLD SANTA FE—Republic: Dale
Evans’s rodeo is fast going on the rocks, even though
it’s managed by Gabby Hayes. So Roy Rogers and
Richard Powers, both likely lads, are interested in
Dale and her rodeo, and the net result is lots of
singing, dancing, trick riding, and everything but
worry over the problem at hand. (Feb.)

MAIN STREET AFTER DARK—M-G-M: A short
punchy film that serves as a warning to service men
against the crooks who haunt cheap beer and dance
halls. Selena Royle is the head of a family of such
criminals until police lieutenant Edward Arnold
cracks down on the gang. With Dan Duryea, Hume
Cronyn, Audrey Trotter and Tom Trout. (Feb.)

MAN IN HALF MOON STREET, THE—Para-
mount: Nils Asther is ninety years old, but looks
thirty-five because he keeps transplanting into his
body the glands of young men whom he murders for
the purpose. Scientist Reinhold Schunzel aids in this
defiance of nature. But finally Nils’ loyal fiancee
Helen Walker discovers his little secret. With Paul
Cavanaugh and Edmond Breon. (Jan.)

S/MARK OF THE WHISTLER
, THE—Darmour-

Columbia: Richard Dix turns in a bang-up perform-
ance as a derelict who poses as another man in order
to collect a large sum of money from a bank. He
actually gets the money, but collides with crippled
peddler Paul Guilfoyle, and from then on he gets
deeper and deeper into trouble. Janis Carter, John
Calvert and Porter Hall are all very good. (Jan.)

/MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS—M-G-M: The
Smiths of St. Louis in the nineties are the nicest
people you’ll ever meet. The story of how they
don’t want to move to New York is replete with
charm, color and romance. The family consists of
Judy Garland in love with Tom Drake, Margaret
O’Brien, Lucille Bremer, and Joan Carroll as her
sisters, and Mary Astor and Leon Ames her parents.
The music is delightful. (Feb.)

\/MINISTRY OF FEAR—Paramount: This is filled

with confusion and intricacy of plot, but the actors
perform so well that it has its points. Ray Milland
gets released from a British asylum on charges of a
mercy killing, only to get embroiled with Nazi spies
hiding behind a charity organization. Marjorie Reyn-
olds is the Austrian girl, Carl Esmond her brother
and Dan Duryea a villain. (Jan.)

MURDER IN THE BLUE ROOM—Universal

:

Anne Gwynne, her mother Nella Walker and step-
father John Litel reopen a haunted mansion with a
party at which Bill Williams disappears for good.
Grace McDonald, Betty Kean and June Preisser sing
and dance right through it all. (Feb.)

Facts You Should Know

About This Higher Type

offers extra advantage

Greaseless Suppository Gives

Hours of Continuous Medication

Today many highly intelligent and
exacting women are enjoying a high-
er standard of antiseptic feminine
cleanliness they didn’t dream pos-
sible-easier, daintier, more conven-
ient — powerfully gerviicidal yet
harmless.

Thanks to Zonitors—these women
no longer use weak, homemade mix-
tures or overstrong harmful poisons!

No Burn— No Smart

Zonitors are greaseless, stainless,

snow white vaginal suppositories—
ready for "instant use^so easily in-
serted. They immediately begin to
release their powerful germicidal
properties and continue to do so for
hours yet are safe to most delicate

tissues.1Von-irritating,non-poisonous.

Zonitors actually destroy offending
odor and immediately kill every germ
they touch. Of course it’s not always
possible to contact all the germs in
the tract, but you can be sure of thisi

Zonitors kill all reachable living

germs and keep them from multiply-
ing. No greasy, sticky residue. Follow
label directions.

booklet sent in plain wrapper. Re-
veals frank intimate facts. Zonitors.
Dept. 9429-A, 370 Lexington Avenue,
New York 17, N. Y.

Nome

Address

City State
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Chest Cold Misery

Relieved by

Moist Heat of

ANTIPHLOGISTIC
SIMPLE

CHEST COLD
SORE THROAT
BRONCHIAL

The moist heat of an
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice relieves cough,
tightness of chest mus-

IRRITATION cje soreness <jue to chest
SIMPLE

cold, bronchial irritation
SPRAIN. BRUISE and simple sore throat.

IhARLEY
S

SoR
S
SE
Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice just hot enough

to be comfortable—then feel the moist
heat go right to work on that cough,
tightness of chest muscle soreness.
Does good, feels good for several hours.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice also relieves pain . . . reduces swelling,
limbers up stiff aching muscles due to a simple
sprain, bruise, charley horse, similar injury or
condition.

Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) in
tube or can at any drug store NOW.

l .•
LI1

‘ ‘mn p jtillogistine

iiulerella
o/'/jvllv/i,

59 TEMPLE PLACE. BOSTON 11. MASS.

WMURDER, MY SWEET"—RKO: Dick Pow-
ell’s a hard-fisted detective in this tough murder
mystery that starts when stir-crazy Mike Mazurki
persuades Powell to locate the girl Mike lost when
sent to prison. Claire Trevor is Miles Mander’s
nasty wife, Anne Shirley his daughter and Otto
Kruger a psychiatrist. (Jan.)

MY GAL LOVES MUSIC—Universal: Bob Crosby
is a crooner-band leader who puts on a local kid con-
test over a national hook-up to find a child prodigy.
So Grade McDonald poses as a child and wins the
contest, only to fall in love with Crosby. Betty Kean
warbles away, Freddie Mercer sings too, and Walter
Catlett and Alan Mowbray mug at each other all

over the place. (Feb.)

NATIONAL VELVET—M-G-M: A picture to
be enjoyed by every member of the family is this story
about a little girl, Elizabeth Taylor, who wins a horse
in a lottery and enters him in the Grand National.
Elizabeth is a wonderfully talented youngster, Mickey
Rooney as the homeless kid is terrific, and Donald
Crisp, Angela Lansbury, Anne Revere and Jackie
Jenkins are all so good. (Mar.)

NOTHING BUT TROUBLE—M-G-M: Laurel and
Hardy are still going strong after all these years,
and this time they get involved in political intrigue,
attempted assassinations and kidnaping charges.
They have good company in their boy-monarch fool-

ery in the persons of Henry O’Neill, Philip Merivale
and John Warburton. (Feb.)

yVPRACTICALLY YOURS—Paramount : A thor-
oughly delightful and enjoyable comedy reunites
Claudette Colbert and Fred MacMurray for another
hit. Fred as the returned hero who finds himself,
through a misunderstanding, engaged to a girl he
isn't even fond of, and Claudette as the unwanted
fiancee, give bang-up performances. Gil Lamb and
Mikhail Rasumny are both so very funny. (Mar.)

I/RAINBOW ISLAND—Paramount: A lush Tech-
nicolor dream with Dottie Lamour roaming around
in her well-filled sarong. Merchant. Marine Eddie
Bracken tells the fantastic tale of his adventure to

his pals, of Dottie and her romance with Barry Sul
livan, of Gil Lamb’s capering, of Lamour’s full-

blown loveliness, and of the comical situations in

which Bracken finds himself. (Jan.)

SHADOW OF SUSPICION—Monogram: Those
jewel thieves are back again, as busy as usual. This
time they slip priceless gems into a pair of bronzed
baby shoes and you get all the resulting nonsense
you’ve seen before. Anyway, Tim Ryan is cute and
Marjorie Weaver pretty, and Peter Cookson a brave
newcomer to tackle this one. (Jan.)

SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS—20th Century-
Fox: A typical Technicolor musical, with Vivian
Blaine, Carmen Miranda and Phil Silvers inheriting

a rundown southern plantation which is taken over

by Sgt. Michael O’Shea for army wives who cavort
all over the place. Miranda garnishes a few laughs

as a walking radio set and the tunes are pretty, but
on the whole it’s just an average movie. (Feb.)

l/SONG TO REMEMBER, ,4—Columbia: The
influence of a shrewd woman on the life and works
of a genius is here splendidly portrayed by Cornel
Wilde playing Fredric Chopin, and Merle Oberon as

George Sand, the woman who brings him into the

limelight of fame. Paul Muni plays Chopin's old

teacher, whom Merle tries to keep away from him.

The music is exquisite and exciting, making the pic-

ture the musical treat of the year. (Jan.)

/SUNDAY DINNER FOR A SOLDIER—20th

Century-Fox: Anne Baxter is head of a family con-

sisting of irresponsible Charles Winninger, two
small brothers and a little sister who live on a

Florida houseboat. When they decide to have a

soldier to dinner, he turns out to be John Hodiak
and the picture turns into a charming story. Anne
Revere is very good as the meddlesome widow. (Mar.)

\/SUSPECT ,
THE—Universal: You’ll like and sym-

pathize with murderer Charles Laughton, who kills

his first wife and then marries Ella Raines, only to

have the past catch up with him. Stanley C. Ridges

is the relentless inspector. Dean Harens is Laughton’s

son, and both Ella and Laughton give fine perform-

ances. (Mar.)

SWING HOSTESS—PRC: Martha Tilton makes
her debut as an actress-singer, and puts over her

songs in fine style. The story has to do with a juke-

box operator whose voice leads to another girl get-

ting a singing job through an error, and it takes a

lot of time before it gets all straightened out. (Feb.)

\/THEY SHALL HAVE FAITH—Monogram: The
timely theme of this story on infantile paralysis deals

with the work of Army doctors with the disease as

applied to soldiers on battlefronts. Gale Storm is

suddenly stricken with polio and John Mack Brown
is the Army major who helps her regain her health,

the cast is splendid, including Conrad Nagel, Sir

Aubrey Smith and Mary Boland. (Mar.)

THIN MAN GOES HOME, THE—M-G-M: This
long-awaited renewal of the series proves very dis-

appointing in all departments, including the perform-

ances of Myrna Loy, William Powell, and Asta.

Lucille Watson and Harry Davenport are Powell’s

parents, and the suspects are Gloria De Haven, Helen
Vinson, Leon Ames, Anne Revere. (Feb.)

JIM , I KNOW FROM
EXPERIENCE, GET PAZO!

L
*

SMART WIFE, PAZO RELIEVED
those simple piles

Don’t just suffer the agonizing .pain, torture, itching of
simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief to

millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

How PAZO Ointment Works
1. Soothes inflamed areas— relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu-

bricates hardened, dried parts— helps prevent cracking

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed-

ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application.

Special Pile Pipe lor Easy Application
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile

Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so
PAZO is also made in suppository form.)

Get Relief with PAZO Ointment!
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and
the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Get
PAZO ointment from your druggist today!

The Grove Laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo.

"CM
CHECKED IMA JIFFY
Sufferers from the torturing itch
caused by eczema, pimples, scales,
scabies, athlete’s foot, “factory” itch,
and other itch troubles are praising
cooling, liquid D. D. D. Prescription.
This time-proved medication—devel-
oped by Dr. D. D. Dennis—positively
relieves that cruel, burning itch.
Greaseless and stainless. Soothes and

comforts even the most intense itching in a jiffy. A
35c trial bottle proves its merits or your money back.
Ask your druggist today for P. P. P. Prescription-

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

3 for $1.25

Size 8 x 10 Inches
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER
Same price for full lengrth or
bust form, groups, landscapes,
pet animals, etc., or enlarge-
ments of any part of group
picture.
Original returned with your

enlargement.

SEND NO MONEY Jnstmanphoto
negative or snapshot (any size) and receive your
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful
double -weight portrait quality paper. Pay
postman 67c plus postage—or send 69c with order
and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amazing offernow. Send
your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
100 East Ohio Street Dept. 155S-D Chicago 111), III.

RELIEVE a*

“Tv misery!

A Free Sample will

provewhy Dr. Guild’sGREEN
MOUNTAIN ASTHMATIC
COMPOUND brings needed
relief from asthmatic misery.
Write J. H. Guild Company,
Dept.Dll, Rupert, Vt., for Free
Sample. Cigarettes, only 50^.

Powder, 25 1 and $1.00 at nearly
all drug stores. Use only as di-

rected on package.
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fastantRe/fef
Don’t suffer! It’s needless! Dr. Scholls Zino-pads
instantly stop tormenting shoe friction and lift

painful pressure on corns, sore toes. Prevent chafed
heels, instep ridges, blisters and tender spots.

So soothing, cushioning—these thin, soft, protec-
tive pads put you right back on your feet. Used
with the separate Medications included. Dr. Scholl’s
Zino-pads speedily remove corns. Are as easy to
apply as a postage stamp. Stay on in bath. Cost but
a trifle. At all Drug, Shoe, Department Stores and
Toiletry Counters. Get a box today!

D- SchollsZino-pads

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

I

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S- subjects
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

American School. Dpt.H -4S2,Dre»el at 58th, Chicago 37

S*fS
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Your STEERHIDE Huaraches will be
well worth the ration stamp you must
now send us, because they are carefully
handcrafted of real sole leather and
have the stamina of a shoe. Work,
walk and play in them, they can take
it, and every pair you buy saves
American shoe leather needed else-
where. Send your foot outline and shoe
size. We guarantee a fit. Please send
ration stamp.

Sizes for everyone-—men,
women, children. (Chil-
dren’s sizes $2.25

)

Please send pairs Huaraches

Foot outlines enclosed, sizes

Name
Address 1

\~7tvi. P-

OLD MEXICO SHOP
SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO

\/)/S/THlRTY SECONDS OVER TOKYO—
M-G-M: Told with sincerity, integrity, simplicity
and authority, this picture of Doolittle’s first bomb-
ing of Tokyo is a great one. Van Johnson as Ted
Lawson proves himself a fine actor, and Phyllis
Thaxter as his wife is a charming, gracious actress.
Spencer Tracy plays Doolittle with strength and pur-
pose, and Robert Walker is splendid. The suspense
created throughout the picture is terrific. (Feb.)

1
/THREE CABALLEROS, THE—Walt Disney-
RKO : Three Disney characters, American Donald
Duck, Brazilian Joe Carioca and Mexican Panchito,
visit the Latin American countries and meet up with
such real-life characters as Aurora Miranda, Carmen
Molina and Dora Luz. The color is heavenly and the
magic of Disney’s pencil out of this world, but the
story lacks continuity. (Mar.)

THREE IS A FAMILY — Lesser-United Artists:
Babies are all over the place in this wartime prob-
lem story, even right in the apartment of Charles
Ruggles and Fay Bainter. Marjorie Reynolds is

the mother of twins, Helen Broderick the maiden
aunt, and Arthur Lake, Jeff Donnell, Cheryl Walker
and William Terry keep the plot whizzing. (Feb.)

X/y'TOGETHER AGAIN—Columbia: Irene Dunne
is a smail-town mayor who goes to New York in
search of a sculptor to create a statue of her late

husband. So the sculptor turns out to be Charles
Boyer, who follows her back home, captures the fancy
of her step-daughter, Mona Freeman, and things
happen in all directions. Charles Cobum is cute as
her father-in-law. (Feb.)

\/\/TO HAVE. AND HAVE NOT—Warners: The
news of this picture is a newcomer named Lauren
Bacall, whose performance is so intriguing it has
Humphrey Bogart fighting like mad to stay in the
running. Despite the repetitious theme of Bogart in

Martinique, with Vichy France slugging it out with
its enemies, you’ll never lose interest. Hoagy Car-
michael as the piano player is very good. (Jan.)

I/^TOMORROW, THE WORLD—Lester Cowan-
UA: Skippy Homeier from Germany comes into the
American home of Fredric March, bringing with him
all the hatred and trickery of his Nazi upbringing,
and

.
sets out to break up the home and community.

In Skippy’s interpretation of a Nazi-bred youth we
see clearly the future of the Germans and the drastic
measures necessary to stop it. With Agnes Moore-
head, Betty Field and Joan Carroll. (Mar.)

\SlSTOWN WENT WILD, THE—PRC: A crack-
erjack story full of surprises and cozy laughter,
with Eddie Horton and Tom Tully as bickering neigh-
bors. When it appears that Horton’s son, Freddie
Bartholomew, and Tully’s son, James Lydon, may
have gotten switched at their births, the town really
goes wild. Especially as Freddie wants to marry
Tully’s daughter, who may now be his sister. (Feb.)

lVVERY THOUGHT OF YOU
,
THE—Warners

:

Dennis Morgan and Dane Clark are soldiers on fur-

lough who plunge headlong into romance, Dennis with
Eleanor Parker, although her family tries to oppose
the match, and Dane with Faye Emerson. Andrea
King plays Eleanor’s sister married to a sailor whom
she hasn’t seen for two years. It’s a delightful little

story. (Jan.)

\/)/WINGED VICTORY—20th Century-Fox: An
entertaining, almost documentary film stressing the
personal angle of our Air Force. The story begins
with three boys, Lon McCallister, D‘on Taylor and
Mark Daniels entering the Air Force, proceeding
through basic training, on their ultimate destina-
tions. All the boys in the picture are members of
the Air Corps, and there are too many splendid per-
formances and touching moments to list. It’s an
American triumph. (Feb.)

^WOMAN IN THE WINDOW, THE—Interna-
tional-RKO : Edward G. Robinson is a mild, home-
loving professor who inadvertently kills a man in the
home of Joan Bennett. Their efforts to get rid of
the corpse and evade the law is the theme of this

neatly constructed story in which suspense runs high.
Raymond Massey is the district attorney friend of
Robinson’s, and Dan Duryea a blackmailer. (Jan.)

!!!!!! ! ! !

APRIL FOOL!
Or did you outsmart us?

Here are the answers to

the quiz on pages 52 and 53:

1 & 7—Lana Turner

2 & 9—Lucille Ball

3 & 10—Paulette Goddard
4 & 8—Betty Grable

5 & 6—Ann Sothern

!!!!!! ! ! !

A WORD OF
WARNING TO

LAXATIVE USERS

Laxatives
are

Too Stroef'

It doesn’t pay to

dose yourself
with harsh, bad-
tastinglaxatives!

A medicine that’s too strong can often
leave you feeling worse than before!

Othersare

TooMi/ct'

A laxative that’s

too mild to give
proper relief is

just as unsatis-

factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

8uf-
BX-ldX ts

theXa^jt

Met/tua.!

Try the

"HAPPY MEDIUM"LAXATIVE
Ex-Lax gives you a thorough action. But

Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and
effectively at the same time! And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good — just like fine

chocolate! It’s as good for women and chil-

dren as it is for the men-folks. 10c and 25c.

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE
WHEN YOU HAVE A COLD —

Don’tdose yourself with harsh, upsetting purgatives. Take
Ex-Lax! It’s thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle*

As a precaution use only as directed

W* JA The Original

Big Bu Jpx XL Chocolated Laxative

BR

GRAY
HAIR

j... AND LOOK
IO YEARS YOUNGER
• Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale

streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest

blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush
does It—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou-
sands of women (men, too)—Brownatone is guaranteed
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent is

purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting

—

does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica-

tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair.

60c and $1.65 (5 times as much) at drug or toilet counters

on a money-back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today.



Hail Rinse

Gives a Tiny Tint
and* *

.

(Ifiwr
ilUlwinr

this

dull

fi;

1. Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.

2 .
Used after shampooing— your
hair is not dry, unruly.

3 .
Instantly gives the soft, lovely
effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint—in these 12 shades.
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde
2. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blonde
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4 . The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified
colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint... Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose
your shade at any cosmetic dealer.

Price 10 and 25^— or send for a— FREE SAMPLE —
Golden Glint Co., Seattle, 14,Wash., Box 3366-B -46

Please send color No.. . as listed above.
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GOLDEN GLINT

Casts of Current Pictures

BIG BONANZA, THE—Republic: Jed Kilton, Rich-
ard Arlen; Sam Ballou, Robert Livingston; Chiquita
McSweeney, Jane Frazee; Hap Selby, George “Gab-
by” Hayes; Judy Parker, Lynne Roberts; Spud Kil-
ton, Bobby Driscoll; Jasper Kincaid, J. M. Kerrigan;
Adam Parker, Russell Simpson; Dr. Ballou, Frank
Reicher; Abraham, Cordell Hickman; Jimmy, Hay-
ward Soo Hoo; Don Pendleton, Roy Barcroft; Rob-
erts, Fred Kohler Jr.; The Singer, Monte Hale.

BIG SHOW-OFF, THE—Republic: Sandy Elliott,
Arthur Lake; June Mayfield, Dale Evans; Joe Bag-
ley, Lionel Stander; Wally Porter, George Meeker;
The Devil, Paul Hurst; Mitzi, Marjorie Manners;
Boris The Bulgar, Sammy Stein; Muckenfull

,

Louis
Adlon; Announcer, Dan Toby; Hobo, Emmett
Lynne; Dr. Dinwiddie, Douglas Wood.

BRING ON THE GIRLS—Paramount: Teddy Col-
lins, Veronica Lake; Phil North, Sonny Tufts; J.
Newport Bates, Eddie Bracken; Sue Thomas, Mar-
jorie Reynolds; Uncle Ralph, Grant Mitchell; Benny
Lowe, Johnnie Coy; Swede, Peter Whitney; August,
Alan Mowbray; Dr. Effington, Porter Hall; Rutledge,
Thurston Hall; Beaster, Lloyd Corrigan; Joseph, Cig
Arno; Gloria, Joan Woodbury; Dr. Spender, An-
drew Tombes; Sailors, Frank Faylen, Huntz Hall,
William Moss; Aunt Martha, Norma Varden; Spike
Jones and his orch.

HANGOVER SQUARE—20th Century-Fox: George
Harvey Bone, Laird Cregar; Netta Longdcn, Linda
Darnell; Dr. Allen Middleton, George Sanders; Car-
stairs, Glenn Langan; Barbara Chapman, Faye Mar-
lowe; Sir Henry Chapman, Alan Napier; Superin-
tendent Clay, Frederic Worlock; Detective Inspector
King, J. W. Austin; Detective Sgt. Lewis, Leyland
Hodgson; Watchman, Clifford Brooke; Butler, John
Goldsworthy ; Mickey, Michael Dyne; Yvette, Anne
Codee; Ogilby, Francis Ford; Manager, Charles
Irwin; TV ewsman Frank Benson; Maid, Connie Leon;
Costermonger, Robert Hale; English policeman, Les-
lie Denison.

HAVING WONDERFUL CRIME—RKO: Malone,
Pat O’Brien; Helene Justus, Carole Landis; Jake
Justus, George Murphy; Gilda, Lenore Aubert;
Lance, Richard Martin; Phyllis, Gloria Holden;
Movel, George Zucco; Zacharias

,

Wee Willie Davis;
Edgar Winslow, Charles Brown; Elizabeth Lenhart,
Blanche Ring; Chili Williams, herself.

HER LUCKY NIGHT—Universal: Maxene, Patty
and LaVerne Andrews, Themselves; Connie Woods,
Martha O’ Driscoll; Larry Wentworth, Noah Beery
Jr.; Susy, Marie Harmon; J. L. Wentworth, George
Barbier; Papa, Maurice Cass.

HERE COME THE CO-EDS—Universal : Slats,
Bud Abbott; Oliver, Lou Costello; Patty, Peggy
Ryan; Molly, Martha O’Driscoll; Diane, June Vin-
cent; Johnson, Lon Chaney; Benson, Donald Cook;
Kirkland, Charles B ingle; The near-sighted man,
Richard Lane; Honest Dan, Joe Kirk; Bill Stern,
Himself. Phil Spitalny and his orchestra.

OBJECTIVE BURMA—Warners: Maj. Nelson,
Errol Flynn; Jacobs, William Prince; Sgt. Treacy,
James Brown; Gabby Gordon, George Tobias; Mark
Williams, Henry Hull; Col. Carter, Warner Ander-
son; Hogan, John Alvin; Lt. Barker

;

Stephen Rich-
ards; Nebraska, Dick Erdman; Miggleori, Tony
Caruso; Capt. Hennessey, Hugh Beaumont; Negules-
co, John Whitney; Bropliy, Joel Allen; Scapy Higgins,
Buddy Yarus; Capt. Li, Frank Tang; Fred Hollis,
William Hudson; Sgt. Chettu, Rodric Red Wing;
Ghurka, Asit Kooma; Co-Pilot, John Sheridan; Major
Fitzpatrick, Lester Matthews.

PAN-AMERICANA—RKO : Dan, Phillip Terry;
Joe Anne, Audrey Long; Charlie, Robert Benchley;
“Hoppy,” Eve Arden; Jerry, Marc Cramer; Uncle
Rudy, Ernest Truex; Lupita, Isabelita; Miss Brazil,
Ramsey Ames; Miss Cuba, “Chinata” Marin.

ROUGHLY SPEAKING—Warners: In the pro-
logue— 1902; Mr. Randall, Ray Collins; Mrs. Ran-
dall, Kathleen Lockhart; Elinor Randall, Cora Sue
Collins; Louise Randall, Ann Todd; Matt, Andy
Clyde; Minister, Arthur Shields; First Maid, Olga,
Helene Thmig; Second Maid, Anna, Greta Gran-
stedt. Beginning 1908: Louise Randall, Rosalind
Russell; Alice Abbott, Ann Doran; The Teacher,
Hobart Cavanaugh; The Dean, Eily Malyon; Mr.
Morton, Alan Hale; Rodney Crane, Donald Woods;
Jack Leslie, Craig Stevens; Lawton Mackall, John
Alvin; Rose, Mary Servoss; Doctor Lewis, Francis
Pierlot; Doctor Bowditch, Manart Kippen; The
Judge, George Carleton; The Professor, George Mea-
der; Harold Pierson Jack Carson; Tony, Frank Pug-
lia; Svend Olsen, John Qualen; The Proprietor,
Chester Clute; Customer in Music Shop, Irving Ba-
con; Relief Worker, Barbara Brown; George, Sig
Arno; Barbara (8 to 11) Ann Lawrence, (15 to 20)
Mona Freeman, (21 to 29) Andrea King; John (7

to 10), Mickey Kuhn, (14 to 19) Johnny Treul, (20
to 28) Robert Hutton; Rodney (6 to 9), John Cal-

kins, (13 to 18) Richard Wimer (19 to 27), John
Sheridan; Louise Jr. (5 to 8), Jo Ann Marlowe,
(12 to 17) Patsy Lee Persons, (18 to 26) Jean
Sullivan; Frankie, (3 to 4), Gregory Muradian, (9),
John Sheffield, (17) Robert Arthur.

SHE GETS HER MAN—Universal: Pilky, Joan
Davis; Breezy, William Gargan; Mulligan, Leon
Errol; Maybelle, Vivian Austin; Mayor, Russell
Hicks; Phoebe, Virginia Sale; Brodie, Cyrus Ken-
dall; Bleaker, Paul Stanton; Hatch, Emmet Vogan;
Wright, Donald McBride.

NUPERCAINE
HERE’S prompt relief from corn tor-
ture! Anesthetic Nupercaine in New
Blue-Jay deadens throbbing surface
pain where corn meets tender live
flesh, until gentle medication lets you
lift core right out. Greatest advance
in years in treatment of corns!

Blue-Jay’s soft Dura-felt pad gives
you instant relief from deep-hurting
shoe pressure; won’t skid, won’t rub
off. New Blue-Jay is streamlined,

flesh - color. And
only Blue-Jayhas
Nupercaine. At
drug and toilet
goods counters.

A product of

iMiitmn-ra
Division of The Kendall Company, Chicago 16

,

GET QUICK relief with Dent'e Tooth Gum or

j

Dent’e Tooth Drops! "Cavity Toothache” frequently

[
strikes at night. Be prepared. Buy either package
from your druggist today. Keep it handy for
children and adults. Follow easy directions.

DENTS
TOOTH CUM
TOOTH DROPS

V\



THIS MAN’S NAVY—M-G-M: Chief Aviation
Pilot Ned Trumpet, Wallace Beery; Chief Machin-
ist's Mate Jimmy Shannon, James Gleason; Jess
Weaver, Tom Drake; Catharine Cortland, Jan Clay-
ton; Maude Weaver, Selena Royle; Cadet Tim Shan-
non ,

Steve Brodie; Chief Rigger Tim Hodum, Noah
Beery Sr.; Cadet Rayshek, Arthur Walsh; Lt. Com.
Roger Graystone, Henry O’Neill; Capt. Grant, Frank
Fenton; Sir Anthony Tival, Reginald Owen; Sparks,
Paul Langton; David, Robert Sully; Miller, Bill

Phillips; Chief Boatswain’ s Mate Bert Bland,
George Chandler; Lakehurst Operational Officer,

Bruce Kellogg.

TONIGHT AND EVERY NIGHT—Columbia:
Rosalind Bruce, Rita Hayworth; Paul Lundy, Lee
Bowman; Judy Kane, Janet Blair; Tommy Lawson,
Marc Platt; Angela, Leslie Brooks; The Great
Waldo, Professor Lamberti; Toni, Dusty Anderson;
Leslie Wiggins, Stephen Crane; Life Photographer,
Jim Bannon; May Tolliver, Florence Bates; Sam,
Royce, Ernest Cossart; Rev. Gerald I^undy, Philip
Merivale; David Long, Patrick O’Moore; Group
Captain, Gavin Muir; Bubbles, Shelley Winter;
Pamela, Marilyn Johnson; Frenchie, Mildred Law;
Joan, Elizabeth Inglise; Mrs. Peabody, Aminta Dyne;
Mrs. Good, Joy Harrington; Annette, Ann Codee.
Specialty by Richard Haydn.

TREE GROWS IN BROOKLYN, A—20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Katie, Dorothy McGuire; Aunt Cissy,
Joan Blondell; Johnny Nolan, James Dunn; Mc-
Shanc, Lloyd Nolan; Francie Nolan, Peggy Ann Gar-
ner; \Tecley Nolan

f
Ted Donaldson; McGarrity,

James Gleason; Miss McDonough, Ruth Nelson;
Steve Edwards, John Alexander; Christmas Tree
Vendor, B. S. Pully; Grandma Rommely, Ferike
Boros; Carney, J. Farrell MacDonald; Mrs. Waters,
Adeline De Walt Reynolds; Mr. Spencer, George
Mel ford; Tynmore Sisters, Mae Marsh, Edna Jack-
son; Henny Gaddis, Vincent Graeff; Flossie Gaddis,
Susan Lester; Mr. Crackenbox, Johnnie Bernes.

UNSEEN, THE—Paramount: Elisabeth Howard,
Gail Russell; David Fielding, Joel McCrea; Barnaby
Fielding, Richard Lyon; Ellen Fielding, Nona Grif-
fith; Dr. Charles Evans, Herbert Marshall; Maxine,
Phyllis Brooks; Jasper Goodwin, Norman Lloyd;
Chester Goodwin, Mikhail Rasumny; Marian Ty-
gartli, Isobel Elsom.

WHAT A BLONDE—RKO: Fowler, Leon Errol;
Pomeroy, Richard Lane; Andrew, Michael St.

Angel; Cynthia, Elaine Riley; Pat, Veda Ann Borg;
Mrs. Fowler, Lydia Bilbrock; Mr. Dafoe, Clarence
Kolb; Mrs. Dafoe, Ann Shoemaker; Gugliemi, Chef
Milani; McPherson

,

Emory Parnell; Watson, Larry
Wheat; Annie, Dorothy Vaughan; Redmond, Jason
Robards.

£an a JfonQtjinoon

last 'Tozevez ?

TUNE IN

“MY TRUE STORY”

If you like True Story Maga-

zine . . . you mustn’t miss these

real-life radio dramas from True

Story’s files. A different story

every day, revealing the troubles,

triumphs, loves, adventures of

real people.

EVERY MORNING

MONDAY THRU FRIDAY

10:00 EWT—9:00 CWT—10:30 PWT—
11:30 MWT

BLUE NETWORK STATIONS

NEW-DESIGN SANITARY NAPKINS

New-Design San-Nap-Paks give a

wonderful feeling of comfort, safety.

Made with special "Pink Layers” to

give triple protection! Cotton faced

for comfort— sleek tapered ends. All at

no extra cost. So — say "Sanapak”!

I Mail us $1.25 and we I

j
will send you prepaid I

1 5 boxes famous Rose-
Ibud Salve (25c size) f

1 atid will include with I

salve this lovely solid I

sterling silver Birth- I

I stone Ring your size I

1 and month. You can I

Bell the 5 solve and get back your $1.25 I

and have ring without cost. Rosebud is an old reliable salve.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, BOX 79v W00DSB0R0. MARYLAND.

HERES GENTLE REL,EF

from periodic suffering

You, too, should ease periodic pain and
discomfort the way four generations of
women all over the world have found so>

successful. 1 to 4 tablespoons of Dr. Sia-
gert’s Angostura Bitters in a little water,
hot or cold, brings blessed easing of pain.
It’s pleasant to take—not habit-forming.
At all druggists.

Dragged Out Tomorrow
Yes, wakeful nights are unpleasant but the effects next day
are still more unpleasant.

If Nervous Tension sometimes keeps you awake at nighty
or makes you irritable and fidgety in the daytime. tryDr. Miles Nervine.
This time-tested sedative has been making good for sixty years.

a bottle of the liquid or a tube of the tablets at your drug store.

Read directions and use only as directed. Miles. Laboratories, Inc.»

Elkhart, Indiana.

EERVINDR. MILES N

Don’t pay big prices

[

for luminous articles;

Make your own! Sell

at big profit or keep
for your „ pleasure.
With our complete
outfit and confiden-
tial instructions, it’s

easy! A stroke of the
brush—any article
glows in the dark like

magic! Lasts indefi-

nitely. Absolutely
harmless. Hundreds
of uses. Use on ties,

flowers, jewelry, house

j

numbers, furniture,
pictures, statues, toys,

etc. OrderNOW I Sup-
ply limited. Money-
back guarantee.

W*
Complete Lite*
Glo Kit, $1.00.
Send name, ad-
dress, pay post-
man $1 .00 plus
postal charges;
Send cash, wo
pay postage.

LITE-GLO, Dept. 38LD, Topeka, Kan.

"The Work

I Love"
AND $25 to $35 A WEEK!

“I’m a TRAINED PRACTICAL
NURSE, and thankful to
CH 1C AGO SCHOOL OF
NURSING for training me,
at home, in my spare
time, for this well-paid,
dignified work.’’
YOU can become a nurse, too! Thousands of men H
and women, 18 to 60, have studied this thorough, §
home-study course. Lessons are easy to understand

gj

and high school education not necessary. Many .

earn as they learn—Mrs. R. W. of Mich, earned
$25 a week while still studying. Endorsed by pby- I

sicians. Easy payments. Trial plan. Uniform and H
equipment included. 46th year. Write now! |]

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING *

Dept. 184, 100 East Ohio Street. Chicago 1 1, III. g
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.

Name ——Age

City— State
I

- J
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To Give Cheeks a very soft tint that lasts,

Maurice of RKO suggests you apply your dry
rouge with the same damp sponge you use in

applying cake make-up. A wonderful trick!

If You Tint or Dye your hair, be sure to change
your make-up to go with it, says Jack Pierce
of Universal. For instance, if you lighten your
hair, lighten your make-up, too. And never
have dark brows with light hair unless nature
made you that way. Nature usually designs
eyebrows only a little darker than your hair.

Linda Darnell-“starring with Bing Crosby in “The Great
John L.”—has a lipstick trick worth copying. “After the
first application,” she says, “I rub off the lipstick on the
inner area of my lips with tissue and then re-apply. This
keeps lipstick lovelier and longer-lasting.”

As You Grow Older, the lines of

your face all tend to go downward,
says Jack Dawn of M-G-M. Work for

a youthful effect with a good lip

brush by turning ends of your mouth
slightly upward and penciling eye-
brows upward too. Go in for short

M hairdos, ends turned up! And no
M long bobs! A softer, more subtle

make-up is most flattering.

For Silkier Lashes, don’t leave mas-
cara on overnight, says Billy. Riddle
of Selznick. Stroke cream or vase-
line into your lashes to keep them
silky. Your eyebrows, says Ben Nye
of 20th Century-Fox, keynote your
expression. Pluck stragglers below
the natural line. When using eye-
brow pencil, avoid a heavy line. It

gives a hard expression.

Beauty on a bright-idea basis

—

here is advice for added allure

from studio make-up experts

greater prominence if you use a

lighter foundation on chin than on
the rest of your face. Perc Westmore
of Warner Brothers also suggests if

you haven’t time to start make-up
from scratch, do a rejuvenating job

by patting cotton, moistened with
skin freshener lightly over the face

to remove oiliness. Then re-powder.

J



Models’ Special Lipstick! Not merely a new lipstick

but a true lip make-up created for fashion models

and color-styled by them. Now for your lips the

brilliant beauty you’ve envied in the fashion

pages. In the model’s own radiant colors . .

.

Definitely Red, With Orange, Deep Rose,

Ripe Red, Midnight Blue, Sable Dark

The professional stick, $1.00, pius tax.

Bree Cosmetics, New York;

Los Angeles; 165 West

Wacker Drive, Chicago 1.

•/MMsiraigSiJL,

'

"3^ Bettina Bolegard,

I ,,V, / ;v|‘ famous for her modeli

A of hats and hair-do’s, say:

i.f "I’ve loved Models’ Special

m Make-Upfrom the beginning an

now I’ve added Models’ Special

Lipstick to my make-up musts.”

LIPSTICK



your Opalescent Creme Wave—so soft and

lustrous ... so natural-looking... so long lasting. Wonderfully easy to care for and beautiful from the very first day you get

it—thanks to the gentle Opalescent lotion and the skillful hands of your beautician. Ask her to show you the Opalescent Creme Wave.

It’s a personalised permanent in an individual, sealed box—created for YOU by Nestle— originators of permanent waving.

AT LEADING BEAUTY SALONS •

CREME WAVE
ALSO AVAILABLE FOR UNDINE



That's Hollywood For You

(Continued, from page 39) for actors and
actresses. When Mickey Rooney started

at Metro, he had his dressing room in the

actresses’ building, but soon the studio

learned better and they moved him over

with the men.
Bette Davis has what is known as “The

Bungalow” at Warners. This is a perfectly

equipped little house, parlor, bedroom and
bath. Miss Davis has furnished it with
her own furniture, and the two features

of it are a canopied bed and stuffed dove
wearing the beard that decorated Brian
Aherne in “Juarez.” Bette Davis’s bunga-
low is a great hideout, and once while the

studio was looking for her, she was re-

siding there. . . The dressing rooms of

the actors and actresses are really great,

and James Cagney, sitting in his dressing-

room suite, once said to me: “This is won-
derful. I only wish that when I was a

struggling actor on Broadway I could have
had a hotel room as clean and as com-
fortable as this.”

* * *

I favor Marlene Dietrich’s principle that

a woman should look her best in bed, and
Marlene, when she isn’t on tour enter-

taining the soldiers, always makes up to

go to bed . . . Ingrid Bergman is an actress

who looks like what an actress should
look like, to me, and she always appears
so lady-like even though she does chew
gum ... I always look up to Irene Dunne
on the screen for she appears tall to me,
and she always portrays a lady. Therefore,
you can imagine my surprise when I stood
next to Irene Dunne with her shoes off on
the set of “Over Twenty-one” and dis-

covered that I was as tall as she was. It’s

so nice to have Irene Dunne with her
shoes off ... I like this sign which Darryl
Zanuck had in his office: “Really great

people never think they are great. Really
small people never think they are small.”

. . . The president of a brassiere company
visiting Hollywood recently went on a

tour of the studios. He said that he only
wanted to see the actors, as he knew all

about the actresses, and that’s Hollywood
for you!

The End

Sidney Skolsky with his idea of a very
wonderful gal—charming Irene Dunne

GloriaYimderbiIt DeCicco
"I adore the softer look and 'finish’ my skin gets from

a 1-Minute Mask with Pond’s Vanishing Cream,” says beautiful

Gloria Vanderbilt De Cicco, who is the glamorous

young heiress to one of America’s great names

and fortunes. "No doubt about it—the Mask makes a

noticeable difference in my complexion—and quickly!'
,

'>

"
Quick, way to look my very best

!''’— Gloria Vanderbilt De Cicco

How to Lave a softer, clearer-looking skin—
in one minute!

Spread lavish white fingerfuls of Pond’s Vanishing Cream all over your

face—except eyes. Leave this refreshing Mask on for one full minute.

"Keratolytic” action of the cream goes to work! Loosens and dissolves

tiny powder-catching skin particles and grubby specks of imbedded dirt.

Thrilling! Results show as soon as you

tissue off the Mask. Your face seems

to light up—looks radiantly fresher

and clearer. Feels smoother, too

—

ready for a flawless make-up job!

Quick Make-up Trick . . . Smooth on a

satin-light film of Pond’s Vanishing

Cream—and leave it on— for smoothing,

protective make-up base. It’s

non-greasy—and expert at holding powder!
Get a BIG jar ofglamour-making Masks t

P

HI

M
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The Life of "The Look"
aoo- *

°c5°
Zt^rO C -M- ° r
9 ' Sutton of

ol BUBBLE BATH ,

QYou fee! cleaner and are clearierr

q Creates billions of bubbles, leavesV
tub clean; softens hard water. ^

~

c°?0
Choose from these delicate fra-

grances: Apple Blossom, Gardenia,

Honeysuckle, Pine, Spice.

Only 59* one pound (with scoop)

(Continued from page 57) Born in New
York City, Betty, her mother and grand-
mother lived in a series of apartments.
One gathers that the going was not very
good, or the environment glamorous.
Betty's mother worked—and still works

—

as a private secretary. Of her father she
says, with a shut expression, “We don’t
talk about him.” She didn’t like school,
didn't like +o study “and never did,” but
managed to graduate from The Highland
Manor School for Girls, at Tarrytown-on-
Hudson, the June before she was twelve
and from the Julia Richmond High School
in New York when she was fifteen.

Of her school days she remembers, and
then with bored reluctance, only that she
was “in some class plays,” loved the great
outdoors, wasn’t “a bit femme,” once fell

down a hill while riding her bike and got
“pebbled legs.” Also, that she was
stupidly sensitive, got hurt feelings easily.

“I’d see two girls, heads together, whisper-
ing, and be sure it was about me, and
brood over it.”

After Julia Richmond, Betty considered
going to college. “But I suddenly changed
my mind. Takes too long. Not necessary
at all for actors. Anyway, I never do any-
thing I don’t like to do, if I can help it.

That I could help.”

When m middies and skirts, Betty had
decided that acting was the thing she
would like to do. Bette Davis, her favorite
actress, was “the inspiration.”

By the time she’d graduated from Julia
Richmond, she’d seen enough Davis pic-
tures to be sure that it took training to be
an actress. She put in a season’s study at

the American Academy of Dramatic Arts
and completed her pre-Hollywood training
by playing small parts in two short-lived
plays. One, “Johnny Two-By-Four,” never
reached Broadway. The other, “Franklin
Street,” had a run as brief as a breath. If

talent scouts, on the prowl, caught the
latter, they must now be weeping in their

beards, for they overlooked Bacall.

Sutton
DUSTINGPOWDER

Comforting to fluff on after your

bath. Delicately perfumed to your

choice: Apple Blossom, Honeysuckle,

Gardenia, Spice.

Only 59i twelve ounces

p

Available at Toilet Goods Counters Everywhere
M

Sutton Cosmetics, Inc. 385 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N. Y.

B
UT that arresting face and 119 pounds,
five foot six and a half inches of non-

chalant grace did impress one of the editors

of Harper’s Bazaar. He gave the Bacall girl

a job as a model, which proved to be a

short cut to Hollywood.

“What happened,” said Bacall, “was that

Mrs. Hawks saw my picture, modeling a
blouse, in the Bazaar, called it to Howard’s
attention. Howard called his agent, Charlie
Feldman, asked Charlie to wire his New
York office to look me up—and over. I was
in Florida, at the time, for the Bazaar. Mr.
Feldman’s New York office got in touch
with my mother, who wired me. I’d never
heard of Mr. Feldman and said ‘Let’s for-

get it.’ When I got back to New York, the
Bazaar wanted me to be their representa-
tive for ‘Cover Girl,’ then being cast.

Most of the magazines, as you know, had
girls representing them.
“When I found I wouldn’t have a line

to speak, I wasn’t interested. But after

a lot of back-and-forth negotiations, finally

decided to do it and was all set to go to

Columbia at 3:30 one Tuesday afternoon to

sign. Half an hour before I was to go,

came this mad phone call from Feldman’s
man. ‘Well, what about it?’ he asked. ‘I’m

about to sign with Columbia,’ I said. ‘Don’t,’

he shouted, ‘do a thing until I get there!’

When he ‘got there’ we put in a call for Mr.
Feldman in California. Said Mr. Feldman,
‘Well, how soon can she get here?’ That
same afternoon, they arranged transporta-
tion for me and I was in Hollywood three
days later. I met Mr. Hawks. I made a
test. I put in eight months of coaching. I

read aloud for days and weeks so that my

NEW
fo xettuMAe

Cake

Makeup

Fragrant Starlet Facial Pads—saturated

with an especially formulated lotion

—

quickly and easily remove cake make-
up and all other kinds of makeup . . .

leave skin cool and refreshed. Here’s

a "One Minute Facial Pad” ready in-

stantly to provide you with a smooth
base for your new makeup.

100 PADS TO A JAR—WITH
PLASTIC PURSE-SIZE COMPACT

Purse-size compact holds about a

dozen pads . .
. J ar and Compact com-

plete— $1.00. Ask for Starlet Facial

Pads at your favorite department,

drug store or beauty shop.

PARFAIT SALES, CHICAGO 10
Exclusive Sales Agencyfor Parfait , Inc.

VIAIt I IT
V/
MAKERS OF STARLET CAKE MAKEUP • STARLET LIPSTICK

Overnight—you’ll see and jeel the difference! One
application will convince you! Glover's famous
3-Way Medicinal Treatment leaves your hair softer, radi-

ant, sparklingly high-lighted, with added loveliness, no
matter what style hair-do you like best. Try all three
Glover's preparations—Glover’s Mange Medicine, famous
since 1876—GLO-VER Beauty Shampoo—Glover's Impe-
rial Hair Dress! Try them separately, or in one com-
plete treatment. Ask at any Drug Store, today!

TRIAL SIZE—Send Coupon for all three products in
hermetically-sealed bottles, packed in special carton, com-

plete instructions for

3-Way Overnight
treatment. useful
FREE booklet. "The
Scientific Care of
Scalp and Hair."

Apply with massage,
for DANDRUFF.
ANNOYING SCALP
and EXCESSIVE
FALLING HAIR.

Glover’s. 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 554, New York I, N. Y.
{

Send "Complete Trial Application" in three hermeti-
J

cally-sealed bottles, with informative booklet, as adver- ,

tised in plain wrapper by return mail. I enclose 25c. •

NAME

ADDRESS
Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on

receipt of 10c for packing and postage.
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School Girl

LOSES49 POUNDS
-(tow fad, CoacUs

Virginia Josselyn, Denver Colo-

rado, is slim, poised and popular.

“I know what it is to be 14, fat, and forgotten,”

says Virginia Josselyn. “I was left out of the

parties a school girl loves. And no wonder. I

weighed 164 and was getting heavier.

“Then, with Mother’s approval, I started

the DuBarry Success Course right at home. In

three months I lost 30 pounds, in five months,

49! Now, at 115 pounds, my dress size is 9

instead of 20! My skin is smooth and lovely

and I’ve learned the art of subtle make-up.
“What a difference all this has made in my

life. I’ve been to two formals—something for a

freshman! My week is filled with dates and
doings in the clubs

and groups I now
belong to. I have so

much pep, I whiz
through my house-

work in no time at

all, then I’m off to

go swimming, hik-

ing, biking. You
have made me a

very happy girl,

with a bright new
future, and I thank
you from the bot-

tom of my heart.”

VIRGINIA’S MEASUREMENTS

Before After Change

Weight 164 lbs. 115 lbs. - 49 lbs.

Height 5'2%" 5'3" + Va"
Bust 41" 34" - 7"

Waist 33V2" 24 1/2
// -9"

Abdomen Z8V2
" 29" — 9V2

"

Hip 46" 36V2" - 9V&"
Thigh 28" 21" - 7"

Before

Above, Virginia
when her weight
was 16U. Con-
scious of her
size, bad pos-
ture, heavy hips
and legs, she
was ashamed to have pictures taken.

Center, in three months, down to 1U3,
she kept on, to achieve correct propor-
tions. At right, lovely little Virginia
of today, weight now 115, slender,

poised, happy, confident.

After

A WORD FROM VIRGINIA’S MOTHER
“For years we had been heart-sick be-
cause of our daughter’s handicap. I

consulted our doctor about the Suc-
cess Course, and he approved. She has
completed it with such success, I can
scarcely tell you how happy it has made
us.” Mrs. L. V . Josselyn, Denver, Colo.

voice, which,” she grinned, “was not al-

ways as it is now, would smooth out and
have more resonance. Mr. Hawks was in

no hurry. He chose to prepare me care-

fully so that I might make my ‘debut’ in

the ‘big league.’ Well,” said the Bacall

girl, with her challenging grin, “I did.”

“Scare you—Hollywood?” we asked.

Bacall said, slowly, “I—don’t think—
so. I love to act. I think I can act. To
be allowed to act is all I want of Holly-
wood.
“One of these days someone is going

to take a good look at me and say, ‘You’re

in the wrong business!’ Because, I want
none of the things the average young girl

wants. I don’t want a lavish home. I

don’t want expensive furs, cafe-society life

or jewels. I don’t like sham.
“I like to wear slacks; would like to

spend most of my life on a boat in dunga-
rees and an old shirt just running around
swabbing up the decks and polishing the

brass. To me, a boat has all the peace
there is—and that I must have!

“I’ve been in this town a year and a

half and I’ve seldom been to night clubs.

After I got out of high school, I hung
around with actors, most of them strug-
gling on Broadway. Later Mother and I

had a little apartment in the Village

—

friends would come in and we’d go to a
place called Shima’s for dinner, or a place
called Jai Lai, two little Chinese restau-
rants . . . and then back to the apartment
to talk till morning. That was more for

me.
“Here, I spend a lot of time with Mr.

and Mrs. Hawks and their friends. I like

people older than myself. It’s why I don’t

go out with young boys. My mother and I

—and Droopy, my Cocker spaniel—have a
little apartment, which shouldn’t happen to

a canary. (Someday, we’ll have a house

—

in the Valley.) My friends come to the
apartment. I’ve been told I’m too much
of a recluse. Maybe I am.
“When I get to the place where people

recognize me, ask for my autograph, I’m
going to think it’s lots of fun. I like to

give interviews when I can sit and relax
like this. But my private life is my own.
When people say, 'Come on, who’s your
real love-life?’—I just kid out of it. When
I get married, that’s time enough to talk.”

Be it said in passing, such a time may
not be far distant. Bogie himself made
no bones about his regard for his new
co-star when he told reporters recently
in New York that he hoped to marry
her when he was free. Lauren, however,
has left most of the talking to Bogie,
since the complications to their marriage
are primarily his. In this, as in other
things, she has not lost her sense of
balance. Because, as she said:

“Balance is the important thing. I

know that if something comes along
that gets me all keyed up something
else will happen that will take me down
again. If it doesn’t, it should. For if ever
my nose goes up in the air, I’ll do some-
thing drastic. If I ever forget that next
week, next year, tomorrow, someone else
will come along and be as ‘hot’ as I’m sup-
posed to be now, if forgetting I had my
break, I ever begrudge it to someone else
—I’ll deserve to lose everything.

“The actors and actresses who have
stayed big in this business are the swell
people—people like Bette Davis, who is a
perfectly marvelous woman. She’s been
wonderful to me; she went to producer
Henry Blanke and suggested me for ‘The
Fountainhead.’ People like Annie Sheri-
dan, Clark Gable, Joan Blondell, Bogie,
too—everyone looks up to them.

“I’d like to be,” Lauren Bacall added,
simply, “one of them.”

Well, it looks likely!

The End

HOW ABOUT YOU? Haven’t you
wished that you could be slender again, hear
the compliments of friends, wear youthful
styles, feel like a new person? The DuBarry
Home Success Course can help you.

Just five years ago, the DuBarry Success
Course was founded, bringing to women all

over America the methods taught by Ann
Delafield at the famous Richard Hudnut Salon,
New York. Since then more than 175,000 wom-
en and girls of all ages from 12 to 60 have fol-

lowed this practical plan for achieving beauty
and vitality. More than 50,000 are housewives,
40,000 are in business or war work, 10,000 are
teachers, 6,000 are school and college students,

4,000 are registered nurses. Hundreds are now
enrolling every day.

The plan is intensely practical. It fits into

your daily life. You get an analysis of your
needs, a goal to work for and a plan for

attaining it. You learn how to bring your
weight and body proportions to normal, care

for your skin, style your hair becomingly, use

make-up for glamour—look better, feel better,

be at your best for strenuous wartime living.

When the Success Course has meant so

much to so many, why not use the cou-

pon to find out, without the slightest

obligation, what it can do for you.

Accepted for advertising In publications

of the American Medical Association

Ann Delafield, Directing

RICHARD HUDNUT SALON

NEW YORK

With your Course you re-
ceive this Chest containing
a generous supply of Du-
Barry Beauty and Make-up
Preparations for your type.

Richard Hudnut Salon
Dept. SR-8, 693 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send the booklet telling all about the

DuBarry Home Success Course.

Miss
Mrs

^ Guaranteed by
Good Housekeeping i

L
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When It's June

9£i the JtoUywood Sta/i-mp looJz!

Sensational, Non-Drying

*CfWIPU$ (HAKE -UP*
A different sponge-on make-up to keep
you looking flower -fresh, hour after
hour, without drying your skin.A superb
fusion of cream and gossamer powder,
pre-blended to give you glowing campus-
fresh loveliness. Rely on campus make-
up from Hollywood for that tantalizing
star-ry look. $1.00 plus 20% Fed. Tax.

Lipstick and sponge-on rouge
to match.

COLONIAL DAMES, Inc.
Fins cosmetics since 1886. ( Not connected

with any society)

HOLLYWOOD 27, CALIFORNIA

( Continued, from page 45) important in the
plan. She bought silvered high-heeled
shoes and a white-spangled veil. She bor-
rowed her mother’s diamond ring and ear-
rings. She was ready for her big moment
—or nearly ready.
The cameraman in a screen test can

make or mar the testee. The cameraman
was Joe MacDonald, a nice guy. “Will you
do me a favor,” June begged him. He said
he would if he could. “I’d like to be the
only thing in white on the screen, every-
thing else to be in shadow.” Joe obliged
and for a finishing, glamorous touch, he
clouded the background with soft palm
trees. Yes, June bought the Christmas
presents and got a twenty-five dollar raise
besides.

LJER first opportunity to go to Hollywood
' came when as a child she won an

M-G-M contest. But her mother said no.

So June went her merry way by radio,

dance bands, school plays.
In fact, it was a band that took her to

Hollywood. When June was fourteen (that

was in 1940) Ted Fio Rito came to town
and booked her to go with the band to St.

Louis for one week. “If you can wow ’em
in St. Louis, everything else is easy,” he
told her. And so when the Fio Rito band
was booked for a month in Los Angeles at

the Trianon, the Haver family heaved a

collective sigh and said, “This is it,” and
moved lock, stock and daughters to the
cinema city.

“It was the right move,” says June. “All
my life I had known I would eventually
land in Hollywood. A Warners talent scout
came to the Trianon and I was given a
screen test.”

And once again, June proved that luck

is ninety per cent hard work and “being
prepared” and only ten per cent oppor-
tunity. For the test she had to play an
adolescent in pigtails. She was dressed and
ready to perform when the director told
her the part for which she was testing had
been cast. But there was another role she
could try for—a sophisticated, mature
young woman. Before you could say “pig-
tails,” hers were combed out, and the fair

tresses piled atop of the fifteen-year-old
head. She was padded up a bit, sailed into

her scene, and Warner’s said okay, and
handed her a contract.
“My first thought after I was signed was

‘Thank heavens, all the contests are over!’
”

says June, “but I soon discovered the real

contest had only just begun.” After nine
months and still no picture for her, she
finally got permission to do the stage show,
“Meet The People.”
June was excited because all the pro-

ducers and directors would be at the first

night and at last she’d have a real chance
to prove herself in Hollywood. So three
days before the opening she had laryngitis

and lost her voice! The night before the
premiere her voice came back, but at the
dress rehearsal she sprained her ankle! She
calmly told the doctor to tape it up, and
proceeded to go on for the show. June
danced for three weeks with a sprained
foot and fainted several times off-stage.

By this time, June’s courage was known
all over the lot. Boss Darryl Zanuck de-
cided it was time to hand out a real prize
—the lead with Lon McCallister and
Jeanne Crain in “Home In Indiana.” That
was all June required to establish herself
as star fodder. Since then she has starred
in “Irish Eyes Are Smiling” and “Where
Do We Go From Here” with Joan Leslie
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"ARMPtT
PfMPLCS?"

(Due to irritating chemicals)

You don’t need to offend

your armpits to avoid

offending others! A new-

type deodorant—Yodora
—is made entirely with-

out irritating metallic

salts! Actually soothing

to normal skins.

CR£AM
<rO£S GPA/Afy?

Now you can end this
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r

waste! Yodora never
dries and grains.Yodora
— because it is made
with a cream base-
stays smooth as a fine

face cream to the last!

TOOS77PP
TOSPR£A0?

Such creams are out-

moded forever by
Yodora. Soft, delicate,

exquisite—Yodora feels

like whipped cream.

Amazing— that such a

fragrant, lovely cream

can give such effective

powerful protection.

Frankly, we believe you won’t

even finish your present supply

of deodorant once you try differ-

ent Yodora. So much lovelier!

Yet you get powerful protection.

Yodora never fades or rots

clothes— has been awarded Seal

of Approval of the Better Fabrics

Testing Bureau, Inc. In tubes or

jars, 10<^, 30^, 60<f. McKesson &
Robbins, Bridgeport, Conn.
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and Fred MacMurray. Next on her sched-
ule is the lead with Betty Grable in “The
Dolly Sisters,” and after that she may go
to Warners to play Marilyn Miller.

When June is working, she is called for
breakfast at six a.m. and is ready and
made up in the studio at 8:45. She is in

bed by nine-thirty or ten. On the few
days a year that she is not wanted by her
studio, she has fun redecorating her apart-
ment. “I’ve just finished doing three
shelves in the kitchen,” June says proudly.
“One I decorated shocking pink and the
others aqua and chartreuse. It looks like

a little circus room, with it’s striped
drapes!”
June loves to swim, and when the day

comes to buy the house, there will be a
swimming pool. Her pride and joy is the
new car, which she recently bought, and
she drives it whenever she has the gas.

D (JT it isn’t all swimming and driving for
^ June. And it isn’t all picture-making.
She is interested in world affairs, and she
reads everything she can get her hands
on. And she is writing a novel. “It’s a
lot about myself. A first book usually is,”

she says. She hopes to sell the book to her
studio—and to act in it. Add this to the
fact that she also writes songs and you get
a most amazing picture—the picture of a
girl who does something about her wishful
thinking, whether it’s her screen career,

one of her many hobbies, or writing to the
lad who has her heart, Farley Granger.
June and Farley literally met in the

school room. It was Christmas 1943 and
the youngsters working in “Home In
Indiana” decided to throw a party in the
school room. Granger was working on the
same lot in “The Purple Heart.” A blanket
invitation was sent to all the younger play-
ers in the studio. June and Farley dis-
covered each other, then and there.

“The next day,” June says, “Farley called

me for a date.” They had lunch. Their
first really big date was for the premiere
of “The Song Of Bernadette.” From then
on they were a steady twosome. June was
still going to school, so Farley decided to

go to school too. At any rate, he kept ap-
pearing at the school room. To make his

visits authentic, he took up a course in

art. But all he could paint was June!
Like so many American youngsters in

love, June and Farley hadn’t long together.

Farley went off to the Naval Training
Center at Farragut, Idaho. “But,” June
says, “he kept sending me little gifts—to

remind me he was in the Navy—and to

remind me of him—cute little nautical

things, and I love them. He wanted pin-up
pictures of me for his locker, too.”

That last furlough in Hollywood—well,

it was like what a lot of other kids are
experiencing. A few days—and then an
APO address. Farley went from there to

the Pacific. June says, “We were together
every possible moment. We saw a movie
every night. On his stopover in San Fran-
cisco he wrote me he saw ‘Irish Eyes Are
Smiling’ three times!” His Christmas gift

to June was a little figure of a ballerina,

the kind of a gift a boy in love would take
a lot of time choosing. She loves it.

June and Farley talked about marriage
before he left. “We almost eloped his last

night in Hollywood,” she confesses. “But
Farley is like me, very ambitious and de-
termined to be a big star. So we decided it

would be better for us both to wait until

we were right on top. We know if our
love is real, it will last and we can wait.”
June has always known what she wants

and her romance is probably no exception.
So it’s quite possible when the daily V-mail
letters are replaced by Farley Granger
in person, there’ll be a wedding.

The End

UTTING can be
painful— even dan-

gerous-leaves nails looking
rough and ugly! Try Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover — see how
smooth and neat it keeps cuticle

!

Quickly it softens and loosens

dead cuticle, so you can wipe it

off. Wonderful, too, for cleaning

under nail tips and removing
stains. Only 10^, or

35^ for the large size

(plus 20% Federal
Tax). Get Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover
today.

ADVERTISEMENT
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A member of tbe cbic inter-

national Bet in Paris before

tbe war, sbe is now Fashion
Directress for one of New
York’s exclusive shops.
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Countess Molil says:

I use Djer-Kiss perfume and I’ve

noticed liow many really smart
women do, too. I know tke

fragrance a woman ckooses is just

as important as tke clotkes

ske wears. For me, tkere is no
lovelier scent tkan Djer-Kfss.”

MM/SS
Pronounced

"DEAR KISS"

WORLD’S MOST ROMANTIC SCENT

Speak for Yourself

(Continued, from page 24) we were going
to ask ourselves—“Is it necessary to have?
Is it helping the war?” Yes, I guess you
know where that money is going—right
into War Stamps. To buy ammunition to
bomb the Japs out of Tokyo!

Miss Paris Dedeian,
Richmond, Va.

$1.00 PRIZE
The Unvarnished Truth

|
WISH to thank Photoplay for printing
Humphrey Bogart’s “Medal from Hit-

ler.” Bogart has done some outstanding
and commendable things on the screen but
his writing tops his dramatic talent. Every
word he wrote is the unvarnished trutk
and if we would learn from it and live it

there would be no race prejudice, religious
bigotry, intolerance and no war. Bogart
has done our country a fine service in
writing this article and the country thanks
you for giving it to us.

Mrs. Almedia B. Waltz,
Long Beach, Calif.

$1.00 PRIZE
Give Me the Wolf!

MOST women, ever since Eve, have a
secret tenderness in their hearts for

wolves. And why not? He makes them
feel attractive and gives them a self-

confident outlook on life. They feel smug
if he whistles but outwardly all he gets
is an outraged look. Summing all this

together, you have Dane Clark. He is the
most typical all-American wolf. In “The
Very Thought Of You” he took the bobby-
sockers by storm.

I remember taking jibes and taunts about
Dennis Morgan that hurt me to the quick.
I was conscious of his cute mouth, his

expressive face and booming voice long
before my bobby-socks friends were. Now
they know!
But Dane, please don’t marry until I

grow up. Then maybe you can look my
way. Brother—you send me!

Linda Storm,
Warren, Pa.

$1.00 PRIZE
She’s Simply "Do-ish"

B
ACK in college we had a word for any-
thing simply “out of this world” and

that word was “do-ish.” I have just seen
“To Have And Have Not” and I must say
that only one word describes Lauren Bacall
and that is “do-ish.”

I have always enjoyed Humphrey Bo-
gart’s pictures and have always left the
theater bragging about Bogart. But this

time it’s definitely Bacall. When I think
back over the show, I remember it as
lasting about one-fourth its actual time.
And instead of remembering the story I

only see scenes—Bacall at the head of the
stairs, at the piano and the “trucking out”
finale. With a supporting cast of Bogart,
Brennan and Carmichael, this young star

made history in one line
—“Has anybody

here got a match?”
Mrs. John H. White,

Colorado Springs, Colo.

$1.00 PRIZE
When They Come Back

T
HIS is what is on my mind—we’re com-
ing back by the hundreds, shot to pieces

in body and spirit and we want something
to give us courage and hope so that we can
find normal living again.
“Dr. Gillespie’s Criminal Case” gives us

BLONDES!
.. . Your HairCan Be
Gloriously Golden/{gain

• Don’t let time-
darkened hair deny
your right to loveli-

ness! Recapture the

appeal of gleaming
“spun-gold” hair— eas-

ily, in one simple treat-

ment—with Marchand’s
Golden Hair Wash!

No matter what shade your hair is now —
even if it’s streaked, dull and coarse-looking
Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash can give it

a smooth, even tone and glistening highlights.

And, with Marchand’s, you can achieve the
exact degree of lightness you desire! Blonde,
brunette or redhead, you can make your hair

several shades lighter or merely accent it with
a “touch of gold.”

Carefully developed by experts in hair care,

the new Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash is

complete in itself for use at home. Not a dye
— not an expensive “treatment”, it’s easier

than ever to use! Excellent, too, for lighten-

ing arm and leg hair. Try Marchand’s today!

Made by the Makers of Marchand*s "Make-Up” Hair Rinse

STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the BogueUnit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
tering—successful for 44 years. Benj. N. Bogue,
Dept. 1170, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

HEN your baby suffers from
teething pains, just rub a few drops
of Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion on
the sore, tender, little gums and
the pain will be relieved promptly.

Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion is

the prescription of a famous baby
specialist and has been used by
mothers for over fifty years. One
bottle is usually enough for one
baby for the entire teething period.

Buy it from your druggist today

DR. HAND S
TEETHING LOTION
Just rub it on the gums
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incomes from doctors, hospitals, sanato-
riums, clubs or private practice. Others make

klgood money in spare time. You can
Vwin independence and prepare for

future security by training at
home and qualifying for Diploma.

* Anatomy Charts and 32-page
,

',i Illustrated Book FREE—Now!
THE College of Swedish Massage

Dpt.559-D,100E.QhioSt.,Chicagoll

PHOTO-RING
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend,
reproduced perm a- AS
nently in this beau-
tiful onyx like ring I

;

featuring the New
Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents.
postage. If you send cash we pay postage. vt*Pf^DyP ,,n,Bl,

(Photos Returned). 25c eilra)

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO., Dept. C-51, CINCINNATI, O.

LIKE YOU SEE IN THE MOVIES

. . . take a tip from Hollywood . . . fashion your

lips with TIPSTIK. You’ll find the clever, pencil-

pointed, unbreakable applicator wonderful for pre-

cise lip lines. No more messy fingers, smears,

ragged edges! And the rich, creamy rouge, con-

cealed in the black plastic case, is just right in

texture . . stays on for hours, too. Yes, with

TIPSTIK you can be your own make-up artist.

DO AS
HOLLYWOOD
GIRLS

USE

25c (PIUS TAX) AT DRUG AND 10c STORES

S Choose from 5 Glamorous Hollywood Reds
! RUMOR RED I—I ROOKIE RED f—I RALLY RED |—

I

I dark I I rich-rad .1 I light I I

RIVAL RED I—

I

medium I I

light

RENO RED I—

I

blue-red I 1

S TIPSTIK COSMETICS, Dept. PH-4
• 3-124 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 26, Calif.

J My favorite store is out of TIPSTIK. Enclosed is 30c
• (25c plus 5c excise tax). Please send TIPSTIK post-

paid in shade checked.

NAME_

ADDRESS _

CITY

this. The boy in the play was bitter and
had no hope for a future, but he found
that life could be worthwhile after all.

Have more plays like this one, cheer
up the boys who come back maimed and
heart-sick, make them realize that they
have a place in this world and that the
years ahead can be happy ones.

Lt. Robert Avery,
Grand Rapids, Mich.

HONORABLE MENTION

AN behalf of my sister, Frances Farmer,
would you be kind enough to print

this “thank-you” to her many fans for

their hundreds of letters of faith and en-
couragement? She has also received thou-
sands of requests since her illness for

photographs which are impossible to fulfill.

We regret especially not being able to

answer or oblige the many requests of men
in the service. They are all appreciated for

their good wishes and kind thoughts.

It will probably be some time before
Frances will be in a position to renew her
fan -mail correspondence.

Thank you for publishing this letter for

her.

Edith Farmer Elliot,

Hilo, Hawaii

I—I ATS off to a great picture, “American
1 1 Romance.” It shows how every person
has equal rights and how Steve Dangos
migrated to America; how he took ad-
vantage of all the opportunities here,
starting from the bottom digging ore to

make steel and finally getting to the top
making automobiles and planes. Steve
loved America. He was willing to work
hard to stay here. He laughed and cried,

sweated and toiled to get ahead. Let him
be an example to every American. Steve
was America!

Elise Vaccarest,
Watertown, Mass.

VA/ILL the time ever come when Holly

-

” ” wood will give to the movie public a
true-to-life presentation of the speech
and the customs of the South?

I grant the South has its illiteracy and
economic problems, but it is a progressive
section, and wants to emerge from the
hillbilly-band-playing and mint-julep-
drinking era in which Hollywood has it

shelved for what looks like eternity.

T/5 William Burns Jr.,

Ft. Lewis, Wash.

AAY conscience had been bothering me
* ” • for some time but I would just argue
with it. I was on the verge of telling a
married man that I would marry him, if

and when he divorced his wife. By chance,
I saw a picture called “The Mark Of The
Whistler.” It dealt with a man’s conscience.

This came at the right time for me. One
can’t wreck another’s life and ever be
happy! So give us more movies on this
order.

Conscience Anne,
Mountain Grove, Mo.

I N every picture in which I have seen him
• there was something about him that
made his performance memorable. The
poetry-quoting soldier of “The Eve Of St.

Mark,” the earnest young McAdoo of
“Wilson” and the weak but charming
Shelby of “Laura” loudly proclaim that
here is an actor who can act. As for his
voice—well, any feminine heart skips a
beat when Vincent Price as much as says,
“Hello.”

Mrs. Roberta Hays,
Butler, Pa.

"For you . , . the loveliest girl I

know ... I'm choosing a Keepsake

. . . the most beautiful diamond ring

I know. It is a ring rich in tradition

... an everlasting symbol of the

great love we share.''

Only one diamond in hundreds

meets the exacting standards of

color, cut and clarity which

Keepsake has maintained through

six decades. That’s why you may
choose any genuine registered

Keepsake Diamond Ring with con-

fidence in its quality and value-

You are protected by the name
"Keepsake” in the ring, the nation-

ally established price on the tag,

and the Keepsake Certificate of

Guarantee and Registration.

Ask your Keepsake Jeweler to

show you the new matched sets . . .

from $100 to $3500.

If it is a "Keepsake" the name is in the ring.

Rings enlarged to show detoils.

Prices include federol fox.

*Trade Mark Registered.

DALE Set* 212.50

Engagement Ring 150.00

MALDEN Set* 525.00

Engagement Ring 400.00

Also $550 to 1975

Keepsoke Diamond Rings, A. H. Pond Co., Inc.

214 S. Warren St., Syracuse 2, N. Y.

Please send the bock, "The Etiquette of the

Engagement ond Wedding,” with supplement

on "Wartime Engagement* and Weddings,"

Illustrations of Keepsake Rings and the name

of the neared Keepsake Jeweler. I enclose 10c

to cover mailing.

Nome ..

Street ond No —
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Be honest, now!
Be honest, now! Have you ever really

investigated Tampax? Have you dis-

cussed it with women who are using it?

Have you asked about Tampax at drug
stores or notion counters? Do you under-

stand the principle of internal absorption

for monthly sanitary protection?

Tampax has grown to be an important
name in feminine circles and to avoid

confusion we want to give a clear, con-

cise statement concerning it I nvented

by a doctor, Tampax is worn internally.

It is specially designed for this purpose
—made of pure surgical cotton com-
pressed and firmly stitched. It comes in

neat applicators for dainty insertion

—

your hands need not even touch the

Tampax. When in place the Tampax is

“conforming” in shape—wearer cannot
feel it.

No belts, pins or externalpads. No bulges

or ridges caused in clothing. No odor,

no chafing. Quick to change. Easy dis-

posal. Sold at drug and notion counters

in 3 sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. Whole
month’s supply will go into

purse. Economy Box contains

4 months’ supply (average).

Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Mass.

NO BELTS

NO PINS

NO PADS

NO ODOR

3 absorbencies
REGULAR
SUPER

JUNIOR

Acceptedfor Advertising
by the Jot/rnal of the American Medical Association

The Shadow Stage
(Continued from page 21)

Robert Benchley, foreign editor of the
magazine promoting the trip (hey boss,

why don’t we promote something like

this?), is amusing, and as always that
Arden gal kills us. Terry is a darned
good actor, too. Ernest Truex, as the real

fiance’s uncle, is a miniature lambie-pie
we could see more often—and Ramsay
Ames is one we certainly do see more
of than usual in every film it seems.
Anyway it’s a cute little daisy-petal

business of I love him—I love him not, and
what’s more you’ll maybe enjoy it all.

Your Reviewer Says: Now wait, whom do I

love?

^ She Gets Her Man
(Universal)

THAT Joan Davis! What a woman! What
' a comic! Even in a picture that has more
corn than a field in Iowa she throws us
(and everybody around us, let it be said)

into a hand-crocheted tizzy. She has ample
aid, of course, in the persons of William
Gargan and Leon (old buckle knees) Errol,

who pitch the ball for Joan to catch, and
even the fouls are funny at times.
The story (story—what are we saying?)

has Joan hired to run down a murderer
who has been plying his trade among the
town’s leading citizens. Joan is chosen
for the deetectatif role because her ma
was chief of police of old Horse Trot,
Nevada, which is a silly recommendation
for anyone.
Anyway, who cares really why, when or

where—with these three dishing it out to

us who are willing to take it?

Your Reviewer Says: Well, we laughed.

The Unseen (Paramount)

my DonJuan

Lipstick
STAYS ON!"

Says

Paula Stone
FAMOUS ON SCREEN,

STAGE AND RADIO

My lips stay lovely

hours longer without

retouching... That’s why
Don Juan is tops with me.

See what they do

for your lips

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when
you eat, drink, kiss, if used as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2.

UPS STAY LOVELY without

frequent retouching. Try today.

3. NOTDRYING or SMEARY. Im-

parts appealing glamour look.

Creamy smooth—easily applied.

4. STYLE SHADES.Try Raspberry,

rich, glowing, or Number 5,

medium red, flattering, youthful look-

ing. Other shades, too.

De luxe size $1. Refills 60c. Junior size 25c.

Tax extra. Matching powder, rouge & cake
make-up. Trial sizes at 10c stores. In Canada also.

DON JUAN MILLION DOLLAR LIPSTICK

P\ON’T tell us this is an attempt to dupli-
cate “The Uninvited” (a really swell

mystery). In the first place, the whole idea
is garbled in the story construction and the
direction doesn’t clear things up materially.

Joel McCrea, who needs a good story and
fast, does his best but we simply couldn’t
make him out. Gail Russell crowds mys-
tery, fear, love and what-not into her few
brief hours in the McCrea manse that, in-
cidentally, houses two of the weirdest chil-

dren ever seen on the screen.
Phyllis Brooks’s entry into the affair was

never explained. Whence cameth the little

Brooksie, we ask politely.

Or maybe we’re dreaming up more mys-
teries than the story started out with in

the first place.

Your Reviewer Says: The “Unseen” the
better.

Her Lucky Night (Universal)

YOU see this and it won’t be the luckiest
night you ever spent parked in front

of the flicker screen.
The Andrews Sisters (and why must

they photograph them all to look like

Lincoln?) twitch and itch, laugh and
scratch, sing and croon. The only depart-
ments in which they’re good is the singing
and crooning. There they shine.

Martha O’Driscoll and Noah Beery Jr.

(in a come-apart dress suit) get caught
up in a story that tells something about
a fortuneteller, with George Barbier test-

ing the ability of his nephew Noah Beery
Jr. for a job. We never rightly could make
out what was going on.

Your Reviewer Says: We don’t use such
language!

Make quick profit showing charm'
ing cards forBirtndays, Anniversaries,
and other Everyday occasions. Friends,

'

neighbors buy them. Easy to take orders for these beautiful
Assortments of 15 cards, retail for $1.00. YOU GET YOUR
PROFIT RIGHT AWAY. Extraordinary designs, fancy pa-— pers, startling effects—original, clever

Pwordings. Extra cash for you every week
fthis easy way. Write for Samples NOW!
FRIENDSHIP STUDIOS
443 ADAMS STREET, ELMIRA, N. Y.
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n
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FiMlly'l
I many things ... effective, easy way

^^^tnTes^^ensiv.you.t^may

I
BOpK^How^^JvereoineSuperfluo^s

Don’t mistake eczema
for the stubborn, ugly
embarrassing scaly skin
disease Psoriasis Apply
non-staining Dermoil
Thousands do for scaly

§
>ots on body or scalp.
rateful users, often afte.

years of suffering, report
the scales have gone, the
red patches gradually disappeared and
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. Dermoil
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree*
ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re-
funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for

f
enerous trial bottle to make our famous “One Spot Test .

est it yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for
your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Print name
plainly. Don’t delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen I

Stores and other leading Druqqists. LAKE LABORATORIES^
Box 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 6604, Detroit 4, Mich*

126



THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS



U£A~

Here'sthel

that makl
look n al
dark, lonl

more lu.|

Cake, Crel
Black, Brol

The eyes he adores—glowing with loveliness on her wedding

day! Silently she vows to keep them radiant, always. She

knows she can depend on the magic of soft Maybelline Eye

Make-up. And so can you. For truly enchanting charm,

always use Maybelline— the world’s favorite Eye Make-up.

AT ALL DRUG, DEPARTMENT AND TEN CENT STORES

The smooth-mark-
ing Eyebrow Pen-
cil with fine point

that forms expres-

sive, gracefully
tapered brows.
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GREER GARSON
Photoplay

Gold Medal Winner

By Paul Hesse
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Tests by doctors prove — Camay is Really Mild!

It’s a dream come true! The softer, smoother look that comes to your skin . . .

with just one cake of Camay! So change today, from careless cleansing

to the Camay Mild-Soap Diet. Doctors tested this mild skin care on over

100 complexions . .
.
yes, on skin like yours! And with the very first cake of Camay,

most complexions fairly glowed! Looked fresher . . . clearer!

, . . it cleanses without irritation!

These tests proved Camay’s mildness— proved it can benefit skin.

In the doctor’s own words—'Camay is really mild .. . it cleansed without irritation!.’

Discover for yourself, Camay’s helpful care on your skin.

Look for the softer loveliness that comes with just one cake of Camay.

... go on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet!

It’s quick! Easy! Takes only one minute— night and morning.

Simply smooth Camay’s mild lather over your face— forehead,

nose and chin. Rinse warm. If you’ve oily skin, follow with

a C-O-L-D splash. It’s simple as that! But, oh, how exciting

to see how one cake of Camay can make your complexion

look lovelier . . . softer . . . more endearing!

Won’t you—make each cake of Camay last as long as

possible? Soap is made of essential war materials.
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GIRL: Don’t know, Cupid. Just seems like some girls are

pretty and some girls are dishwashers.

CUPID: Could be, Honey. But you wouldn’t be on permanent

K.P. around here if you’d smile a little. Sparkle at these

boys, Sugar! Go gleam at ’em!

GIRL: Sparkle? Cupid, Baby, with my dull teeth I don’t

even dare grin! I brush ’em regular as anything,

but—no sparkle!

CUPID: Oh? Ever see “pink” on your tooth brush?

GIRL: Yes. But what's “pink” on my tooth brush got

to do with my smile?

CUPID: Do? Baby, only a mental midget ignores that

tinge of “pink.” It’s a warning to see ymir dentist! Because

he may find your gums have become tender,

robbed of exercise by today’s soft foods.

And he may very likely suggest, “the

helpful stimulation of Ipana and Massage.”

GIRL: I still want to know, “
what’s that got to

do with my smile?”

CUPID: Please, Pet! When you massage a little

extra Ipana on your gums after you brush your teeth,

you’re helping your gums to healthier firmness.

And healthier gums mean sounder, brighter teeth.

A smile with more sparkle! Get it? Now get

started on Ipana and massage for a smile that’ll

help keep you out of the kitchen!

Product oj Bristol-Myers

IPANA AND MASSAGE
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M-G-M clicks with “The Clock”.

You’ll find Judy Garland and BobWalker
at their very best. Their very best is

pretty dam good.

He’s a soldieron leave in

NewYork—the big city,

strange and bewildering.

She happens to be
hurrying through Penn
Station. They literally

bump into each other.

Judy takes Bob in tow

—

a sort ofone-womanUSO
—breaks her dates and

—

Well, the story that’s told through these

two characters is as intimate and gay
a shadow tale as you’ve ever seen.

It’s a wonderful forty-eight hours that

screenwriters Robert Nathan and
Joseph Schrank tell in about two.

Judy is even
better than in

her unforget-

table “Meet
Me In St.
Louis”. Bob
is better than
in“Hargrove”.

Vincente Minnelli (“St.Louis”) directed

“The Clock”. It’s a sensitive job and
one to be proud of. Ditto, Arthur

Freed—the producer.

Besides Judy and Bob, you’ll like James
Gleason, Keenan Wynn, and Marshall

Thompson. “The Clock” packs a sock.

Some pictures that are coming along

from the world’s leading studio should

be noted in your book of early futures.

“Ziegfeld Follies” is the biggest, most
beautiful musical ever filmed.

“Anchors Aweigh”, starring Frank
Sinatra, Gene Kelly, and Kathryn
Grayson, is tops in gaiety and song.

Spencer Tracy and Katharine Hepburn
will thrill you in Phillip Barry’s comedy
“Without Love”.

The coming juvenile star is “Butch”
(Jackie) Jenkins of

“NationalVelvet”.

We’re all set to cele-

brate our 21st birthday.

— Jlexx
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JAMES GLEASON • KEENAN WYNN • MARSHALL THOMPSON
Screen Play by Robert Nathan and Joseph Schrank • Directed by VINCENTE MINNELLI • Produced by ARTHUR FREED • An M-G-M Picture
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INSIDE STUFF
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK

Maureen O’Hara listens to Xavier Cugat’s Latin humor—at the Trocadero

Before their second separation—the Cary Grants at the Village Theater

V
an—This Month: Local high schools
had been bombarding M-G-M so

long with requests for interviews
on Van Johnson for their school
papers, the studio decided to do some-
thing about it.

So they sat down (Leo sits as well
as roars) and telephoned each school
that on a certain afternoon at four
a representative from all the local

highs could have a mass interview on
Johnson.
They came, scrubbed to the eye-

brows, all girls, and all prepared with
their list of questions carefully writ-
ten out. The questions had been taken
from a poll handed in by students at

each school.

“Now, Mr. Johnson,” piped up one
sixteen-year-old cutie, “the men and
women at Fairfax High”—Van gulped,
ran a finger inside his collar and tried

not to be taken off with apoplexy

—

“want to know; first, how you got this

way; secondly, what kind of girl you
prefer.”

Van took hold of the chair with a

firm grip. “How I got this way? You
mean—er—well-known?”

“I mean popular with women,” she
replied seriously.

Van turned geranium pink and
looked at the studio publicists for aid.

He got none.
“Well, I—I say my prayers at night

and just keep on hoping you’ll like

me. I mean I hope it doesn’t stop, but
I don’t know how it started.

“And girls I prefer? Well, I—er
—

”

He studied her fresh and healthy
young face for a clue. “Well, I like

open-air girls. Tennis, that’s it. Girls

who play outdoor sports.”

The reaction was perfect. He had
hit the nail on the head and couldn’t

have been more relieved.

Later Rags Ragland ran into Bob
Walker and Peter Lawford reading
the script of “If I Were King.”
“What would you do if you were a

king?” Peter asked Bob.
“The first thing you should do,”

Rags suggested, “is to slip Van John-
son a Mickey Finn and then maybe
you’d have a chance with the girls.”

The script just missed Rags’s head
as he ducked out the door.

Sister Notes: Joan Fontaine is right

proud of herself—and for good reason.

In the living room of her home hangs
a rather small Florentine painting

—

beautifully ( Continued on page



TO FACE THE SOUL-STIRRING
TERROR OF "THE UNSEEN"?...

GAIL RUSSELL
Fascinated by a love she dare

not trust— facing a. menace more

deadly than in "The Uninvited" or

Handsome widower who shudders at the

very word 'police'— as "THE UNSEEN" brings

long hidden evil to the light of day or

— wielder of a strange fascination

for this lovely girl—but he, too, has

something that must be left hidden!

Screen Play by Hagar Wilde and

Raymond Chandler • Adaptation

by Hagar Wilde and Ken Englund

from the novel by Ethel Lina White

PARAMOUNT, producers of "Double Indemnity,"
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she's vakvacious

Her presence is dynamic

. . . her attraction undeniable . . .

her impression unforgettable. In a

word— a new word— she’s varvacious,

with Varva’s exciting perfumes

"Follow Me” and "Nonchalant.”

They've made her very very . .

.

Varva extracts—$1 to $15 • Bath Powder, SI

Pace Powder, 6 guest puffs, $1 • Bubble Foam, $

1

Sachet, $1 and $1.75 • Talc, 55c
(plus tax)

PARFUMS

Jlancla/a^
iy- Care Perfume

f

1

|0V The Devil-May-Care Perfume

The Perfume That
Lasts and Lasts

VARVA
Empire State Building, New York 1, N. Y.

INSIDE STUFF

Photoplay’s “What Should I Do” adviser,

Claudette Colbert chats with Macfad-
den Vice-President Carroll Rheinstrom

Louella Parsons’s Crillon guests—Col. Tom Lewis and Loretta Young

Writer-hostess Louella Parsons gives
Herb Drake of Photoplay some Holly-
wood pointers at her party at the Crillon

'

(Continued from page 4) framed. But
it wasn’t framed at all when Joan pur-
chased it at an auction for very little

money. It appealed to her—and she
really knows quite a bit about paint-

ings. Well, after she’d had it a while,

she called in an art dealer to appraise

it for her and discovered that the can-
vas is worth several thousand dollars!

And oh boy—is she happy that sister

Olivia de Havilland has won her long
contract fight with Warner Brothers!

Because the decision handed down to

Olivia means that Joan, too, will be a
“free woman” in about a year—instead

of a much longer period for which she
feared she might be tied up with David
Selznick. Joan gets a fantastically small
salary from Selznick—considering her
star and prestige status in movieland.
But now she’ll soon have the oppor-
tunity to step out on her own and make
some real money. Speaking of Livvie
—she’s doing a picture for Paramount
now. It’s “The Well-Groomed Bride,”

in which she is starred with Ray Mil-
land and Sonny Tufts. And the dia-

logue is fast and furious and with that

cast, it should ring the bell.

Last Minute Thoughts: Remember Cal’s

warning that the reconciliation be-
tween Barbara Hutton and Cary Grant
wouldn’t last? Fact is, it ended sooner
than anybody thought. Hope the moody
Mr. Grant doesn’t take it so darned hard
this time . . . That baby girl adopted by
the Bill Bendixes (they have a thirteen-

year-old daughter of their own) has
been christened Stephanie. Bill actually

got incoherent telling Cal all about its

cuteness. That’s Bendix for you.

"State Fair" Grounds: We rode the
merry-go-round the other day on the

“State Fair” set at 20th Century-Fox
and were spotted on the brown horse
by Dana Andrews who kidded the day-
lights out of us. Came up and offered

us a spun candy cone . . . Vincent Price

all done up in his “Dragonwyck” attire

took us through the magnificent gar-
dens of that set and never have we seen

such beauty until Vincent explained
how easy it was to poison someone with
an oleander leaf. Didn’t like the look in

Vincent’s eyes as he fingered those

leaves, so we bowed out and came home.
About time, too. ( Continued on page 8)
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Our fighting
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cious gum

hands bring a warm glow to his eyes? Sofskin Creme is a depend-

able beauty aid for keeping your hands the way he loves them—
soft, white and lovely. Sofskin smooths wrists, elbows, and ankles,

too. Try a jar today—you’ll be delighted with the new beauty of

your skin—and so will he!

SOKKin CR€(TK

In the Black and Gold jars — 350 • 6(K • $1.00 sizes*

*Plus Tax

Your beauty salon or cosmetic counter will be

delighted to give you a free Sofskin application.

SOFSKIN COMPANY • FINDLAY. OHIO
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INSIDE STUFF

Lana Turner and Turhan Bey also
at Louella Parsons’s Crillon party

(Continued from page 6) If You Wonder:

Where Dorothy McGuire is after you
see “A Tree Grows In Brooklyn,” don’t

ask. She’s with a USO unit overseas

playing in “Dear Ruth.” Hopes to run
into her husband John Swope over
there.

And if you wonder what’s happened
to Dietrich, think no more of it. She’s

followed her love, Jean Gabin, to Paris

and will devote her time to entertaining

the boys in service abroad. Of course
Gabin will be entertained, too, probably.

If you ponder over Susan Peters’s

tragic shooting accident after seeing

her in “Keep Your Powder Dry,” re-

member it will be a long hard pull for

little Susie with the movie colony right

behind her. Saw Bob Walker and Van
Johnson shopping for a bed jacket for

her, and Lieut, (j.g.) Bob Taylor tele-

phones concerning her every week.
Susie played with Bob in “Song Of
Russia.”

Town Chatter: Judy Garland’s en-
gagement ring from Vincente Minnelli

is so unusual. He designed it himself

—

and while you may not go for it—you’ll

have to admit, it’s different. It’s a big

pinkish pearl, set in a modern, heavy
design of gold, inlaid with onyx. The
two of them were at The Crillon, stun-
ning new restaurant, the night it opened
and Judy was gayer than she’s been
for a long, long time. She wore a huge-
brimmed hat of black feathers that be-
comingly framed her face which is fill-

ing out nicely these days. And when
she turned around, there was no crown
in the hat at all! Just the brim—which
fitted snugly to her own crown . . .

Betty Grable and Harry James are kept
pretty busy denying (1) that they’re

separating (Continued on page 10)



You will never live a more sinister
drnmn ... nor u more exciting one

!

COLUMBIA PICTURES
presents

MUNI

Thrilling with tenseness!

Towering with bigness!

Startling with suspense!

— '

MARGUERITE
with

CHAPMAN-PARKS
Screen Play by John Howard Lawson

Directed by ZOLTAN KORDA

i
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TOW HAIR
made lovely again

See how much more you can do with your hair,

how much more your hair can do for you . . .

after an Admiracion shampoo. Be through with

your hair problem! Dirt, loose dandruff, soap

film float away . . . and there is all your hair’s natural,

shining softness! When it looks and feels like that,

your hair is so quick and easy to fix that it’s fun .

.

,

and your hair’s more fun to show off too!

Admiracion Shampoo, at home or at your hairdresser’s

. . . red carton for the no-lather type,

green carton for the foamy type.

+ Gwirantt«d bv^
Good Housekeeping

INSIDE STUFF

( Continued from page 8) and (2) that
they’re going to be Ma and Pa again.
The first rumor, if you ask Cal, is

positively ridiculous. The second

—

well, it’s all over Hollywood again
. . . Big doings at ' Ciro’s after the
launching of Eddie Bracken’s new
radio show which really got off to a

wonderful start. Bonita Granville, who
usually goes places with Fred de Cor-
dova these nights, was there with
Phillip Reed, back from the Pacific and
out of the Navy now. Betty Hutton was
there with her new crush who also

happens to be the director of her latest

picture, John Berry. The Danny Kayes
(who are going crazy because Ida
Lupino just bought the house they’ve
been renting from Chester Morris—and
where can they find another one?),
Diana Lynn, with a feller who looked
just like Sinatra—only he was taller

and skinnier, Ann Rutherford, Eddie
Cantor, Lela Rogers, who will soon be
producing daughter Ginger’s movies

—

were in the crowd who helped cele-

brate. . . .

Bing Crosby, Photoplay’s Gold Medal
winner, swears that he hasn’t yet seen
“Going My Way”—but nobody believes

him. When you stop and think though,
how positively unhammy Bing is about
everything—wouldn’t surprise Cal if he
hadn’t seen any of his own pictures.

When someone asked Bing if it’s true

that he and Dixie are adopting a baby,
he said, “Oh, no! We’re loaded
now!”

Greer's Greatest Pride: Greer Garson
will show you those snapshots of her
husband, Ensign Dick Ney, at the drop
of an eyelash. She carries them around
in her handbag—stacks of ’em. Even
one of just the ship to which he’s as-

signed. And she’s so proud of the fact

that he’s been all through the Philippine

campaign. There are snaps of Dick all

done up in his dress uniform; snaps of

Dick, unshaven and sprawled on the

sand—and when Greer gets to these

she says, “I like the rugged ones the

best, don’t you?” When she exhibits

the snap of the destroyer, she beams,
“Isn’t she beautiful?” Yes, she is—and
so is Greer. Especially when she’s

flouncing around in her garden wearing
that new big picture hat—the pale

green one with the pink roses. Looks
gorgeous on Greer’s red tresses.

Straight from the Shoulder: Monty
Woolley, who doesn’t mind being a

movie star so long as he doesn’t have
to be bored with fans, got the come-
uppance of his life when he refused

autographs in a Chicago railway station.

Know who told him off? Susanna
Foster, who speaks her mind whenever
the occasion calls for it. On the other

hand, Dinah Shore called back the fans

police had shoved away from her broad-
casting station and signed every

single book. ( Continued on page 12)
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shattered ... a girl despairs of

ever being adored . . . ’til they

meet by a miracle of love and

keep a rendezvous with rapture!

The story of a hero,

facing his greatest

crisis when he comes

homQ to love again

!

R K O
RADIO

To Families and Friends of Servicemen i This is

one of the films chosen by the War Depart-

ment and provided by the motion picture in-

dustry for showing overseas in combat areas.

Red Cross hospitals and at isolated outposts.

Dorothy McGuire • Robert Young
the Lovers of "Claudia "

Herbert Marshall

"the ^tcJumt&d ((^ottacjfe"

Mildred Natwick • Spring Byington • Hillary Brooke • Richard Gaines.

Directed by John Cromwell • Produced by Harriet Parsons

Screen Play by DeWitt Bodeen and Herman J. Mankiewicr

Based on the play by. Sir Arthur Wing Pinero
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to a swoonful hair-do when you

have no spare time or spare funds

for beauty shops . . . It’s easy to

twist your ends into flat curls,

fasten them with Bob Pins. But

be sure to use DeLong Bob Pins

because they have a Stronger Qrip,

clamping each curl in place so

firmly that you need only one

Bob Pin per curl . . .When you’re

dried, combed-out and captivating,

a DeLong Bob Pin or two will keep

your handiwork intact. They’re

made for wear and tear and your

social security . .

.

StrongerGrip
Won’t Slip Out

Quality ^Manufacturers for Over 50 years

BOB PINS HAIR PINS SAFETY PINS
SNAP FASTENERS STRAIGHT PINS

HOOKS & EYES HOOK & EYE TAPES
SANITARY BELTS

INSIDE STUFF

Gold Medal Lady, Greer Garson with
Macfadden Vice President Rheinstrom
at Ruth Waterbury’s Gold Medal party

( Continued from page 10)
Newcomer Favorite: Among the men

we nominate as a soon-to-be favorite

Michael Francis Dunne, who plays

Uncle Willis in “Junior Miss.” Cal
lunched with Mike, along with Dick
Crane and Charles Russell, both wear-
ing beards and applied sun blisters for

the raft sequences of “Captain Eddie,”

and we liked him. He enthusiastically

led us all over the set just as if Cal had
never clapped eyes on one before.

Dunne was a radio announcer and actor

in New York before coming to Holly-
wood. Our hunch is—he’s a comer!

Sooo Personal: Betty Hutton’s hair

sweeps back so thinly from her nice
face she should never brush it back-
wards ... You would be surprised at

the mother of the young movie star

(male) who is about to plunge her
famous son into a scandal of her own
making . . . One of the homeliest women
in town is one of the most arresting

looking women on the screen but don’t

ask us who, please . . . People tried not
to laugh when Mischa Auer chased a

burglar and broke a leg, but the way
Mischa took on because it would inter-

The comedian and the executive’s
lady—Joe E. Brown and Mrs. Carroll
Rheinstrom at the same party

LUSTRE-CREME SHAMPOO REVEALS

A BREATH-TAKING BRILLIANCE

540 N. MICHIGAN AVE.

CHICAGO IT

This amazing new creme shampoo, extra

rich with lanolin, brings natural lustrous

loveliness to your hair after only a single

shampoo. Lathers instantly— even in hard-

est water ... thoroughly cleanses hair and

scalp . . . leaves hair fresh, glistening, so

easy to rrianage. No lemon or vinegar after

rinse necessary. At fine cosmetic counters

everywhere • • • one dollar.

Mo/'/ 25c for a generous size trial jar.

,
onlv one jar to each familv.

HOUSEHOLD SPECIAI

by Starcrossj

STARCROSS APRONS Smart design, gay print

patterns, plus sound workmanship make
these aprons real down-to-earth values*

Available in extra size and medium cover-

alls, bibs and band styles -an apron for

everybody at a price everybody can afford

STARCROSS P0TH0LDERS More than just

ornaments-these potholders really hold

hot pots . . .

!

Cotton filled, quilted, se-

curely tape bound, centers finished in

white, solid colors or sparkling floral

prints with contrasting colored bindings.

Three popular styles -in three popular

price ranges.

STARCROSS SHOEBAGS Beauty’s more
than skin deep here-! Cheerful

floral patterns, clean design -yet
sturdily constructed of long-wear

fabric to meet the test of heavy

use. 12-pocket size in a variety of

color combinations.



INSIDE STUFF

No shortage (of talent) at the Waterbury
party—Dick Crane gives Dana Andrews
a light and gets all set for scuttlebutt

fere with his campaign for Mayor of

Encino was a riot . . . Chuckles filled the
air when Dixie Crosby put her foot

down on the four boys’ appearing in

any more pictures, declaring one actor

in a family was enough. The three
oldest boys squabbled and fought be-
cause Lenny, the youngest, got more
lines to say in “Duffy’s Tavern” than
they did.

Bogie Again: Just before Humphrey
Bogart and Lauren “Baby” Bacall went
to New York, they were cheek-to-
cheeking at Mocambo to music from
“To Have And Have Not.” So far as

Bogie’s concerned, it’s “to have” from
now on. He was so outspoken in his

interviews in the newspapers that even
people in Cinematown were shocked.
But when Lauren hit the big town, she
was far more discreet—she “wasn’t
talking” about whether Bogie was to

have or not to have her. And anyway,
the first thing “to have,” if the two are
going to get together for keeps, is a
divorce from Mayo Bogart—and she
“ain’t talkin’ ” either.

Colorful: Vivian Blaine, who has
finally been able to get rid of that aw-
ful pink-red hair dye job she was bur-

There loo—Louise Allbritton in a
listening mood— with Photoplay’s
Editorial Director, Fred R. Sammis

ROY ROGERS
AND

TRIGGER

RMRIGGER
KING OF THE COWBOYS •SMARTEST HORSE IN THE MOVIES

BILLSOFROSAR
leaturms G EORG E “ GAB B

Y
” HAY ES and DALE EVANS «»mele mara grant withers and

BOB NOLANandTHE SONS OF THE PIONEERSandREPUBLIC GUEST STARS-WILD

BILL ELLIOTT, ALLAN LANE.OONALD BARRY, ROBERT LIVINGSTON, SUNSET CARSON

A REPUBLIC PICTURE
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Phil Reed, back from war, hits Ciro’s

for a gay eve with Bonita Granville

dened with in “Greenwich Village,” is

back to her more natural light brown
tresses. The “pink” photographed
beautifully in Technicolor—but it sure
looked punk in the daylight. Vivian
remembered that she once did a lot

of posing for a certain shoe company’s
ads and that they had promised her a
dozen pairs of shoes—which she had
never received. Vivian up and opti-

mistically wrote to the company a few
weeks ago requesting the shoes. When
their answer came back it said merely,
“Are you kidding?”
Another gal who’s glad her hair isn’t

pink any more is Lucille Ball—she’s
been trying to get rid of the carrot top
for ages—and got a little tired of being
called “Technicolor Tessie.” Now most
of the red is out of it and you’d almost
call her a blonde. And here’s a twist!

It was Lucille who persuaded Van
Johnson to stay in Hollywood when he
was about to give up and go back to

New York. Well, the other day these
two were making the first scenes for

“Early To Wed”—and the first thing

Lucille was supposed to do for camera
purposes, was to punch Van in the

nose!

Let's Face It: When Frank Sinatfa
was recalled by his draft board in New
Jersey for re-examination and possible

induction into the U. S. Armed Forces,

Cal couldn’t help thinking that one look
at Frank’s frail frame should be enough
to keep him out of the Army.
But now seems as good a time as any

to bring into honest discussion the

letters Cal receives from boys overseas
demanding to know why certain seem-
ingly strong and healthy young men '

capable of all sorts of physical feats on
the screen are exempt.

It’s our honest opinion that no young
man on the screen today is there be-

cause of pull or phony finagling. There
is some legitimate reason for his not

being in the fight, but Hollywood is

only brewing itself a mess of trouble

by not explaining more clearly the

situation to the movie public.



INSIDE STIFF

Beryl Wallace and Mrs. Roosevelt (Faye
Emerson) hit two high-fashion notes

May we suggest that each studio

compile a list of its eligible actors with

the reasons for their exemption clearly

set forth? The actors know all about

this feeling of growing bitterness and
feel as unhappy about it as the fighting

lads. So why not make this list avail-

able to any or all who care to see it

for fairness’ sake?
And don’t give us any of that gluck

that it’s nobody’s business. It’s the af-

fair of every lad fighting, dying or

coming home maimed or blinded, and
it’s the only fair way to settle this “Why
aren’t you fighting?” broadside aimed
at the actors.

Did You Know: Richard Jaeckel’s
mother Millicent has opened in the play

“Let’s Marry” at the Playtime Theater
in Hollywood. Son Richard, now at sea

with the Merchant Marine, wrote his

mother to keep it going until he got

home again.

Andy Russell, the new rave singer,

(it’s his listeners who rave, not Andy)
was born Andrew Rabago in Los An-
geles’ east side. His late father was a
Mexican-born cowboy and played ex-
tras in movies. Andy went from drum-
mer in Tommy Dorsey’s band, among
others, to singing in Newark, and then
on to the Paramount Theater in New
York and finally to Hollywood for the
picture “Stork Club.” He’s twenty-
four, single, a member of a Frank
Sinatra fan club and adores Crosby.
Well!
Glenn Ford received his discharge

from the Marine Corps in time to step
into the most tense twenty-four hours
of his life. His wife, Eleanor Powell,
was taken to the hospital to await the
birth of her baby with papa-to-be
Ford pacing the corridors growing
wilder as the long hours dragged on.

They had to give the poor bedraggled
ex-Marine Sergeant a knock-out pill

when it was all over and his husky
baby boy was safely here.

Party Note: Alan Curtis took Andrea
King (look for her to be a star at War-

Every day the same mistake!

Yet just half a minute

would prevent it!

PRIVATE
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Something's wrong all right — and it’s you,

Sugar! But don’t expect your boss to point

out a fault like underarm odor. It’s up to

you to avoid offending. So step on it, before

he buzzes again, and buy a jar of Mum.

Mum does the trick— in 30 seconds. You’re
safe all day from risk of underarm odor.

When you ask for Mum, you say bye-bye to

the blues a girl gets when she’s frowned on
— and doesn’t know why.

You're going over big with the boss. And
doing fine, thanks, with the rest of the office

force, too. Yes—thanks to Mum—one of the

most dependable little partners in charm a

working girl ever had.

Muni's Quick— Only 30 seconds to use Mum.
Even after you’re dressed, even when you’re busy,

you still have time for Mum.

Product of Bristol-Myers

Mum
Mum's Safe—Won’t irritate skin. Won’t harm
fabrics, says American Institute of Laundering.

Mum's Certain — Mum works instantly. Keeps
you bath-fresh for a whole day or evening.

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF
PERSPIRATION

For Sanitary Napkins— Alum is so gentle, safe, depend-

able that thousands of women use it this way, too.
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That’s where you walk, when you wear Yardley English

Lavender! So airy-light, so irresistible ... it’s a scent that

carries you to cobbled lanes, leaf-dappled country roads

and carries those about you quite away as well

!

Yardley English tovender.

Hie lovable fragrance,

$3,75. $2.50. $1.50

Yardley English Lavender Soap,

bo* of 3 fablefs, $1

Add 20% Federal Tax

Yardley producfs for America p
are created in England and

finished In the U. S. A. from the

original English formulae, combining

imported and domestic ingredients.

Yardley of London, Ine.,

620 Fifth Ave., Rockefeller Center,

New York 20. N. Y.

tJ. W. AYER

Shirley Temple is delighted when Danny
Kaye cuts capers over the cakes at Ciro’s

ners before the year is out) to the
party that Paul Brook gave at his

house, but Alan’s best gal is still the
young society miss, Betty Newling, who
has just made some very successful
screen tests and will have a movie
career of her own with Hunt Strom-
berg. The Bob Huttons (Natalie is on
that new radio show with Eddie
Bracken), Yvonne De Carlo with
Fred de Cordova, the young director

who has been taking up most of Bonita
Granville’s time lately, were there too.

And, of course, Jeanne Crain on ac-
count of she and Brook are still going
steady.

Cinema Chatter: Maybe you read about
how Merle Oberon is expected to wed
cameraman Lucien Ballard when she
gets her divorce from Sir Alexander
Korda. Maybe. But Cal has a hunch
that there’s another interest in Merle’s
life—a famous singer. Not yet free

himself . . . Virginia Weidler has turned
herself into a ravishing blonde . . . For
the first time in all the years she’s been
in pictures, somebody has realized that

dignified Geraldine Fitzgerald really

has beautiful legs so—you guessed it

—

the studio is now doing a lot of leg-art

pictures of her . . . Bill Lundigan has
been doing a wonderful job in the

Philippines and was one of the first

ashore in the Peleliu campaign. He’s
with a photographic unit. Don’t be
surprised if on his first furlough back
to the States, he and Rena Morgan
(daughter of the famous Helen) get

married . . . Vincent Price, who had to

get fat and flabby for “Laura” is shelv-

ing fifteen pounds for “Dragonwyck.”

Gals and Guys: Ann Dvorak and Les-
lie Fenton, seen about together some-
times—but no chance of a reconciliation

here. In fact, Ann and Arturo de

Cordova are shaping up into just about
the hottest romance in town . . . Lynn
Bari strolled into the Brown Derby one

16



LARAINE DAY, STAR RING IN M- G M’S "KEEP YOUR POWDER DRY
INSIDE STUFF

Quick on the trigger, Roy Rogers keeps
Mrs. R. amused on a Ciro dinner date

noontime in a flesh-colored sweater
over a short black skirt—and strong

men swooned . . . Garbo certainly be-

haves like two other people when she’s

away from Hollywood. Been flitting all

over New York cafes and public places

just like anybody else—and not pulling

that “vahnt to be ahlone” stuff. What’s
more, there is actually make-up all

over the usually unadorned Garbo pan.

’Tis said her boy friend, Gaylord
Hauser, is about to go into the cosmetic
business, and it would be sort of silly

if Garbo didn’t help things along.

Around Town: Lynn Bari and Fred
MacMurray keep a running gin rummy
game going on the “Captain Eddie” set

that’s a dilly . . . Chester Morris will do
a play in New York . . . Margaret Sulla-

van and husband Leland Hayward have
sold their Brentwood home and have
purchased one in Connecticut which
means the actress, her agent husband
and their three children will make
the East their future home . . . June
Haver, who is giving Betty Grable
plenty of competition in “The Dolly
Sisters” (Betty has put on too much
weight), is another home buyer—her
first house, too, an eight-room Colonial
near the studio. Incidentally, June re-

ports sailor Farley Granger has grown
two inches taller since he’s joined the
Navy . . . Deanna Durbin, too, too
plump, consuming plates of kidneys at

The Players and in the bright sunlight,

too—gosh, steaming kidneys for lunch
yet.

Love as Cal Sees It: Cal has finally
made up his mind about the Anne
Baxter-John Hodiak romance, after due
consideration and having carefully ob-
served them together, and here’s what
we conclude: They’ll never marry. Of
course at this point the two will prob-
ably take off for Las Vegas leaving Cal
with his bare face hanging out, but
we’ll take our (Continued on page 111)
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One miracle cream to cherish your skin

forever! To do so much more for you

than cold and cleansing cream can do!

You’ll know when you feel your skin

respond to its cleansing, softening,

smoothing effects. Use it as a powder

base; as a night cream against dryness.

And only Woodbury has “Stericin”,

purifying the cream in the jar, helping

protect against blemish-causing germs.

For new beauty, try Complete Beauty

Cream now. 10^ to $1.25, plus tax.

Woodbury
Complete Beauty
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The o/zkafap Stage
A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good: two checks, very good; three checks, outstanding

^ The Enchanted Cottage (BKO)
IN a world of ugliness lives beauty if
‘ we but hold the magic key that unlocks
the door of hope. That key is love—not
of self but for another in which self is

forgotten. So comes this ray of hope
called “Enchanted Cottage,” remade at our
own government’s request due to the
timeliness of its problem. The picture is

exquisitely produced and executed by
Harriet Parsons.
About the old cottage there has always

lingered a sort of enchantment due, pet-
haps, to the fact that for several hundred
years honeymooners have made it their

cottage. In like tradition, Robert Young
engages it for his honeymoon but a call

to flying duty prevents and later he re-
turns alone, hopelessly disfigured about
the face through accident.

Despair fills his heart and soul as his

fiancee Hillary Brooke turns from him
in weakness. Only the honest love of the

^ It’s A Pleasure

N OTHING new has been added to an
overly-used plot—the wife who clings

to the husband who drinks until the final

reel (no pun meant at all)—or to Sonja
Henie’s brilliant skating achievements
either, but for all that there’s a nice little

charm about the picture and some of the
loveliest Technicolor imaginable. Especially

the finale with rippling blue ice and little

blonde Henie skimming o’er its surface
like an elf and what’s got into us with all

this pixie talk anyway?
Michael O’Shea is believable as the man

Sonja loves and marries, but isn’t he a

little on the hefty side for an athlete, or
are we quibbling again? Anyway, we
liked him better in this film than most.
Seemed less Jack Londonish and more
O’Sheaish for a change.

homely housemaid Dorothy McGuire saves
his balance and gradually he finds him-
self clinging to it even to suggesting mar-
riage. It’s only after the wedding that he
realizes how such a marriage must hurt
her and then the enchantment comes—

-

they find themselves in love and through
love, healed of disfigurement and ugliness.
Both are wonderful. There’s a reaching

out from Young, a youthful wonderfulness
about him that’s appealing. More technical,
but still terrific, is the performance of
Dorothy. Herbert Marshall as the blind
friend carries conviction throughout, and
Mildred Natwick as the housekeeper rates
applause. Spring Byington and Richard
Gaines are just right as the misunderstand-
ing parents, and Miss Brooke a delight in
her quiet perfection.

Your Reviewer Says: A beautiful story,

beautifully told.

( International

)

The scenery, the costumes, the color are
first class all the way, but someone per-
mitted Marie McDonald to be cast as a

heavy. It didn’t ring true somehow.
Frankly we can’t make up our mind about
Bill Johnson who played Marie’s jilted

husband and manager of the ice show.
Why Cheryl Walker has been relegated
to a bit we’ll never know. And we could
do without that up-se-daisy dancing of
Don Loper’s as Sonja’s dancing partner.
It’s her first screen dance, by the way, and
not bad either.

But enough of that. It’s a cozily beau-
tiful, restful show and our decision is—
you’ll be satisfied.

Your Reviewer Says: Relax and enjoy the
beauty around you.

Enchantment: Dorothy McGuire and Rob-
ert Young in “The Enchanted Cottage”

Technicolor gaiety: Michael O’Shea
and Sonja Henie in “It’s A Pleasure”

Strictly madhouse: Fred Allen and
William Bendix in “It’s In The Bag”

^ It’s In The Bag

T
HE funniest thing about this trek down
Allen’s Alley with the one and only

Fred is his unique announcement before
the picture’s beginning concerning the cast

and picture credits, to wit: “The associate

producer is so called because he’s the only
one who would associate with the pro-
ducer.” And why they didn’t announce
the producer as Screwball instead of Skir-
ball we’ll never know.
The comedy for the most part is labored

and come to think of it the form is more
radio’s than movie’s. But on the whole,
it’s amusingly silly and wholly irresponsi-

ble so why not forget the weak spots and
latch on to the swell Jack Benny episode,

with Jack made up like a spring daffodil

for some reason, and the really funny
sequence in which Don Ameche, Rudy
Vallee and Victor Moore take part. Like
a customer at a Paris sidewalk cafe, one

(Continued

(Jack Skirball—U.A.)

has the feeling if he just sits there long
enough, everyone he knows will pass by
and, by George, everyone does, too.

Bill Bendix, John Carradine, Robert
Benchley, Jerry Colonna, Gloria Hope,
William Terry and Sidney Toler slide in
and out with amazing ease. We liked Dickie
Tyler as Fred’s precocious son and Binnie
Barnes as Fred’s wife hits just the right
note—a high brassy ping. And the plot

—

well, it gets in the way every so often, as
plots have a way of doing, and concerns
itself with Fred’s amazing legacy from a
murdered uncle.

We feel that men, more than women,
will enjoy the outlandish goings-on, but
even so we honestly wish there were more
like it.

Your Reviewer Says: The title is right—it’s

really in the bag.

on page 116)

For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performances See Page 117

For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 127

For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 20



The "bottle bacillus”, known
to science as Pityrosporum

ovale, is held to be a causative

agent ofinfectious dandruffby
many noted dermatologists.

Don’t let

Infectious Dandruff
spoil your

"Crowning Glory"

As a precaution, as a treatment, use Listerine Anti-

septic systematically. Don’t disregard such symptoms
as excess flakes and scales, itching and irritation. They
can mean that you have infectious dandruff which can

and does often play hob with your scalp.

It’s Delightful, Easy

At the first symptom of trouble get started with

Listerine Antiseptic and massage. This is the delightful,

easy, inexpensive home treatment that has helped so

many . . . and it may help you. Early and frequent ap-

plications may arrest a case of infectious dandruff before

it can get started, and even if the infection has gotten

a head start, this simple treatment may overcome it.

As a precaution against this troublesome condition

make Listerine Antiseptic and massage a part of your
usual hair-washing. And, if you’ve been troubled for

some time, apply Listerine Antiseptic once a day. If

you do not note rapid improvement repeat the treat-

ment morning and night.

You simply douse full strength Listerine Antiseptic

on the scalp and follow with vigorous, rotary, fingertip

massage. That’s all there is to it

!

Kills "Bottle Bacillus”

Listerine Antiseptic instantly kills millions of germs,

including the stubborn "bottle bacillus”, (Pityros-

porum ovale), regarded by many a noted dermatologist,

as a causative agent of infectious dandruff. As Listerine

Antiseptic goes to work those annoying flakes and scales

begin to disappear. Itching, too, is alleviated. Your scalp

tingles and glows, and your hair feels wonderfully fresh.

If infectious dandruff has already started, repeat the
Listerine Antiseptic treatment twice a day. This is the
method that in tests brought improvement, or complete
relief, to 76% of dandruff sufferers in thirty days.

Remember, Listerine Antiseptic is the same antiseptic

that has been famous for more than 60 years in the
field of oral hygiene.

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo.
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BETTY CO-ED OF HOLLYWOOD PRESENTS

Two-tone harmony. .
.
glamour-plus tailor-

ing! Smart nailhead trim. Two-tone idea,

slenderizing waistband make you look

slim as a reed ! Sizes 1 0 to 1 8. $7.98,

*Bow Blouse'— Flattering high neck—
coquette bow! Long full sleeves! Rich

rayon fabric, in white only. Sizes 32 to

38. $3.98, SX.
SEND NO MONEY. WE MAIL C. O. D.

Or save C O. D. charges by enclosing cashier's Chech or
money order plus 25c moiling charge.

Buy with confidence from Hollywood's
pioneer mail-order fashion house

!

If you are not completely satisfied, we
will gladly refund your money!

8ETTY CO-ED OF HOLLYWOOD o.P« 931

6353 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 28, California

PROMPT DELIVERY !

|
BETTY CO-ED of HOLLYWOOD, Dept. 931 ^

|
4253 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 28 , California |
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BRIEF REVIEWS
kW INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED
k'V INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

VINDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

\/BELLE OF THE YUKON—International: De-
spite the cast, Randy Scott, Gypsy Rose Lee, Dinah
Shore, Bob Burns and William Marshall, this little

Yukon number all about dance hall romances and
stolen gold that isn’t really stolen is a disappointing
show, although everyone tries very, very hard. Dinah
Shore sings several numbers with her usual appeal.

(Feb.)

BETWEEN TWO WOMEN—M-G-M: Van John-
son takes over in the Dr. Kildare series as Dr. Red
Adams, and is very likable in the role of the young
medico who solves the case of why night club enter-

tainer Gloria De Haven can’t eat. Marilyn Maxwell,
who tries to annex Van, Keenan Wynn as a night
club master of ceremonies and of course Lionel Bar-
rymore as Dr. Gillespie are all present. (Mar.)

BIG BONANZA, THE—Republic: Richard Arlen,
a disgraced Union officer, goes west, but instead of

joining his boyhood pal, Robert Livingston, saloon
proprietor, he helps the miners fight for their rights.

Bobby Driscoll is swell as Arlen’s kid brother, Jane
Frazee sings and Lynne Roberts teaches Sunday
school. (Apr.)

BIG SHOW-OFF
t
THE—Republic: Arthur Lake is

a meek little pianist who pretends to be a wrestling
sensation and Dale Evans is the supposed victim of

this unfunny deception. Lionel Stander, George
Meeker, Paul Hurst and Marjorie Manners go
around far a couple of whirls. The harder it tries

to be funny, the worse it gets. (Apr.)

BLONDE FEVER—M-G-M: Mary Astor doesn’t
mind her husband, Philip Dorn, cafe proprietor,

flirting outrageously with his blonde employee, Gloria
Grahame, until Dorn wins a sweepstake. Then the
blonde moves in and Mary moves out, and things go
around in a circle. Felix Bressart, Curt Bois, Elisa-

beth Risdon, and Marshall Thompson complete the
cast. (Feb.)

BRING ON THE GIRLS—Paramount: Eddie
Bracken is a millionaire who joins the Navy be-

cause all the girls want to marry him for his money.
Sonny Tufts goes along as, his chaperone and Eddie
gets mixed up with Sonny’s ex-girl, Veronica Lake,
until Marjorie Reynolds, night club singer, comes
along. It’s pretty silly in spots, but you’ll get a
few laughs. (Apr.)

\/yCAN’T HELP SINGING—Universal: Deanna
Durbin’s new picture is a Technicolor musical with
Jerome Kern’s tunes, gorgeous scenery and romance,
but it’s structurally weak. Robert Paige is uncon-
vincing as the romantic hero, Deanna sings beauti-
fully, Akim Tamiroff and Leonid Kinsky attempt
comedy but rarely achieve it and Andrew Tombes,
David Bruce and Thomas Gomez are also in the cast.

(Mar.)

DANGEROUS PASSAGE — Paramount: Robert
Lowery gets in more trouble when he tries to evade
enemies seeking his inherited fortune by boarding
a slow steamer. Instead he runs into a phony insur-
a"c

f P‘0*-’ a secret agent, a night club entertainer and
all kinds of troublesome things. Phyllis Brooks and
Lowery are both good, but you’d think they’d have a
nervous breakdown at least. (Mar.)

\S\/DARK WATERS—Bogeaus-United Artists: A
top-notch psychological mystery peopled with inter-
esting characters. Merle Oberon survives the tor-
pedoing of a ship and goes to live with her aunt and
uncle in the bayous of Louisiana, where weird things
begin to happen. Franchot Tone is a young doctor,
I homas Mitchell a visitor in the house of her rela-
tives, Fay Bainter and John Qualen and Elisha
Cook Jr. the overseer. (Feb.)

(Continued on page 22)

Pictures Reviewed in This Issue

Body Snafcher, The ||8

Chicago Kid, The | 19

Circumstantial Evidence ||7

Crime, Inc 120

Delightfully Dangerous 120

Docks Of New York | 18

Enchanted Cottage, The 18

Fog Island ||9

Frisco Sal I 18

G. I. Honeymoon 1 20
God Is My Co-Pilot I 16

It’s A Pleasure 18

It’s In The Bag 18

Keep Your Powder Dry I 16

Man Who Walked Alone, The 119

Picture Of Dorian Gray, The 116

See My Lawyer I 17

Song For Miss Julie, A 120

Strange Illusion 118

Thunderhead, Son Of Flicka 117



Are you in the know ?

What's best for keeping metal earrings bright?

Colorless nail polish

Ammonia and wafer

Elbow grease

They’ll be all a-glitter indefinitely— if you
treat those metal earbobs to a thin coating

of colorless nail polish. It’s tops as a safe-

guard against tarnish. And at Kotex time,

remember that now there’s a new safeguard

for your personal daintiness.

Yes! Now a deodorant is locked in-

side each Kotex napkin. The deodorant

can’t shake out, because it is processed

right into each pad — not merely dusted on!

A new Kotex "extra” at no extra cost!

Which part of a suit must fit perfectly?

The collar

The waistline

The shoulders

A drape shape demands 20-20 tailoring.

Each answer is correct, for your suit should

be trim-shouldered . . . the collar nestling

close to your neck. And the waistline should

jibe with your own (not hit you above the

belt). Wrong lines ruin your rating. Espe-

cially those "certain” lines that may bulge

through when you choose the wrong nap-

kin. So choose Kotex— for unlike thick,

stubby pads Kotex has patented, flatpapered

ends that don’t cause revealing lines.

A king-sixe teen looks smoothest if she's—
Wedded to flat heeled shoes

A frilly dilly

Posture-perfect

Are you a glamazon? Be proud of it! "Flats”

are fine, but higher heels are flatterers.

Shun fussy, frilly clothes. Above all, never

be a stoop droop . . . you’ll look smoothest

if you’re posture-perfect. Poise comes too

when you rout the panicky little cares of

problem days—with Kotex. That special

safety center gives you extra protection

because it keeps moisture from the sides

of Kotex. You can feel both regal and

reassured, day in—day out.

Now
A DEODORANT
in every

Kotex napkin
M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

More women choose KOTEX' Than all

other sanitary napkins put Together

If your friend doesn't introduce you—

Should you just stand there

Walk slowly on

Feel offended

When pal Julie stops to talk with friends

of hers in a public place— introductions

aren’t necessary. It’s awkward merely to

stand by. Walk slowly on. Knowing what
to do can be such a comfort! So too, at

"those” times, knowing your napkins can

bring real comfort— the unfailing kind you
get from Kotex. Far different from pads

that just "feel” soft at first touch, the soft-

ness of Kotex stays faithfully yours. With-

out bunching, without roping. Yes, Kotex
is made to stay soft while wearing!



SOMETIMES SCARCE
ALWAYS ENJOYABLEfor finer flavor FLEERS

FRANK H. FLEER CORP • ESTABLISHED 1885

Fleer s goes so fast,

I have to be fair
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«on be admiredftofr!

lovely Republic star of

"Storm over Lisbon"

It’s so easy to have soft, lustrous “Glover-
ized” hair that gives you the radiance of the
Stars! Famous since 1876, now you can have ALL THREE
Glover’s preparations—use them separately or together! Ask
at any Drug Store—or mail coupon today!

Glover’s, 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 555, New York I, N. Y.

Send “Complete Trial Application** in three hermeti-
cally-sealed bottles, with informative booklet, as adver-
tised in plain wrapper by return mail. I enclose 25c.

NAME....

Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on receipt {
of 10c for packing and postage. i

.i

TRIAL SIZE includes: GLOVER’S MANGE MEDICINE -
recommended, with massage, for Dandruff, Annoying Scalp

and Excessive Falling Hair . . . GLO-VER Beauty Shampoo-
leaves hair soft, lustrous, manageable! GLOVER’S Imperial

Hair Dress — Non-alcoholic and Antiseptic! A delightful “oil

treatment” for easy “finger tip” application at home. Each in

hermetically-sealed bottle

and special carton with
complete instructions and
FREE booklet, “The Sci-

entific Care of Scalp and
Hair.”

Apply, with massage, for

DANDRUFF, ANNOYING
and EXCESSIVE

FALLING HAIR.

\/DESTINY—Universal: A strange and very enter-
taining film about an ex-convict, Alan Curtis, who
finds himself innocently involved in another crime
which sends him into hiding. He takes refuge on
the farm of Frank Craven and his blind daughter
Gloria Jean, who befriend him unquestioningly.
Splendid support is offered by Grace McDonald,
Frank Fenton and Minna Gombell. (Mar.)

\/DOUBLE EXPOSURE—Paramount: Photogra-
pher Nancy Kelly joins the staff of a weekly maga-
zine, of which Chester Morris is the editor, and out-

maneuvers him professionally and romantically until

she finds herself embroiled in a murder mystery and
needs his help. Phillip Terry is Nancy’s beau from
the same small town, who follows her to New York
to see no harm befalls her. (Mar.)

RENTER ARSENE LUPIN — Universal: New-
comer Charles Korvin is the news of this picture.

What a lad! As the jewel thief who takes great
pleasure in out-crooking other crooks, and finds him-
self all entangled with a precious gem, a beautiful
girl, Ella Raines, and a comic detective, J. Carrol
Naish, he turns in a charming, polished perform-
ance. (Feb.)

EXPERIMENT PERILOUS—RKO: This is an
absorbing psychological drama dealing with a beau-
tiful woman, Hedy Lamarr, who lives in a nightmare
of terror that centers around her husband, Paul Lu-
kas, and her small son. George Brent is the doctor"
and amateur detective who falls in love with Hedy
and finally solves the reason for her terror. With
Albert Dekker and Margaret Wycherly. (Mar.)

FALCON IN HOLLYWOOD, THE—RKO: The
Falcon (Tom Conway as usual) finds his murder
mystery this time in Hollywood, where he’s gone on
vacation. Taxi driver Veda Ann Borg edges him
into the case of the murdered leading man, and one
corpse leads to another and one mystery to another
until Conway finally solves the case. Barbara Hale,
Frank Jenks and John Abbott are in it too. (Feb.)

\/GENTLE ANNIE—-M-G-M: Annie, as played by
Marjorie Main, is a likable character and provides
some really good moments of entertainment. Half
the romance comes in when Donna Reed seeks shelter

with Marjorie and her two sons, Henry Morgan and
Paul Langton; and the other half arrives with James
Craig, who’s really a government detective. Barton
MacLane is the sheriff. (Mar.)

\/GIRL RUSH, THE—RKO: Laid out in the Old
West during the gold rush, the thin story has to do
with a stranded show-girl troupe and the efforts of

Wally Brown and Alan Carney to get them back to

civilization. Frances Langford sings several numbers
beautifully, Vera Vague’s clowning keeps you laugh-
ing and Wallv and Alan try very hard. (Jan.)

I
/GUEST IN THE HOUSE—Stromberg-U.A. : An
exciting story of a devoted couple, artist Ralph Bel-
lamy and his wife, Ruth Warrick, who invite an ill,

neurotic girl to be their house guest. Whereupon
the neurotic, Anne Baxter, causes no end of unhap-
piness and destruction. Marie McDonald is Bellamy’s
model who fills Anne’s heart with fearful jealousy
and Scott McKay is the doctor in love with Anne.
(Mar.)

\S]/HANGO VER SQ UARE—20th Century-Fox

:

An outstanding and gripping thriller, due to the ex-
pert job of picture craftsmanship, the logical reason
that revolves the man Laird Cregar into a monster
upon occasion, and the quiet authority of George
Sanders as the Scotland Yard psychiatrist.' Linda
Darnell plays the girl who brings on her own un-
doing; and the late Cregar’s last performance is a
superb one. (Apr.)

HAVING WONDERFUL CRIME—RKO: George
Murphy and Carole Landis are newlyweds who are
so devoted to Pat O’Brien that they take him along
on their honeymoon to a resort hotel. There they
get all mixed up in murder and mystery and bodies
disappearing and appearing all over the place. In
fact, the mystery is so mysterious that we still can’t

figure it out. (Apr.)

HER LUCKY NIGHT—Universal: Martha O’Dris-
coll and Noah Beery Jr. get all involved in a story
that deals with a fortuneteller and George Barbier
testing Noah’s ability for a job. The Andrews
Sisters shine in the singing and crooning depart-
ments, but it won’t be the luckiest night you ever
spent in front of the flicker screen. (Apr.)

\/HERE COME THE CO-EDS—Universal : Abbott
and Costello are caretakers at a girls school under
the strict supervision of Lon Chaney and to compli-
cate their lives even more, Martha O’Driscoll, a

night-club show girl, wins a scholarship to the

school and headmaster Donald Cook falls in love

with her. The boys are back in their stride and it’s

a very funny film in lots of spots. (Apr.)

^'l/'HERE COME THE WAVES—Paramount: A
happy-as-a-lark story about the girls of the Navy,
with Bing Crosby as a crooner who’s the idol of the
bobby-soxers, Betty Hutton as twins (imagine two
Huttons in one film) and Sonny Tufts, who even
sings with Bing. Betty’s cute, the show’s cute and
you’ll just naturally want to see it. (Mar.)

y'y'HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN—Warners: A great

big star-studded musical, with the stoi^* telling the
adventures of two soldiers, Bob Hutton and Dane
Clark, who visit the Hollywood Canteen. Bob meets
and falls in love with star Joan Leslie, and Dane
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falls for Jams Paige. The conglomeration of stars

includes Bette Davis, Joan Crawford, Jane Wvman,
Dennis Morgan, Jack Carson and many others. (Mar.)

HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN—Universal: Boris
Karloff is the mad scientist, Lon Chaney the Wolf
Man, and John Carradine the deformed Monster, and
they engage in all kinds of repulsive goings-on.

Anne Gwynne is the girl in love with the Wolf Man;
and Elena Verdugo, Sig Ruman and Lionel Atvvill

have the misfortune to know all these unattractive

people. (Mar.)

I ACCUSE MY PARENTS—PRC: John Miljan
and Vivienne Osborne are rich, doting and heavy-
drinking parents who neglect their son Robert Lowell.

So Lowell meets Mary Beth Hughes, ends up by
driving a hold-up car and finally gets mixed up with
murder and stands trial for it. But why waste your
time? (Jan.)

BE SEEING YOU—Selznick Interna-

tional-UA: Ginger Rogers possesses a new sincerity

as the girl “on furlough” from prison who visits her
relatives for Christmas and meets Joseph Cotten, a
war-shocked soldier on furlough from a hospital.

Shirley Temple plays Ginger’s cousin and Tom Tully
and Spring Byington are her parents. It’s a differ

ent, appealing picture. (Mar.)

S/^IRISH EYES ARE SMILING—

2

Oth Century-
Fox: A tuneful and happy musical, with Dick Haymes
playing Ernest Ball, a ballad writer of the nineties,

and June Haver the girl he’s in love with. Monty
Woolley is priceless as a Broadway promoter, an^ the

songs are nostalgically lovely and haunting. Anthony
Quinn, Veda Ann Borg, Beverly Whitney and Clar-

ence Kolb lend welcome support. (Jan.)

\/\/KEYS OF THE KINGDOM, THE—20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Powerfully moving and tenderly touching
is A. J. Cronin’s story of the humble and seemingly
misfit priest who accepts a post in China and en-

dures through plague and revolution with strength
and humility. Gregory Peck gives a splendid char-
acterization as the priest and Vincent Price, Thomas
Mitchell, Rosa Stradner and Edmund Gwenn turn
in fine performances. (Mar.)

LIGHTS OF OLD SANTA FE—Republic: Dale
Evans rodeo is fast going on the rocks, even though
it’s managed by Gabby Hayes. So Roy Rogers and
Richard Powers, both likely lads, are interested in

Dale and her rodeo, and the net result is lots of
singing, dancing, trick riding and everything but
worry over the problem at hand. (Feb.)

MAIN STREET AFTER DARK—M-G-M: A short
punchy film that serves as a warning to service men

against the crooks who haunt cheap beer and dance
halls. Selena Royle is the head of a family of such
criminals until police lieutenant Edward Arnold
cracks down on the gang. With Dan Duryea, Hume
Cronyn, Audrey Totter and Tom Trout. (Feb.)

MAN IN HALF MOON STREET, THE—Para-
mount: Nils Asther is ninety years old, but looks
thirty-five because he keeps transplanting into his

body the glands of young men whom he murders for
the purpose. Scientist Reinhold Schunzel aids in this

defiance of nature. But finally Nils’ loyal fiancee

Helen Walker discovers his little secret. With Paul
Cavanaugh and Edmund Breon. (Jan.)

iSMARK OF THE WHISTLER, THE—Darmour-
Columbia: Richard Dix turns in a bang-up perform-
ance as a derelict who poses as another man in order
to collect a large sum of money from a bank. He
actually gets the money, but collides with crippled
peddler Paul Guilfoyle, and from then on he gets

deeper and deeper into trouble. Janis Carter, John
Calvert and Porter Hall are all very good. (Jan.)

\/\/MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS—M-G-M: The
Smiths of St. Louis in the nineties are the nicest

people you’ll ever meet. The story of how they
don’t want to move to New York is replete with
charm, color and romance. The family consists of

Judy Garland in love with Tom Drake, Margaret
O’Brien, Lucille Bremer, and Joan Carroll as her
sisters, and Mary Astor and Leon Ames her parents.
The music is delightful. (Feb.)

I
/MINISTRY OF FEAR—Paramount: This is filled

with confusion and intricacy of plot, but the actors
perform so well that it has its points. Ray Milland
gets released from a British asylum on charges of a
mercy killing, only to get embroiled with Nazi spies

hiding behind a charity organization. Marjorie Reyn-
olds is the Austrian girl. Carl Esmond her brother
and Dan Duryea a villain. (Jan.)

MURDER IN THE BLUE ROOM—Universal

:

Anne Gwynne, her mother Nella Walker and step-

father John Litel reopen a haunted mansion with a

party at which Bill Williams disappears for good.
Grace McDonald, Betty Kean and June Preisser sing

and dance right through it all. (Feb.)

MY GAL LOVES MUSIC—Universal: Bob Crosby
is a crooner-band leader who puts on a local kid con-

test over a national hook-up to find a child prodigy.

So Gracie McDonald poses as a child and wins the
contest, only to fall in love with Crosby. Betty Kean
warbles away, Freddie Mercer sings too, and Walter
Catlett and Alan Mowbray mug at each other all

over the place. (Feb.)

(Continued on page 124 )

Your STEERHIDE Huaraches will be
well worth the ration stamp you must
now send us, because they are carefully
handcrafted of real sole leather and
have the stamina of a shoe. Work,
walk and play in them, they can take
it, and every pair you buy saves
American shoe leather needed else-

where. Send your foot outline and shoe
size. We guarantee a fit. P/ease send
ration stamp.

Sizes for everyone—men,
women, children. (Chil-
dren’s sizes §2.25)

Please send pairs Huaraches

Foot outlines enclosed, sizes

Name

Address

p.

OLD MEXICO SHOP
SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO
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His heart in his eyes . . .

his eyes on your lips . . . your lips

irresistible in irresistible ruby red

lipstick! whip-text through a

secret process to be creamy-soft,

non-drying, color-true.

Matching rouge and powder.

irresistible lips are

S-MO-O-T-H-E-R! A TOUCH OF IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME ASSURES GLAMOURWHIP-TEXT TO STAY ON LONGER
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M
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“Many are called but few are chosen”—and thereby hang the headaches and

heartaches behind Hollywood’s most exciting yearly event

BK

T
HE truth about the Academy
Awards is that they are fearful,

wonderful and slightly goof-nuts.

They are given for every achieve-

ment that has to do with movies,

from new inventions in sound tech-

nique to the best performances of

the year. Yet, despite the enthusiasm
and excitement each professional

group feels in the awarding of an
Oscar to one of its members, the

whole lot of them—cameramen,
technicians, sound engineers, musi-
cians—sit tense and wait, even as

you and I, to see just which actor

and actress will take home that face-

less, sexless statuette. For even to

the industry itself, those are the two
outstanding awards.
So here Fearless will tell you mere-

ly of the stars, male and female, who
have little Oscars in their homes, and
some of the hidden yarns of how the

Oscars came, to live there.

The complete name of the Acad-
emy is The Motion Picture Academy
of Arts and Sciences. It was found-
ed as a non-profit organization on
May 4, 1927, by a top-ranking group
of executives, producers, writers,

directors and actors. Such person-
alities as Douglas Fairbanks, Cecil

B. De Mille, the Warner brothers,

Jesse Lasky, Irving Thalberg, Mary
Pickford and numerous others were
its original sponsors. Its avowed
purpose was that it was established

“to the end that the arts and sciences

of the industry and the dignity and
honor of the profession may be ad-
vanced to their rightful standing
among the creative institutions of

mankind.”
To the eternal credit of the

Academy, they have tried to keep
the Awards all fair and clean. But
the Academy is like the political

boss who must find a good man to

nominate but who hasn’t the time to

know every little ward heeler. He

—

like the Academy—must accept the
recommendations of busy lieutenants

who, in turn, have accepted the
recommendations of somebody lower
down the scale—and right down
there is where the monkeyshines go
on, come Washington, Hollywood or
Helena!

Academy Award—betterknown as Oscar

In its attempt to keep everything
above-board and honor all votes, the
Academy this year has surpassed it-

self in getting things snafu, and all

with such good intentions.

To prove the goof-nuts angle, con-
sider the Academy’s allowing Barry
Fitzgerald to be nominated both as

the best male featured player and
as the best male star. No one can, in

the same picture, be both—any more
than a man in uniform can simulta-
neously be a lieutenant and a corporal
—but the Academy achieved the im-
possible.

Then, having automatically pro-
moted Barry (regarding whose su-
perb performance in “Going My
Way” there never was any argu-
ment), it just as automatically de-

moted Jennifer Jones, who won last

year’s Academy Oscar for the best

starring performance in “The Song
Of Bernadette,” and made her a

featured player in “Since You Went
Away,” in which she was definitely

a star, one of the seven stars in that

film.

The exact technical difference

between being starred and being
featured is that when a player’s

name precedes the title as, for ex-
ample, Bing Crosby in “Going My
Way” with Barry Fitzgerald, that

makes Bing the star and Barry the
featured player. Though these dis-

tinctions may seem petty to you,
they are fully as much a matter of

pride and honor to Hollywood as the

distinctions in the number of stripes

on a GI’s sleeves are to the service.

The Academy knows about Holly-
wood’s distinctions, and knows how
sensitive the acting profession feels

about them. Yet the very fact that

it could get itself into this state of

wacky confusion is typical of the
snarls it has found itself in ever
since it presented its first Award
way back in 1928.

It was an excited, idealistic, stimu-
lating occasion that year but right

away the politics started. Janet
Gaynor got the statuette then—the
“Oscar” tag didn’t come into usage
until 1935—for her lyric performance
in “Seventh Heaven” and Emil Jan-
nings carried home the male honors
for “The Way Of All Flesh.” Was
everybody happy? Certainly not.

Charles Farrell’s friends, in partic-

ular, and Charlie, personally, were
miserable. They felt their boy had
been pushed around. Come another
year, they said, and they’d see that

such things didn’t happen to their

candidate.
But next year sound came to pic-

tures in a really big way and so

dominated things that the political

pot couldn’t really boil. Mary Pick-
ford won for her first talkie role,

“Coquette,” and Warner Baxter
scored for introducing a character
called the Cisco Kid in “In Old
Arizona.”
But by 1931 sound could be taken

with a normal ( Cont’d on page 100)
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G
REER GARSON, Photoplay’s Gold Medal Lady, re-

minds me of a duchess. Not that she looks like one.

More often than not duchesses aren’t at all regal like

Greer but are women with bad figures and terrible clothes.

I think of Greer as a duchess because usually only some-
one as sure of herself as a duchess is as much fun, as gay,

as amusing and daring.

At a party I gave recently Greer, Artur Rubinstein, the

pianist, and Lauritz Melchior, the Metropolitan tenor,

pretended to orchestrate Wagner. Greer was a trombon-
ist. It was one of the funniest things I have ever seen.

Greer’s hair became rumpled and her gown was awry.
But, devoid of any pretensions of elegance, she isn’t given
to worrying about such unimportant things. Conse-
quently, she’s more fun than most women I know.
Back in 1940—before Greer was well established in

Hollywood—we worked together in the theater. A group
of us—Doug Fairbanks Jr., Roland Young, Ida Lupino,
C. Aubrey Smith (now Sir Aubrey), John Loder, Rita
Hayworth, Brian Aherne, Joan Fontaine, Edmund Gwenn
and Constance Bennett—got together to give our services

in Noel Coward’s series of little plays collectively known
as “Tonight At Eight-Thirty.” We were not in the war at

this time but felt very keenly about Great Britain and,
through our six-weeks engagement at El Capitan Theater,
finally contributed over twenty-five thousand dollars to

the British War Relief.

Greer and Brian and I played in “Ways And Means.”
Greer was an adventuress. Brian was her husband. The
entire action took place in a bedroom of a Mediterranean
villa with Greer and Brian reclining in twin beds. I was
the hostess.

During rehearsals Greer was kind enough to make little

suggestions that helped my performance immeasurably.

For instance, she said: “Elsa, when you stoop to pick up
anything from the floor why don’t you turn your back
to the audience?” Since my figure is one that always is

very much in evidence this proved an excellent bit of

business which brought howls from the audience through-
out our run.

It is not by fortunate chance that Greer Garson is one
of Hollywood’s first ladies today or that

,
the American

public, through the Photoplay poll, directed by Dr. Gal-
lup, has voted her the most popular actress of 1944.

Greer worked hard for her high place. Only a long ap-
prenticeship, I think, makes it possible for any actress to

give such charmingly convincing portrayals as those
which have marked her in pictures like “Goodbye, Mr.
Chips,” “Blossoms In The Dust,” “Mrs. Miniver,” “Ran-
dom Harvest” and “Mrs. Parkington.”

In England, far from being a great star, Greer was a
member of a touring company. She played in industrial
cities like Manchester and Liverpool and in smaller cities

and towns in Ireland and Scotland. Members of such
touring companies live simply and are hard put to it to

make ends meet. When they get into a town they are
quartered in lodgings which cost about one pound (less

than five dollars) a week. These lodgings are described
literally enough as “bed and breakfast.” The quality of

both bed and breakfast seldom varies. It is poor.
However, had Greer not grown up professionally in

this hard way she might never have impressed Louis B.
Mayer that night in London when he dropped in to see a
mediocre play, spied her in a small role and was instantly p

convinced she might become a great star. M
Not that the race was won for Greer that night by any ^

means. When she appeared as Mrs. Chips in “Goodbye,
Mr. Chips” the critics penned good (Continued on page 121)



When you read this beautiful story you, too, will

wish that the miracle Susan Peters hopes for, but is pre-

pared to do without, will reward her shining courage

When Susan married Richard Quine
life was gay and full of promise

“17OU needn’t be afraid to talk

V frankly. I know I probably will
* never walk again. The Navy doc-

tor told me in San Diego. I’ve had
some little encouragement since I

came back to Los Angeles. But I am
prepared for what lies before me.”
The girl in the hospital bed barely

made an outline under the covers,
she was so slight. She was as delicate

as Dresden—for since the terrible,

shocking accident that paralyzed her
from the waist down, Susan Peters
weighs but a mere eighty pounds.
Yet there was courage there that

blazed in every fibre of those eighty
precious pounds. It’s the same type
of unconquerable courage I’ve seen
in those boys invalided back from
the battle fronts. It lies like an
armor on Susan, shining out of her
big, wide gray eyes, in her com-
pletely feminine frilly bed jacket, in

the little girl pigtails in which her
hair is braided.

“1 want to live,” she said in her
steady, throbbing young voice.
“There are so many things I can do.

BY LOUELLA 0. PARSONS

That’s why I am not giving up the
fight. I mean, giving up inside!”

If I had thought, when I went
down to the hospital—the first person
outside her husband, Lieut. Richard
Quine, her mother and Lana Turner,
to see Susie—that I would have
trouble controlling my emotions, I

knew better now. I would have been
ashamed to feel anything that even
verged on pity for this girl who
doesn’t know the meaning of it for

herself. And she doesn’t want any
of you who knew her on the screen
and wrote her letters because you
liked her work to weep for her.

“I’ve thought it all out,” she went
on. “Things don’t happen just acci-

dentally! There is a plan and a pur-
pose behind everything. If at first I

was bitter because I thought my
career was over—just as it was start-

ing—that is all past. There is much
I can do, that I should do.

“For one thing—when the boys
start coming back from overseas,

some of them crippled just as I am,
many of them will be afraid to face

life, their loved ones—or to go home.
I can talk to them—perhaps help
them get jobs. I can help them find

courage in the philosophies that have
helped me. Maybe if they see and
talk with a girl who has the same
trouble they have, those boys won’t
be afraid to face the world!”

I could have put my arms around
her then and held her to my heart

—

but that is the thing Susan doesn’t
want right now. So, I matched my
mood with hers and said, “Thanks
for letting me be the first to talk to

you for an interview, Susie.”

“I wanted to see you,” she smiled.

“Do you remember the first inter-

view we had?” I laughed with her.

She had come into my living room
all dressed in red and with some new
shoes she had bought. They were
red, too, and they hurt her feet. I

saw her making faces and trying not
to show that the new shoes were
making her wince. “Take them off,”

I said. And take them off she did.

From that time on, Susie and I were
never on formal terms again.

She had just played that remark-
able part in “Random Harvest” and
was being hailed as the coming
young dramatic star. A young Norma
Shearer, they called her. She made
a couple of other pictures, including
“Song Of Russia” and then she met
and married a boy she loved very
much, Richard Quine.

It was a sweet church wedding
with all the sentiment and laughter-
behind - the - tears that accompanies
the union of two young people, un-
spoiled, deeply in love, two who have
saved themselves for one another.
Everyone said there was nothing but
bright happiness ahead for Susie and
Dick, for his career was on the up-
grade, too.

Who could have suspected that
even then the grim clouds were
gathering?

THE first blow was the loss of their
1 expected baby. Susan had guarded
the secret so closely and was so
sensitive about it that even her
studio did not know for weeks fol-

lowing an emergency operation,
which almost cost her life, that she
had lost her baby. There ensued
months of recuperation, away from
her work, while she tried to regain
her strength.

Dick, meanwhile, had gone into
the Coast Guard—but they felt
lucky that he was stationed nearby
in San Diego so they could be to-
gether on his brief leaves. The story
of what happened that one fateful
week end is too well known for me
to repeat in detail. It was one of

those freak accidents. Susan and
Dick had planned a hunting trip.

She picked up a gun, held it the
wrong way and a bullet shot through
her lung and abdomen, lodging in

the spine.

“From the moment it happened,”
Susan told me. “I have thought more
of Dick than I have of myself. It is

so terribly hard on him—he is so
young. And so sweet. He is the most
wonderful husband in the world. Do
you wonder that I cannot feel my-
self unlucky (Continued on page 107)
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IDIUH A S0TK3 m ‘HIS

BY FATHER VICTOR FOLLEN

No one knows better how to judge a man than a

wise priest. Here Father Follen paints a pic-

ture of Bing Crosby the world has never seen

Barry Fitzgerald and Bing Crosby, the two priests
in Paramount’s Award picture, “Going My Way.”

AKING a line from the picture,

“Going My Way,” I feel sure that

the right things to say about Bing
will occur to me after this has al-

ready gone to press.

It’s hard to make a production on
paper of the things you know about
Bing. So we’ll just go ahead and put
them down. And in the end they’ll

add up to a picture of a fellow who
has a song in his heart, and who is

doing a lot to make American hearts
happier right now.

I feel proud that a cross-section of

mothers, sweethearts, fathers and
young sons and daughters in the
United States as polled by Dr. Gallup
has chosen a man with the sim-
plicity, modesty and humility that is

Bing’s as the one to have contributed
most to their enjoyment during this

crucial war year.

I’ve known him since 1930 when
he was a fairly undistinguished mem-
ber of Paul Whiteman’s “Rhythm
Boys,” singing an engagement at the
Ambassador Hotel.
Ours is just a friendly relationship

that first started on the greens of

Lakeside Golf Club. And in fifteen

years the only changes I’ve noticed
in him are that his voice is a little

lower, his golf game a little better
and that he’s discarded the wild
“blazers” he wore then for the wilder
things he affectionately calls sweat
shirts now.

Though I have on occasion played
golf with him, I’m better at kibitzing
than I am at playing right now. I’m
a little like Barry Fitzgerald in the
picture: I can look at that hedge
but I can’t jump it any more.
A priest usually sees people under

two conditions. When they’re very,
very good and when they’re equally
bad. But out on a golf course men
are just boys in short pants, per-
fectly natural, and you can get to

the core of them.
One thing I can tell you—in no

golf game does Bing ever throw any-
thing as he would have for Barry in

that picture. He plays a serious game
... all business. He has a low handi-
cap and has always had to give me a
few strokes.

“Well, Father . . . since you can’t

swear . . . every nine holes we’ll let

you throw a club just as far as you
can,” he’d say.

Knowing Bing, the qualities that
stand out most about him are his

simplicity and lack of pretense or
affectation of “°any kind. He is so

natural. Just doesn’t put on a show
for anything.

It was this part of his nature that

came through so true to life in “Go-
ing My Way.” I’ve talked with many
priests who’ve seen the picture and
have noticed always how surprised
they’ve looked when I asked them
what they thought of Bing’s “acting”

as a priest. They’d never even
thought of it as acting. And they
would be the ones most ready to

criticize him. Yet to all of them he
was only very natural in the part.

Just being Bing.
In real life he has no affectations

even where small matters are con-
cerned. This applies even to a tele-

phone message from him. Where
other celebrities and others who
have achieved a certain measure of

success in various fields may have
their secretaries call you and say
very business-like, “Father . . . this

is So-and-So’s secretary. Mr. So-
and-So is calling and would like to

speak to you” . . . there’s none of

that secretary business with him.
Whenever Bing wants to talk to you,
it’s simply, “This is Bing, Father.”
Or—if messages are left for you

—

“Just tell him Bing called.”

You respect him for a humility
that no amount of wealth or fame
have ever been able to change. Get-
ting anything out of Bing about Bing
is tougher than paying the new
mortgage off on the church. He talks

about like Calvin Coolidge. Or less.

And he’ll take none of the credit

for “Going My Way,” telling you
only that whatever appeal the pic-

ture possesses is entirely to Director
Leo McCarey’s credit.

“It was conceived by him and the

rest of us just did what we were told
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Bing gives cheer to eager refugee
children on his recent overseas trip

to do by him. He pulled the strings

and I jumped,” he says. “Working in

the picture was fun and I’m glad the

public seemed to like it as well as

they do. It makes a fellow feel pretty

good. An actor only gets a chance
like that once in a lifetime and I’m
grateful that such a chance was
given to me.”
To those who congratulated him

on portraying a priest and asked how
he felt about doing it, Bing always
laughed and said that he did ap-
proach it with no little fear. “But I

haven’t been excommunicated yet.

So I guess I got by.”

Knowing how he feels about any
conspicuous attention, his friends

like to tease Bing about the time
when he attended a small neighbor-
hood church outside his own parish.

When the church was so crowded
that he had to go stand in the choir

loft where the little girls of bobby

-

socks age were singing, they got so

excited they couldn’t sing a note.

Bing was so embarrassed.
He’s a man of few words, but

makes them all good. And for a

person who has everything, he’s al-

ways appreciative of the thoughtful-
ness of others or any little things

they do in his behalf.

For many years at Christmastime
I’ve gotten joy out of reading an old

book called, “His First And Last Ap-
pearance.” ( Continued on page 103)
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This is straight - from - the - heart

dreaming by a typical GI— of

a special girl on her special day

~Vy

Dear Mother:

Our troop is on the move again. For the moment the train is stopped in some
small, nameless station. And from the car window I can see several son-less war
mothers giving sandwiches and cakes to the soldiers. And, no matter where or
when I see them, I cannot help but wonder if there is that same lonely look in

your eyes, too.

Eight months have passed since we said good-by at the station in Los Angeles.
Remember how I made you and Grandma leave the depot before our train

departed? I still hate to say good-by.
Are Grandma’s lemon meringue pies still so wonderful, or have my dreams

placed them on the proverbial GI pedestal? And do you still make the most
wonderful Waldorf salad in the world? Or have I, like every other fellow away
from home, romanticized that pre-war room of kettles and recipes?

Last night I lay awake most of the night planning our tomorrow. The new
paint for the house and the walks up the beach and the weekly family outing. And
surf fishing with that RKO grandfather of mine—remind me to make him quit his

job and become a fisherman. He looks a bit like one of Picasso’s characters,

anyway. And buying that hideaway on the desert where I used to take Mac
as a pup. Do you think he’ll remember me? Still carry his picture with yours,
of course!

So many people have come to me on this tour thanking me for “Home In
Indiana,” particularly fellows in the service. I tell them, naturally, I had nothing
to do with the success of the picture; it was my good fortune to appear in the
production. Many parents have said how happy “Winged Victory” made them.
I cannot deny how proud I feel when people have good words for those films.

People even remember California in “Stage Door Canteen.” After this war
pictures will have such an important part in the world. And I am so happy to

be a part of them. Many of us have our own ideals that must be nurtured
and given fife when we are actors and directors and writers again. My roommate,
Martin Ritt, for instance, and I have already planned several pictures for that
tomorrow we know is so near.

Idealism in motion pictures, as usual, is criticized and joked about terribly.

And yet when a film like “None But The Lonely Heart” comes out of Hollywood,
Hollywood is the first industry to recognize its qualities. With all of our faults

in Hollywood, so greatly publicized, we are improving and progressing. And being
even a small part of my home town’s future is exciting in itself.

Received a letter from Jeanne Crain yesterday. She is so excited about her role

in “State Fair.” It sounds comparable to “Indiana.” We have both decided to do
another film together as soon as possible. That, alone, is worth coming home to!

Mother, does the sun still shine as brightly in California and is the Pacific still

so blue and the air so clear? Can you still sit on the edge (Continued on page 80)
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She’s Elizabeth Taylor who

speaks the language of the

animal kingdom—and adds

postscripts to her prayers

BY MAXINE ARNOLD

Velvet and King who met in a picture
and have since been bosom friends

L
ITTLE Elizabeth Taylor of the
inner spiritual radiance and the
world’s most amazing pair of

dark blue eyes can credit her success
to a deep sincerity, a great faith in

everything and everybody and the
belief that if you want things that

are right for you, they’re honest-
injun bound to come true.

To her, life is very simple. Things
happen because it’s right for them
to. And because, when it is right,

God pitches in on your side.

That’s why she thinks there’s noth-
ing funny about getting her first

screen role at an air raid wardens’
meeting or growing three inches in

three months to fit Velvet. It was
just right.

Anything she wants very badly
becomes a postscript on her prayers.
The role of Velvet was a special P.S.

that went out from her bedside every
night. Her hope of getting King, the
horse she rode in that picture, is the
newest one tacked on now.
She is in truth a living Velvet—

this beautiful little girl whose faith

in a horse won her the Grand Na-
tional in Metro - Goldwyn - Mayer’s
“National Velvet” and gave Eliza-

beth herself a winning number in the
Hollywood handicap. The same faith,

warm sympathetic nature and gen-
tleness that is Elizabeth should see
her over all the jumps that may lie

ahead.
There’s another postscript that’s

going out now and that is
—

“if it’s

right”—for her to play the role of

Peter Pan.
This, too, is the dream of Clarence

Brown, who directed her in her first

big success. In the role that made
Maude' Adams famous, little Eliza-
beth, whose spiritual quality often
causes her to be compared with Miss
Adams, could step right out of the
pages of Sir James Barrie’s “Peter
Pan.” But she probably won’t be-
cause Walt Disney owns the rights

to it and no fairy wands the studio
waves in his direction can get it.

Elizabeth loves the role of Peter,

the youth who didn’t want to ever
grow up, who played on his pipes,

dressed in autumn leaves and cob
webs and lived among the fairies

and animals in the Never Never
Land.

All of which sounds pretty won-,
derful to her. For like Peter Pan
she has her own Never Never Land
where all things are good and beau-
tiful, where she lives with the an-
imals she loves so much—horses,

dogs, cats, chipmunks and more
horses. Unlike him, she hasn’t any
pipe, but manages to attract so many
animals anyway that her parents can
hardly get into their backyard for

the growing zoo.

She has a Peter Pan-ish quality

about her face—an elusive, dreamy,
intangible something that you can’t

catch .hold of long enough to de-

scribe. Something that goes along

with that Never Never Land and fly-

ing over tree tops on the back of

the wind. She resembles a dryad,

with her even sensitive features,

luxuriant blackish-brown hair, long

black lashes and level brows that

frame her eyes. Those eyes concern-
ing which Clarence Brown says,

“There’s something behind them that

you can’t quite fathom—something
Garbo had.” And Director Freddie
Wilcox telling about interviewing her

for her first picture, “Lassie Comes
Home,” says that when she walked
into his office, “We all took one look

at those eyes and she was in. There’s

something behind them. I don’t

know. ...”
Whatever Elizabeth is wearing

whenever you see her, she’s also
(

wearing a long string that’s defi-

nitely not a part of any ensemble.
It dangles down the whole length of

her dress and means that her pet

chipmunk, Nibbles, is attached to

the other end of it somewhere.
Probably on the back of her neck

under her thick long hair. The string

may dangle from her pocket, inside
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of which Nibbles is serenely sitting and holding a sprig

of red berries in his paws as he has chow. Elizabeth fairly

worships the little chipmunk, which she captured while
on location with “Hold High The Torch.” The long string

is for the purpose of making sure that the tiny creature

won’t get lost in the big house or that her black cat, Jeep-
ers Creepers, won’t mistake him for a glamorized rat.

The more you try to talk to her about Elizabeth, the

more you find out about Nibbles, about her three dogs,

Monty (an English golden retriever), Spot (a spaniel),

Twinkle (cocker), Prince Charming (her horse), Sweet-
heart (her brother’s horse), the other eight chipmunks
she had and gave away and King Charles, the beautiful

thoroughbred of “National Velvet.”
“They were afraid for me to ride him,” she’ll tell you

gravely. “But he loves me. He wouldn’t hurt me. You
don’t have to worry about King when you get on his

back. You just leave everything up to him. I think he
likes to know that I leave it to him. That he’s the boss
and I trust him. You see horses are just like people.

You’ve got to love them and trust them.”
She is very serious about her work, about the people

she portrays. And often, though the director may be
satisfied with a take on a picture, Elizabeth will beg,
“Can’t we just try it one more time? I know I can do it

better. I sort of feel it welling up inside me now.”
On the way home from the preview of “National Velvet”

her mother asked her what she thought of it. “I’ve always
loved Velvet

,

Mummy,” she said reverently. As though
Velvet did it alL

Q ENTLE is the word for Elizabeth. Just as she “gentled”
the high-spirited horse she rode in that picture, so

does she “gentle” everything and everyone with whom
she comes in contact.

Her Hollywood beginning was different from that of

most cinema children. Thirteen-year-old Elizabeth was
bom in London, England, the daughter of Francis
Taylor, art dealer, and the former Sara Sothem, a pretty
American actress who had been on the New York and

London stages. She’s always loved horses and first learned
to ride at the age of four when they were spending a

summer vacation in Kent at the lodge estate of her god-
father, Col. Victor Cazalet, since reported missing in

action.

When she was seven and war seemed too near, her
father sent the family to the States to stay with Mrs.
Taylor’s father in Pasadena. Later he joined them, estab-
lished an art gallery in Beverly Hills and they moved to

the pretty Spanish-style stucco home where they live now.
Elizabeth loves story books, but her own story tops

anything she could ever read. Although her parents had
been approached by agents and others who thought she
should be in pictures, they’d never considered It seriously.

Strangely enough it was her lovely coloratura voice
(which hasn’t been used yet) that decided it. Elizabeth
wanted to learn to sing “high—like a bird.” So she began
taking singing lessons and soon could go within five notes
of the end of the keyboard. She attended the same dancing
school as the children of John Considine, M-G-M pro-
ducer, and one day was overheard practicing by Mrs.
Considine, who was so impressed that she called Louis B.

Mayer and said, “You should hear her. She sounds just

like a bird!”

So the next day there was Elizabeth in her little pina-
fore standing in the middle of a big office with several
executives gathered around. They were enthusiastic and
wanted to sign her. And Elizabeth, in turn, was very
impressed by the big studio and the fascinating people
with the make-believe faces (make-up). It looked like

a real Never Never Land to her.

But since her parents had told Universal that they
would give them first chance if she ever went into pic-

tures, she signed there, instead, for a year. Nothing hap-
pened. And when the contract was up she signed with
Metro with no more fanfare.

Sam Marx, M-G-M producer, who was then looking for

a little English girl to play. in “Lassie Come Home,”
didn’t even know they’d signed a little girl with big

luminous blue eyes who would love to play in a picture
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with a dog, especially an enchanting dog like Lassie.

It all happened three days later when Elizabeth’s daddy,
who’s an air raid warden, went to an air raid wardens’
meeting and bumped into Sam Marx, warden in another
block near them.
During the meeting somebody asked Marx how his

picture was coming along.

“It’s almost finished,” he said, “but the girl is too tall

for Roddy McDowall. We’re going to have to get a
smaller child.”

“Have you seen Taylor’s little girl?” suggested some-
body.
He said he hadn’t and told Warden Taylor to bring her

over. Thus the next Sunday afternoon after church the

Taylors dropped by the Marx home and the producer
looked at Elizabeth and said, “Why haven’t I seen you
before?”
She was visiting her grandparents in Pasadena when

they got the wire to report to the studio that same after-

noon for a test. They rushed over, but the tests were all

finished and the crew was packing up their equipment
when they dashed in. Director Freddie Wilcox told them
to start rolling again.

After the test the cameraman and grips congratulated
Elizabeth and told her, “You’ve got it, honey. You’re in.”

So, since anybody’s word is honest-truth to her, she
told her mother, “Mummy, I’ve got the part.”

“No, darling. They haven’t seen the test,” her mother
explained.
“They said I did,” said Elizabeth simply.
And, as it developed, she did.

She’d always loved Velvet, the little girl who shared her
own love for horses. And when she finished “Lassie
Come Home” and knew the studio was going to make
the other one, she started wishing and praying a little

ahead of time. '
•

As a matter of fact, the studio had been going to make
“National Velvet” for some twelve years but had never
found the girl for Velvet. They tested Elizabeth and
liked her very much, but as Pandro Berman, studio
executive told her, “We’d love you for the part, Elizabeth,

but you’re just too little.”

Sitting over in the comer with her heart in her eyes,
Elizabeth said shyly, “Well—I’ll grow.”
“Honey, if you can grow I’ll wait for you,” the exec-

utive smiled. “I’ll wait three months—and you grow.”
“Don’t wait too long, Mr. Berman,” Mrs. Taylor broke

With love for King—Elizabeth turns to her painting hobby

in hurriedly. She had a lot of faith in her child—not with-
out excellent reason—but this was certainly pushing it

too far. “She hasn’t grown a quarter of an inch in three
years!"
“But I will,” said Elizabeth. And did.

She ate more than she’d ever eaten in her life and
added two hours of sleep each night. She began to ride

and jump her red sorrel horse over the five-foot jumps
at West Los Angeles Riviera Country Club several hours
a day, training arduously for the jumps she’d have to take
in the film. She went roller skating and learned to ride

a bicycle. “Took a lot of falls too—that always helps,”

she smiles now.
In three months she’d grown three inches. Until one

day the producer took a startled look at her and said,

“We’d better make this thing before you grow right on
out of it.”

A SK Elizabeth how she thinks it really happened now
and she says solemnly, “Well, I always prayed to God

that if it was right for me to play Velvet that I would. I

guess He thought it was okay.”
Somebody else who definitely thought it was okay was

Producer-Director Clarence Brown, who considers Eliz-

abeth' a great little artist. “I really hate to call her an
actress,” he says, wincing a little at the word. “She’s much
too natural for that.” Which is highest praise from this

star-maker, who has piloted Mickey Rooney, Jackie
“Butch” Jenkins and others into fame.
He loves children and always fears a “star complex.”

Thus, because of his great feeling for Elizabeth, he
fairly exploded her first day on the set when he arrived
early and saw a gold star on her dressing room door, a
red carpet lushing from it and the words “Miss Taylor”
impressively flourishing thereon.
He couldn’t stand to see her start out with two strikes

against her.

So when she came he had a very serious heart-to-heart
talk with her in which he explained that the red carpet
must go, also the gold star and the “Miss Taylor.” Then
he had an inspiration. “Why not' change it to Velvet?”
he said.

That night at home Elizabeth cried a little and sat down
and wrote him a note that was so sweet and sincere he
carried it around in his pocket for weeks. “I was so
proud of it,” he says. In it she said that she knew what
he was talking about and not to (Continued on page 90)

A make-believe ride on one of her collection of saddles

37



COLOR CANDIDS BY HYMIE FINK

38



American Union: J}o/in Payne and Qforia <2\> Udaven, home-front honeymoonen

Honeymoon Specials



Judy Garland in casual attire and a serious mood

Time for director Vincente Minnelli to talk to his star

T
HERE is one thing about Judy Garland—maybe be-
cause she has music all the way through her: She is

literally like a haunting melody. After you’ve been
with her for any length of time, you remember her for

days. You find yourself smiling and thinking of some
little thing she did, of her enormous youthful gravity
when she is serious about anything, of her rich chuckle
when she is amused, of the impression of littleness and
fragility she gives.

“I’ve put on ten pounds,” Judy told me. “Isn’t it

wonderful?”
“I thought maybe you had that modem idea of being

so terribly thin,” I said.

“Me?” said Judy, and chuckled. “Of course when I was
a kid I was chunky as anything. So then I was always
trying to take off weight. It was awful! I had an appetite

and I guess I was growing and I was always hungry—so

I just couldn’t diet. So I used to exercise. But it never
did any good—I stayed chunky. Then all of a sudden I

got thin. And I was too thin. So then I had to start trying

to get fat. Now I’ve put on ten pounds—and I think that’s

about right.”

The day Judy invited me over to have lunch with her
and Vincente Minnelli, she was late. She’s nearly always
a few minutes late for everything; she’s even late on
the set.

“Where’s the baby?” somebody will say. (She is still

M-G-M’s “baby ”)

“She’ll be along,” somebody else says.

“The point is,” says Miss Garland in explanation,

“there’s only one of me. I have to be in so many different

places at the same time.”

The truth is that she is interested in so many things

—

music first and foremost, the young American composers,
the great conductors, the political significance of Wagner’s
unquestioned genius. She is interested in every detail in

the war, in sports and the nickel World Series in St. Louis,



Judy on the set of her latest picture, M-G-M’s “The Clock”

in collecting china, in the writers who have been produced
by the war and the books they’ve written. She’s interested

in everything that takes place in Washington. I don’t

mean just surface patter—I don’t mean that she’s an
intellectual. She’s just vitally interested in everything
that’s going on in the world, which, of course, makes for

richness of personality.

The first time we had talked about the possibility of

her marrying Vincente Minnelli was just before Christmas
and her engagement to him had not yet been announced.

“I made one mistake,” Judy said then. When she looks
at you seriously like that her eyes get darker and darker,
shadowed by the intensity of her inner thoughts, by her
all-out integrity about herself. “I don’t want to make
another.

“I love my work. I know there are girls who can give
up their work and get married and just live at home. I

don’t believe I could. I don’t believe I’d be happy. You
_ __ 77
see

—

S
OMEBODY came in with some papers for her to sign,

the wardrobe wanted to know if she’d be ready for a
fitting at three, her secretary handed her a list and Judy
said, “These are the nobody-can-do-them-but-me things.

You know about those.”

After a while she went on, “You see—my father and I

were very close. He loved music and the theater and
everything about it. He sort of planted it in me and when
I was little and they found out I could sing—he began
to train me. I wasn’t more than a foot high, I guess. My
mother thought I could do something long before any-
body else did—she thought I could maybe even act some-
day. We always belonged in the theater. I know that lots

of stars say they’d like to retire and I know some girls

who really can occupy their lives other ways—but—I’ve

been singing and dancing and acting since I was two

—

ten years in vaudeville and ten (Continued on page 97)

It will be a wedding march—the scene will

be the altar—the girl, Judy Garland,

will meet the man, Vincente

Minnelli—and both will say “I do!”

BY ADELA ROGERS SI. JOHNS

’The Clock” inspired this milkmaid shot of Judy
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Tom Drake did it—kissed a girl nine years ago—and remembered.

P.S. It took an elopement in the desert to catch up with his dream

BY HELEN LOUISE WALKER

T
OM DRAKE waited nine long

years to marry his “Chris.” And
when it finally happened it was

in one of the dizziest, most hurried,

most hectic whirls you’ve ever heard
of! They both think that if they live

to be a hundred they will still feel

a bit breathless when they recall that

trip to Las Vegas to be married.
“That’s one little trouble with a

motion picture career,” Tom grins.

“It so often doesn’t give you enough
time for the niceties of life . . . like

weddiilgs.”
Actually, though, they loved every

moment of it and the memories will

always be very dear—if they can
ever get them really sorted out.

Maybe we’d better go back to

the beginning. The first time Tom
ever kissed Chris, when he had
known her only a few days, his lower
lip caught in the braces on her teeth!

That was when he was seventeen
and she was fourteen and they were
both having a fling at acting in sum-
mer stock at Poughkeepsie. The kiss

was a stage kiss, all in the interests

of their mutual art, but Tom found
that he had enjoyed it very much,
despite the braces on her teeth and
the rehearsal audience which laughed
unfeelingly when he emerged from
the embrace with a bloody mouth.
After that there was never any

Other girl for Tom, although life and
fate and other cosmic forces seemed
determined to keep them apart. He
had pretty rough sledding, trying to

get a start in the theater, and mar-
riage for him at that age and with
the sparse dollars he managed to

earn at his chosen profession, was
simply out of the question. The
pretty little girl—oh, yes!—her name
was Christopher Curtis—went on to

swifter successes than Tom’s, ap-
pearing as actress and singer in

seven or eight Broadway shows,
some of them very successful. Tom

The happy ending for a patient torch bearer—Tom Drake and his Chris

kept on plodding at his acting.

Along about the time when he
began to be making some real prog-
ress in his own career, he learned
that Chris had married another actor

—Michael Ames. That, you might
have thought, was that. But some-
how Tom never really believed it.

So when he learned, eight months or

so ago, that Chris was in Hollywood
with her three-year-old daughter
and that she had been divorced, he
wasn’t really very much surprised.

By this time his stage success in

“Janie” was well behind him, he had
a fine Hollywood contract and was
busily piling up outstanding per-
formances in such pictures as “Two
Girls And A Sailor,” “Mrs. Parking-
ton” and “Meet Me In St. Louis.”

His feeling for Chris hadn’t changed
a bit. He lost no time in convincing
her of this and persuading her that
the logical—indeed the only—thing

to do was to take up their lives

where they had left off and start

over, together.

But it was one thing for the two
of them to agree to do this and quite
another thing to arrange practical

details. They were as sentimental
about it as they had every right to

be and they wanted a quiet, leisurely

wedding with a little time for a

proper honeymoon. Five different

times they made their plans . . . five.

And each time something arose to

compel them to postpone it . . . “just

for a little while.” Tom was called
for retakes (Continued on page 65)

He married his first love



W-(j-W\ “ULLnJJh DL WMo4•veninxf in ipnncp soon o appear in



ar time wife

A surprise story about the Ginger

Rogers of today and the pattern she

has figured out for her war-waiting

I

T was a night of glamour in Hollywood—glamour and
drama. The Jack Bennys were giving a party at prac-
tically the highest peak of the war. Stars and more stars

literally thronged to the white Roxbury Drive mansion.

They filled the canvas-covered garden setting where a

bountiful board was spread and charcoal braziers afforded

warmth in California’s “winter time.”

In the midst of it all was Ginger Rogers, very joyous,

; very much in the spirit of things. She was taking the eve-
ning off—a rarity for her these days. The star of “I’ll Be

'

Seeing You” arrived with a woman. For the moment Ginger
was throwing herself into the camaraderie of the occasion,

camaraderie born of the end of one year and the beginning
of a new one—especially this significant year of 1945.

Just then a woman whom she knew passed by with her
son, a lieutenant in the infantry who was home for the

holiday. Ginger looked up, recognized her, saw the young
officer with her and suddenly her face came aglow with
tenderness and emotion.

“Oh, honey, are you happy! Are you lucky—having your
soldier home with you! Don’t I wish I had mine here
tonight!”

And with that one touch of sentiment, Ginger closed the
door on the emotion she had briefly shown and became
again light and gay. But the emotion had registered for

the one or two people who had observed it, and on the
woman to whom the comment had been made.

That’s the way it is with Ginger as a wartime wife. She
has the bars up for any public investigation of her inner
sentiments and feelings. Only if you catch her off guard,
which is rare indeed, can you leam what her reactions are
to the present phase of her life apart from her career. It

iis considerably more than a year ago that she said good-by
i to her husband of a comparatively few weeks, Sergeant
|Jack Briggs of the Marine Corps, for he has been in for-
eign service ever since then.
But Ginger will not discuss what it all means to her

more than to say, “I guess the one thing common to all of
us who have loved ones in the service is hope and prayer.
There used to be an adage, ‘While men fight, women wait
and weep.’ In this war it’s, ‘While men fight, women work
and pray.’ Intensive work, intensive prayer are great sus-
taining forces.”

Ginger has set her star on a bright, particular goal. She
will not capitalize on her marriage for publicity purposes.
Her silence on the subject has been almost inviolable, yet
it is known that she was with Jack constantly prior to his
departure. If she did not appear depressed by the shortness
of the days she had with him as (Continued on page 77) When they were bride and groom—Ginger and Jack Briggs



BY RUTH WATERBURY

Lillian and Fred in the doorway of
their early American home—in
a “Frederick” and “Lilly” mood

A
BOUT two years ago, Bob Tay-
lor gave Snow White to Fred
MacMurray. She wasn’t Walt
Disney’s Snow White. This

. Snow White was a Persian
kitten. But Fred’s relationship to

Snow White is so illustrative of his

general attitude toward life that her
saga belongs in this chronicle.

Fattened and given lavish affec-

tion by Susie, Fred’s little daughter,
the kitten grew beautiful. Everyone
was happy until the night that Snow
White announced at the top of her
voice that she craved a personal life.

Fred and his chic and beautiful
wife Lillian went into a huddle. It

was Fred’s decision that any cat was
entitled to her emotions, whereupon
they scurried around, found a Per-
sian of as noble blood but the oppo-
site sex, and presently there was a
litter of kittens, eight to be exact.

Without too much struggle, the Mac-
Murrays found them all good homes.
Thus later on they never gave a

thought to Snow White’s barging out
on a free-lance job until one morn-
ing when they saw more kittens

wobbling around their garden.

The MacMurrays went in for some
frantic telephoning, but most of their

friends weren’t having any more
kittens. It was weeks before the
new eight were placed into happy
homes. Then Fred issued an ulti-

matum.
“Sixteen is enough for her,” he

said.' “Let’s have no more of this.”

So Snow White went for a visit to

the vet and has been as demure as
anything ever since.

In everything he does, Fred Mac-
Murray is live-and-let-live, but he
believes in reticence and moderation.
These latter qualities get in the way
when you ask him to talk about
himself. It isn’t that Fred doesn’t
wish to be cooperative, but he simply
is incapable of talking about any-
thing that is important to him. He
can talk on for hours about hunting
or fishing, but he can’t even tell his

wife he loves her.

He has, however, his own way of

saying “I love you” to Lillian, as she
has for him. He calls her “Lilly.”

Lillian’s name stood by her in that

way all through her stage and mod-
eling days—her family and friends46



Family fun and contentment— Fred and little son Robert, daughter Susan— and Lillian

call her Lillian. But to Fred she
is always “Lilly.” She doesn’t like

the name, except when Fred speaks
it. And she in turn calls him “Fred-
erick.” It is not his name—was never
his name. He was christened just
Fred. The funny part of it is, he
doesn’t like “Frederick,” either! But
he loves it when spoken by his .wife.

He knows it’s her way of saying
“Darling.”
Recently a woman friend came to

Lilly MacMurray and explained that
she could no longer endure her mar-
riage because her husband simply
refused to murmur sweet flattery to

her.

Lilly shakes her head when she
tells this. “Why, if I waited for
Frederick to tell me he loved me,
I’d wait forever,” she says. “I know
that he does, but I’ll never learn it

from him in words.” She insists she
doesn’t recall Fred’s telling her he
loved her when he proposed that
they be married, more than nine
years ago. To this day, he is still

uncertain of just when her birthday
falls. He has never yet remembered
one of their anniversaries, and he

has yet to have the faintest idea of

what to give her for Christmas.
“Some of that is my fault,” Lilly

says. “I don’t care for jewelry and
I make most of my own clothes and
hats. I’ve got everything in the house
any woman could possibly want, so

there never is anything I really do
need. But if I don’t tell Fred spe-
cifically what to buy for me, he frets

and worries and usually turns up
with a bag, which I don’t want,
either.” She smiles as she says this,

the serene and happy smile of a wife
in love.

Fred says it was love at first sight
for him. “The first thing that got me
was her beauty,” he admits frankly.
Then lie grins. “Now, after ten
years, that’s not so important, but
I’m glad it’s still there.”
He’s pleased that she doesn’t want

to act, either. Once Lilly took a
screen test. “I thought she was ex-
cellent,” Fred says, “but she thought
she was terrible. I was thankful for
that.”

He talks off-screen much as he
does on, one short sentence and
then a' lull. Off-screen he seems to

be genuinely afraid he may get over
his depth conversationally, just as he
is forever worried he’ll get beyond
his depth artistically.

Straight from “The Gilded Lily,”

his first picture, in which he played
Claudette Colbert’s leading man and
got $200 a week, up to his present
two-a-year contract plus the right

to do one outside picture with Twen-
tieth Century-Fox—all three films

at many times that original fee—his

career has been solid triumph. He
just happened to “hit” comedy at

Paramount with that first picture,

and after that he felt it was all he
could do. He made forty pictures
there, working incessantly, learning
the- art that both he and Lilly regard
merely as a job, yet he was in jitters

over doing “Double Indemnity,” his

first straight dramatic part. Every
critic proclaimed that it was the
finest performance he had ever given,

but all Fred says is, “I wouldn’t be
so scared now.”
He left Paramount last fall be-

cause they refused him the clause
Twentieth granted him, the right to

an outside (Continued on page 80)
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hirty years ago a factory of dreams

J came into being — Fox Films, the

oldest of its kind operating today. They

gave us the first screen "vampire,"

Theda Bara, the greatest cowboy star,

Tom Mix, the greatest child star, Shirley

Temple. Today, as Twentieth Century-

Fox, this studio, under the leadership of

Spyros Skouras, Joseph Schenck and
Darryl F- Zanuck, sweeps onward
producing giants like "Wilson " and
heart-warmers like "Home In Indiana

”

Jeanne is the girl from “Home In Indiana”—

a

“beautiful dreamer” who believes in practical dreaming. Her next is “fkate Fair”

PHOTOLIFE OF JEANNE CRAIN
i UBURN-HAIRED, green-eyed Jeanne Crain has a quiet and vital person-

/| ality, a belief that “wishing will make it so”—but that wishing must be
backed by hard work and planning.

She started early in her plans to reach Hollywood and perfection was her
aim in everything, even in her studies at school. But there were disappoint-

ments, of course.

The part of Lucy in “The Magnificent Ambersons” was a role she wanted
desperately. She was tested for it but didn’t get it because she was too young.
And there was the role of Bernadette in “The Song Of Bernadette.” She didn’t

get that one either—once again because of her youth.
Later, when the disappointment had lost its bitter taste, Jeanne was glad

that the role hadn’t been awarded to her. She might not have been mature
enough to play it as it needed to be played. After all, her background in

the world of the theater was still pretty new and shiny.

BY LYNN PERKINS
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She learned young that audiences are critical. Even at thirteen Jeanne had already had a long career in back yard productions. The kids

n her block were the toughest audience she ever faced. And when they started to applaud her, Jeanne was really encouraged

There was no small detail she forgot. fourteen, Jeanne spent

hours every day going up and down the stairs without looking at

the steps. All the time she was working in little theater plays,

studying dramatics' at school, preparing for Hollywood stardom

Cameras are nothing new to Jeanne. Just sixteen, she was named

Miss Long Beach in the Miss America contest. Then one evening she

was in the audienee at the Max Rheinhardt Playhouse and Ivan

Kahn, Twentieth Century-Fox talent scout, saw her and presto!
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Jeanne went on with her education, attending the University

of California at Los Angeles. She studied art and languages.

She was very popular—just as she had been at Inglewood High

School when her fellow students voted her grid queen for 1941

There was a time in her life when her ambition was to be a

painter. Though acting crowded it out, she didn’t forget it.

Now painting is her favorite hobby. Jeanne does pastels and oils

and she specializes in portraits. Her sister Rita often poses for her

Kahn arranged for a screen test for her. When Casting Di-

rector Bob Palmer saw the tests, he said, “She’s IT!” Ivan

Kahn shows an incredulous Jeanne the memo from Darryl

Zanuck assigning her the leading role in “Home In Indiana”

Three times a week Jeanne goes to the movies. She likes to

pay her way in—go the way everyone else does; likes to feel

a real audience around her, instead of having the pictures

run off for her in a deserted studio projection room
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Jeanne was a favorite on the set of “Home In Indiana” too, especially with her co-star Lon McCallister, now in the Army.

She had to learn to ride bareback—something she knew nothing about. She learned—but . it took persistence and

painful tumbles. So the “beautiful dreamer” gritted her teeth and took her bruises and her courage right back to conquer the horse

Every Sunday Jeanne goes to church—to crystallize her dreams.

Her home life is very important to her and she gives sole credit

for her success to her mother for the splendid advice and phil-

osophy she instilled in her from the time she was a child

Jeanne likes flannel pajamas, two showers a day. She always

sleeps with the windows open. The star of the forthcoming

“State Fair” dreams every night—practical dreams about “things

I can’t do. Then when I’m awake I go right ahead and do them.”
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Bowman,

The man wanted the girl, the girl

wanted a Jhome. So Cupid sat in as agent

—and the Bowmans bought a house

BV FREDDA DUDLEY

Saave firesider: Lee Bowman of “Tonight And Every Night”

O
NE Sunday afternoon a year or so ago Lee Bowman,
late of “The Impatient Years,” and liis wife drove up
before a rambling old bouse in Santa Monica and

parked. Lee had t>een informed by his mother, who had
the news from the fine print in the local paper, that the
house was available for purchase—an astounding oppor-
tunity in population-clogged Southern California.

The grass was brown and neglected; the walk was root-

bulged and weed-grown; the roof was constructed of

shake (thick redwood shingles laid in pattern to create

a handsome shadow line), but it needed several coats of

paint.

The Bowmans exchanged glances. “Hmm—I don’t know
about that,” gloomed Lee.
Helene shook her head. “But while we’re here we might

as well go inside and have a quick look around,” she
suggested.
So they made use of the key that the real estate agent

had supplied and promptly got the surprise of their lives.

The floors were redwood, doweled and grooved, and in

some rooms laid parquet. The library was paneled with
oak, rubbed to a dull glow by many ’long years of hand
polishing. The beams, the mouldings, the stairway were
impressive with the proud, timeless dignity that craftsmen
put into construction thirty years ago. Even the invisible

necessities of the house were of the best: All pipe was
copper.
The Bowman footsteps echoed to the high ceilings as

they strolled through the spacious rooms and regarded
the views to be had from successive windows. “We could
enclose that end of the porch and have a wonderful den,”

Lee said tentatively.

“It would take two solid months of painting, scrubbing,
polishing and redecorating to put this house into condition

—but when that was done, we’d really have something,”
said Helene.
They took another final look through the four upstairs

bedrooms, each with its private bath; they strolled through
the library with its ample shelves and its great fireplace,

through the dining room and the commodious kitchen.

“I guess this is it,” said the man about to buy a house,
and lpughed a little.

“Let’s go talk terms,” suggested his wife, running a

proprietary hand over the satin balustrades down which
her children would sometimes slide in disregard of par-
ental order. And so the deal was closed.

There is something about buying or building a hojase

that, no matter how smooth and well-planned the action

may be, is highly dramatic. It is a special kind of thrill

—

high adventure. A home is always a milestone in a

marriage. This was particularly the case with the Bow-
man family. To explain this remark, let us go back to

the year 1938. At that time Lee Bowman’s picture career
might not have been making Halley’s comet look like a

wet firecracker by comparison, but he was plugging along,

using the reliable slow and steady method.
At that time, Lee was an alumnus of the University of

Cincinnati and of the American Academy of Dramatic
Arts. He had worked on Broadway in “Berkeley Square”
in which he enacted his favorite role to date, that of Peter
Standish, and he had appeared with the celebrated Kate
Mayhew in “The Old Lady Shows Her Medals.”
He had been sent by Oscar Serlin to Hollywood and had

worked in “I Met Him In Paris” with Claudette Colbert

and Franchot Tone, as well as in (Continued on page 108)
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For all his fun and friendliness

I

T was the day before Christmas and the young man
wandering down Hollywood Boulevard was broke, job-

less and blue.

Suddenly before him something gleamed white on the

sidewalk. He reached down and picked it up. It was a

small white elephant with a piece of chain still attached.

Evidently it had dropped from some child’s bracelet.

He looked at it a long minute and felt the surge of

hope and promise course through him. Here was the

sign—he knew he would never be jobless again.

And what’s more, Richard Arlen never has been. The
day after Christmas Jesse Lasky gave him a job. That
was twenty years ago and he’s never stopped working
since.

It’s a funny thing about Arlen, too. All about him beats

the hullabaloo of Hollywood, the ballyhoo of newcomers,
the hubbub of glamour and success, the dim-out of reced-
ing glory. It never touches him. He goes right on making
pictures year after year, his work flowing on like the
current of a slow lazy river. He lets the others do the
galloping off into oblivion.

Forty odd years old, he looks twenty-five. Women turn
to gaze after him, attracted by the abundant hair that

waves back from a good forehead, the fine figure, the
mannish attractiveness. Men like him for the square look
in his eyes and the sense of fresh air about him. It may
be that he carries with him part of the washed skies in

which he’s spent so much of his life. For he was a flier

long before he was an actor.

His important arrangements, business or social, are al-

ways settled with a handshake. He never signs a contract
with motion-picture producers. His word is good and
they know it.

He’s an established success as a man rather than as an
actor—a man who has many business interests, one of
which is acting, and he does a good job of all of them.
Twenty years ago he began in the industry by getting
run over while acting as a messenger boy delivering cans
of motion-picture film to a laboratory. Fortunately, the
man whose car trespassed over Dick’s person, fracturing
his leg, was a motion-picture producer who in retribution
offered Dick a job as a bit player at $75 a week. After
six weeks in the hospital, Dick took it.

When the studio asked his name he was so sure he’d be
an absolute failure, he didn’t want his family to guess, so
instead of his right name, Richard Mattemore, he gave
the first name he could think of. It was Richard Arlen.
And instead of his native city of St. Paul, he placed his
birth way down in Charlottesville, Virginia. It was the
remotest place he could think of. Not to this day has he
been to Charlottesville.

His movie beginning was slow. There were four bit
parts before his big chance in “Wings” came along, putting
not only Dick on top, but director William Wellman as
well.

Dick knew all about those wings, too, for as a kid of
seventeen he’d gone to England and joined the R.A.F.
He could fly like a Mallard duck. In fact, many years
later Dick established a flying school with a chap named
Probert, and the Arlen-Probert School of Flying at
Van Nuys flourished. He took two years away from the
screen for this work and did most of the coaching himself.
To him came Jimmie Stewart, a gangling new actor at
M-G-M, for his first lessons that have since aided him in
his work as Lieut. Col. Stewart (Continued on page 94)

he lives his life apart, because he’s

learned to walk alone in the clouds

BY RAY USTRANGE
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She’s a pixie in pigtails—this Mar-

garet O’Brien, who soft-pressures your

hand and high-pressures your heart

Margaret throws the jacks as Linda LeRoy (daughter of the director) watches Intrigued with her mother’s recipe

T
HE young mother’s hair was a

black smudge separating her white
face from the pillow. Across the

room a baby cried.

“She’s straight and strong, you’re

sure?” the mother asked the nurse
once more. “Poor little thing . . .

with her father dead and a mother
like me . . . My life’s over. . .

.”

“When you aren’t so tired,” the

nurse promised, “you’ll feel other-
wise.”

Tired . . . she tried to remember
when she hadn’t been tired, how it

had been when she had had Larry
and, as Gladys Flores, she had ut-
terly forgotten her audience in the

joy she knew in the music and her
dance. The last six months without
Larry had been long. Widowhood
had not grown easier with time.

Often it seemed as if the weight of

her heart was greater than that of

the baby lying beneath it. She had
kept on dancing, not because there
was any joy left in it, but because
she needed the dollars it earned. She
had held her last class the day before
the baby was born. It had been use-
less for her sister Marissa, also a
dancer, to plead with her to give up
her classes. “We’ll nteed every last

penny I can lay by,” Gladys always
answered.

wL,. i

The baby was christened Angela
Maxine — Angela Maxine O’Brien.
She was a pretty baby, largely be-
cause of her eyes. In those eyes lay

all the innocence of a life yet to be
lived, coupled with the wisdom of

the ages. She was a good baby too.

So seldom did she cry that by the
time she was eight months old Gladys
O’Brien had the courage to launch
upon a bold plan. She moved her
little family into the smallest double
room available at the Waldorf-
Astoria. It was cramped quarters for

her and the baby and Marissa. Get-
ting Angela Maxine in unseen was
an accomplishment achieved by the
benefit of a steamer rug she carried
casually over her shoulder and over
Angela, lying against her arm.
“You’re going to dance right here

in the Wedgwood Room,” Gladys
told Marissa, so much younger that

she also was her child in a way. “Be
well paid for it too. Living here
we’ll convince them we can afford
to name our own price.”

Slowly, as her strength had flowed
back, Gladys had started dreaming
for Marissa again.

“You have such courage,” Marissa
told her, a little frightened some-
times by the scope of the dreams.
Gladys laughed. “Courage is a

politer word than Larry used. Re-
member, he always called it darn
foolishness.” But her tone made the
charge an endearment.
The women were bending over the

twin bed in which Angela Maxine
was propped up with pillows. A
chambermaid had brought extra pil-

lows. And instead of objecting to

having a baby on her floor, the floor

clerk was forever telling Gladys and
Marissa she’d be glad to take charge
any time they wanted to go out
Gladys never took advantage of

this offer until the night Marissa
opened triumphantly in the Wedg-
wood Room. Upstairs, at the same
time, Angela Maxine knew triumph,
too, as both chambermaid and floor

clerk, supposed to frown on babies
in their domain, marched up and
down the counterpane the plush an-
imals they had brought her and kept
her awake long past her bedtime.
When Marissa finally concluded

her engagement at the Waldorf the
O’Briens returned to California. In
Hollywood it was hoped Marissa
would find more glory. It wasn’t
only for Marissa they wanted success
now. Angela Maxine was walking,
talking. Sometimes they had to

skimp to pay for regular examina-
tions by a (Continued ov page 92)



My Favorite Possession

Of course you’re sentimental about the person you love, about

your wedding ring, your baby’s first booties—so are the stars.

But there are other things—like a scrapbook, or an old pair of

shoes. Here these stars tell you about the things they cherish

56

fRutherford says: “The monkey thumbing
his nose on my right hand led to the white horse with boxing
gloves on my left, and thereby hangs my love story. When I

was six, I got angry over a silly slight and my grandmother
gave me the monkey. ‘This is the way you feel,’ she said, ‘but

if you act as you feel, you’ll be just as silly as the monkey.
Remember, things will get you angry all your life, but if you
use anger constructively you can turn the things that go
against you into good things.’ I’ve kept that monkey ever
since. And I try never to act like him no matter how I feel.

When David May came along, he sent me the white horse
saying, kiddingly, that he was my knight on a white charger.

Later, after we were married, he sent me the boxing gloves
and whenever we have even the mildest tiff, we put flowers

in the boxing gloves and laugh away our troubles.”

mian cddadd says: “What I most cherish is th

scrapbook my grandmother made for me when I was fivt

One day as I passed one of those houses with basement win
dows that open on the street level a bullying kid, aged aboc
ten, reached out, grabbed my ankle and threw me so hari

that I broke my leg. That meant weeks in bed and, alway
having been active, I wasn’t a very good patient until Grand
ma thought of the scrapbook. She pasted the most wonderfu
pictures in it—photos of beautiful girls, views of seagoin;

yachts and race horses, photos of me and my other small-fr
friends. Then we made up stories to go with all the picture:

My convalescence passed by magically after that and I kep
making up stories around that book throughout my child

hood. I still love the scrapbook for the memory of a wonderfu
lady who, through it, gave the first wings to my imagination.



UoJJg QlhCDou-all SCiySt “One night during the

ginning of the blitz on London while my mother, my sister

d I were huddling fearfully under the stairs, we heard the

t-a-tat-tat of falling shrapnel and saw the glow that meant
piece had hit close to us. When the all-clear sounded we
ept out, afraid we’d find our house on fire. By a miracle
wasn’t. The pieces of shrapnel I’m holding had caught onto
curtain but somehow had not ignited it. Mother made me
ing them to Hollywood as a reminder that the war is not
er, and that I must buy Bonds, conserve and in every way
all a fellow my age can to help toward bringing peace.”

cJorxan (Donlevy says: “My finest keepsake is a
pair of shoes, the first I ever had, as a kid in Ireland. They
were hand-made, of the best local leather, with iron-bound
tips put on by the blacksmith. And I was told by my mother
that if I’d be good in them I’d climb to the heights. They were
heavy and clumsy and no modern American kid, including
mine, would wear such footwear, but I’m superstitious about
them and wouldn’t part with them for anything. I’m so silly

' about them that. I personally polish them and shine up their
iron tips. I think if I ever lost them, I would lose my luck
and where would a Mick be without his luck, I ask you?”

fjoan (Crawford says: “My daughter Christina, then
aged four, gave me a work of art which I love more than any
thing

,

though it’s hardly art in the sense that she intended
it. But I’ll always treasure it because it was a gift in which
truly it was the thought that counted. I had adopted a baby'
boy, Christopher, as her companion and after having him
nearly a year, his own people wanted him back again. I’d
grown to love him so that I was devastated by the blow.
’Tina wanted to stop my tears and so she produced this some-
what amazing water color as her labor of love, bless her.”
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WillHe Want
Mary Astor, appearing in “Blonde Fever”
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To Come Home?

I

T happened over two years ago when I was doing some
work for the Civilian Air Patrol in Southern California.

A few of us were having a brief rest period in the office.

Suddenly one of the girls who had been reading a V-mail
letter touched the silver wings pinned over her heart and
said in a low voice, “I’m afraid. . .

.”

“That he won’t come back?” I asked, noting the letter

and preparing to offer the obvious reassurances.

“Not so much that he won’t come back,” she said slowly,

“but that he won’t want to come back.”
It was the first time I’d heard that thought put into

words as someone’s personal problem. It was not to be
the last. Everywhere today women are asking variations

of that question; the girls who are afraid their sweethearts
will have met more exciting girls in foreign lands, the
young mothers who fear their husbands will have become
so used to adventure that they’ll hate the routine of a
home and small babies; the. older mothers who want to

know if their sons will come home gangsters and killers.

I’d like to offer this answer from first-hand experience.

While in New York, recently, I visited four wards in

Halloran Hospital. Two of them housed the penicillin and
traction cases. They were not pretty.

One of the boys said he hoped “this” would be over
“very soon.” He told me, “My wife is working in a de-
fense plant, helping support our three kids. And doing
all her own housework, too. Piloting a Wellington bomber
over enemy territory was a big bang, sure, but I can’t

wait until I get back home and can take care of her again.”

Another lad showed me a picture of his fifteen-months-
old son. He said, his eyes shadowed by two kinds of pain,

“I’ve never seen the little beggar. I wish I had. I’ve

missed all the fun and excitement of his first tooth, first

stepj first word . . . What? Oh, sure, I was at Guadalcanal.
But missing fifteen months of that kid, gee

—

”

Still another boy had fallen on a bomb somewhere in

the South Pacific fourteen months before I saw him.
It had exploded under his chest. “I was in as many
pieces as Humpty Dumpty,” he told me, grinning. “But
the medicos picked up the pieces and put them together
again. They’re good at jigsaw puzzles. So now I’m okay
except that, once in awhile, I still cough up pieces of my
old shirt. So now I’m out of the show. I’m sorry to be.

out while the other fellows are still in there doing the
job. But gosh, when I think that pretty soon now I’ll be
with the missus again!”
Farther down the ward there was a kid whose heart

stopped a bullet. A big one. The surgeons had removed
his heart, extracted the bullet, put the heart back and
started it ticking again. He said, “Smart guys, what? • For
although I can’t take a crack at another Zero I can, in time,
push the old lawnmower and shake down the furnace
back home.”

And finally there was carrot-topped young Jim’s story:
"We were in Burma. There was a swell little girl there.
Name of Leli. In a kind of a—well, strange way, she re-
minded me of my girl Anne back home. Same way of
laughing with you when you feel like laughing; keeping
quiet when you don’t. Well, I mentioned Leli in a letter to
Anne. And it’s made a terrible row. Anne can’t seem to
get it through that bird-brain of hers that little Leli was
just part of the—well, of the escape from war. Sort of like
the candy bars and movies and cigarettes and stuff that
keep us going between missions. And I don’t mean that
as any disparagement of Leli, either. Because,” said Jim,
his blue eyes suddenly grave, “we need the candy bars
and movies and girls like Leli as much as we need the
planes we fly or the bombs we drop. But we’re not going
to bring the bombs home with us and I don’t think the
Lelis would come even if they were asked.”

This is the question every woman is

asking herself today—will her man

want to come back to her and the rou-

tine of peacetime living? Here a

noted star gives the answers after talk-

ing to the boys who have returned

There are millions of such boys. I pin my faith on them.
In the hospital, all these boys have the pictures of their

wives, mothers, sweethearts, kids, on tables where they
can see them. They show them to you, first thing. Not
their bars, stripes, decorations. Nor picture of some
mademoiselle from Armentieres. Nor even pictures of

their favorite pin-up girl. No, pictures of the home folks.

They’re interested in picture people, glad to see us! But
I don’t think they care much about our giving out with
the glamour. (That’s been my experience, at any rate

—

with Betty Grable, it could be different!) The way I

figure it, Hollywood, to most of them, is awfully remote.
And they’ve had their fill of remote places. And they’ve
been near enough to the eternal stars to make glamour
as such seem pretty ersatz. What it all adds up to is that,

by comparison, nothing really matters to them except
their homes and their families. Certainly, it’s not until

we start asking them questions about their families, be-
come merely sympathetically listening ears for their tales

of the homes they love, that their eyes brighten, their

tight mouths relax—and they’re off!

Nor is it only the wounded men—of whom skeptics

may ask, “Where else can they go but home?”—whose
sole aim it is to get home, as often as possible and, duty
permitting, for as long as possible.

One husky young G.I. Joe of my acquaintance applied

for a furlough in order to go home and attend the
burial of his aged grandmother. He got it, too, the rascal.

But he did not attend the burial of his aged grandmother,
that sacred rite having been duly attended to when, three
years before Pearl Harbor, the old lady had died.

“What made you think up such a story?” I asked him.
“Homesickness,” he said.

Another stalwart wrote the girl with whom he had
been “keeping company” for five (extremely exasperating
to her, no doubt) years that, if he could get a leave, he
would come home and marry her. “Nothing,” he said,

with what would have been unforgivable cruelty if it

hadn’t been so naively desperate, “nothing is too much
to do for a glimpse of the old home town.”
There was a P.S. It said, “Oh course I love you.”
There was a P.P.S. It consisted (Continued on page 67)



EAR MISS COLBERT:
I am twenty-one and very

much in love with a sailor. I

knew him about six months before

he went overseas. We were going to

be married before he left, but decided

it would be wiser to wait until he
returned.
He came back about two months

ago and though he had written

that he would call or wire the

instant he hit the States, he went
direct to his home town where
he renewed acquaintance with a

high-school friend and got her

into trouble. So he married the

girl.

He wrote me saying he was
heartsick that all this happened
and he asked me to come up to

see him. I went because I am so

crazy about him. While I was
there he tried to get a divorce

but this girl refused, at least until

she has her baby.
The other day I got another let-

ter from him saying that he was
out of his mind with worry. He
and this girl can’t get along at all.

He is going to ship out again soon,

and he said he wanted me to write

to him as often as possible, and
when the war is over he will get

a divorce and we will get married.

Now, Miss Colbert, I really love

him, but I have a funny feeling

that it isn’t fair to his wife or to

YOUR PROBLEMS ANSWERED

BY CLAUDETTE COLBERT

me for him to want me to write

to him while he is married. Am I

being old-fashioned or do you agree
with me?

Gaza K.

Dear Miss K:
Your friend is really in difficul-

ties—and all of his own creating',

Although he now says he is “out

of his mind with worry” and that

he is sorry for what happened, the

fact remains that he broke a stated

promise to you when he failed

either to eall or wire you the instant

he returned, and he broke an im-
plied promise of fidelity to you
when, even though he was engaged,
he made love to another girl.

He would seem to me to be most
undependable. Suppose that he
were able to secure his divorce and
marry you when the war is over—
think into what an embroiled situa-

tion you would be entering as a

bride. In time to come he may want
to see this child, may want

,
to have

it with him. That would pose a

problem for you.
It seems to me that you would be

far better off to discontinue your
correspondence with him. You are
quite right: It isn’t fair for you to

write to him under the circum-
stance. Wot fair to him, nor to his

wife, nor certainly to you.
You are young. You will meet

someone else, one who can bring
you an uncompromised future.

Claudette Colbert.

(Continued on page 83)

mmm goimt

War times are turbulent times.

A service man discovers his wife-

has been unfaithful. . .A girl sees her

parents breaking up. . .A man promises
one girl and marries another. . .

Everywhere the cry is, "What

should I do?" To the best of my

ability I have answered these

earnest questions. If you have a

problem and you think I could

help, write me in care of Photoplay

(8949 Sunset Blvd., Hollywood 46,

California) and if it strikes me as

being a general one, I'll reply in

these pages. All names of persons

and places will be changed.
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HELEN'S RING—a. beautiful

diamond in a square setting.

The band is platinum.

SHE S LOVELY!
SHE USES PONDS!

AT THE BLOOD DONOR CENTER—Helen assists in

making hemoglobin tests. Ever since the war began she
has worked loyally as a Nurse’s Aide. There are many
Nurse’s Aide duties neqding volunteer workers. Ask
your local chapter how you can best serve.

HELEN RANDALL of Atlanta

will wed Lt. William C. Shreve of

the Navy. She is the daughter ofl!

Mr. and Mrs. Luther Hill Randall

of the prominent Georgia family

She lives in a spacious Southern house

with big white pillars across the front!

She looks exactly the way you think a

charming Southern girl should look—very

feminine, very lovely, with a complexion

that’s sweet -as -you -please. Another "en-

gaged girl” Pond's complexion!

"I just depend on Pond’s Cold Cream like

anything,” Helen says, "it’s the grandest

cleaner-upper—and leaves my face with

such a smooth, soft feeling.”

She smooths cool, luscious Pond’s Cold

Cream completely over her face and throat

— then pats to soften and release dirt and

make-up. Tissues off.

She rinses with another Pond’s creaming

—moving white-coated fingers around in

little creamy whirls. Tissues off.

Use Pond’s yourself—every night, every

morning—and for clean-ups in between.

You'll love it just as Helen does

!

Charming HELEN RANDALL—her complexion is cameo-like, smooth!

"Pond’s Cold Cream takes mighty good care of my skin,” she says.

MRS. ERNEST L. BIDDLE—of Philadelphia's Main Line

MRS. GERALDINE SPRECKELS—of the Spreclcels of California

LADY STANLEY OF ALDERLEY—internationallyfamous beauty

MISS CONSTANCE McCORMlCK—of the Chicago McCormicks

MRS. ERNEST DU PONT, JR.—of the great Wilmington family

0 NX.'
.

.
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BE SURE TO ASK FOR
the big luxury-size jar with

its wide top that lets you dip

the fingers of both hands in

at once. It gives you such
a nice-to-have lavish feeling!

Get your big jar of Pond’s

Cold Cream today.

Today—many more women
use Pond's than any other

face cream at any price
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It s spring, the time when lass loves lad,
But Donald Duck is raging mad.

Of dates with Daisy there’s a lack.
She claims at love he’s just a quack!

A romantic idyll in=
spired by Walt Disney’s
“The Three Caballeros”

VERSE BY

MARIAN QlIINN

Stung to the soul, down South he’ll seekA way to show off his technique

—

He’ll wing his way straight to Brazil
Where “purty gals” just fill the bill.

In Baia, land of ladies fair,

He samples torrid night club air.
His pal, Joe Carioca, promptly
Presents him to Miss Zaza Zombie.

Such plumage! Donald is entranced,
His heart is Zaza’s at first glance.
She looks; he melts. Can it be true?
He hears her whisper, “I love you!”

Time passes, Donald is a goner.
He’s ready to obey, love, honor,
Until he overhears his lover
Coyly whispering to another.

What’s this she says? It’s all too true!
She’s just repeating, “I love you.”

Alas! The truth is out at last;

It has to do with Zaza’s past.

She’s just a polly-parrot plain

Who knows naught but that sweet refrain.

This time, by every ruffled feather,

He swears he’s through with gals forever.

But Carioca has the cure:
A bit of Mexico’s allure.

Panchito, rooster in the know,
Thinks Donald’s really very slow.

Because he swears he’s off romance
And scarcely deigns to cast a glance

At this masked beauty who’s quite taken
With Donald’s new sophistication.

But Donald coldly turns a shoulder
Which only makes the lady bolder.

She ups and dares him to advance
And twirl his feathers in a dance.

This challenge Donald cannot stand;

He cuts a rug to beat the band!
As gay fandango sets the pace
The mask slips off the siren’s face.

Guess who! By all the stars above,
It’s Daisy in a test of love!

And since she’s found that Donald’s true
She’s ready now to say “I do.”

What better place for celebrations
Than in our Latin sister nations,
Where laughter, song and joy abound
And friends galore are always found,



MEN UKE OfPCS WHOSE SK/M /S SWEETf

9 out of 10 Screen Stars use it

A LUX SOAP

BEAUTY BATH

MAKES YOUSORE

"A** Lovely tfar of

Universal's Technicolor Production

“SUDAN"

All the lights come on when the

one man whispers, “You’re so

sweet.” So protect the charm he
loves! “If a girl isn’t dainty no
other charm counts,” Maria
Montez says. “A daily Lux Soap
bath makes daintiness sure.”
You’ll love the way the creamy
ACTIVE lather caresses your
skin— leaves it fresh, really
sweet. Delicately perfumed, too!

FIGHT WASTE
Soap uses vital war mate-

rials. Don’t waste it!

Me soap Maf/eaves s/tofo SK/EET/
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U.S.A.

FROM

...Tottr fiflygmmcui-

Washington

D.C.

(CINSOrt JTAMR) Stf INSTRUCTION NO. 2 (S«nd*f'i complete odd'm above)

Dear Readier:

This w the way to write your matt

overseas . He’ll get those letters lie

needs from you faster and SURER.

Because 6 big mail bags reduced to

V-ma.il can be carried in. a 6 -inch.

Square packet

.

THANK YOU !

7.

V-MAIL

SPEAK FOR YOURSEIF

A woman doctor perfected Meds
"SAFETY-WELL”—to assure the extra

security, the extra comfort, every

woman wants! The COTTON in

Meds is fine, soft, super -absorbent;

the disposable APPLICATORS are

dainty, easy to use—yet Meds internal

protection costs you LESS!

FOR 10 IN APPLICATORS

applicators, Meds insorbers are easy-to-use!

$10.00 PRIZE
Skelton at the Skillet

W
E WERE standing in line outside
the mess hall one cold December
morning, the moon still up, waiting

for breakfast. Suddenly someone called,

“There goes Red Skelton!” There went
Red indeed, his GI overcoat (which he
called his wigwam) flapping around his

ankles. It was Red’s morning to serve
chow and when we finally got in to eat,

the bacon tasted better for the Skelton
grin behind it. This soldier nearly jumped
up on her tray when he leaned over the
counter with, “Hop on, honey, let’s eat
you for breakfast.”

Red’s affability and spontaneous clown-
ing made life in the Army school more
than bearable. He hut-toop-threeped to

classes eight hours a day, six days a

week, worried about his marks and fooled
around in the bean wagon just like the
rest of us. The day he raised his hand
in formation—after the captain had
bawled the company out for untidy
quarters—and asked, “Please, sir, where
can I find a dustpan? I got me a broom
but the debris is collecting

—
” we were

all convinced he was just one of the
boys!

Pvt. J. D.
Lexington, Va.

$5.00 PRIZE
Voila, Crawford!

D ECENTLY I received a copy of Photo-
play from home and later showed it

to several Belgian girls who work in an
office adjacent to our billets. They were
very interested in it and viewed each

illustration carefully but their attention
focused on one photograph—that of Joan
Crawford. Voila!

I know very little French and they
could speak only a few words of English
but from their actions and the spurts of
rapid French I could tell that shi>. had
their undivided approval. They admired
her coiffure, her lovely face, her gown.
I managed to catch words like “tree bon,”
“beautiful,” “ravissante,” “good.”
Such loyalty after four years of nothing

but German- and French-made propa-
ganda pictures is worth recording and is

a fitting tribute to one of Hollywood’s
best actresses.

Sgt. W. J. Ferguson,
% Postmaster, New York, N. Y.
(Continued on page 114 )

PHOTOPLAY awards $10 first

prize, $5 second prize and $1 each
to every other letter published in

full. Your letters about stars or
movies in less than 200 words are
judged on the basis of clarity and
originality. Do not submit pre-

viously published material or ma-
terial that you are sending to other
publications. Plagiarism will be
punished to the full extent of the

law. Retain a copy of material
submitted, as we regret we are not
able to return unaccepted material.
Address your letter to “Speak For
Yourself,” PHOTOPLAY, 205 East
42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.
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He Married His First Love

(Continued from page 43) or tests or some
of the other myriad things a young actor
must attend to, even when he is briefly

between pictures.

Chris was wearing the ring which had
belonged to Tom’s beloved mother, who
died when he was sixteen. They waited
. . . and waited. They kept their engage-
ment a secret from even their best friends.

Somehow, it seemed like something
which belonged just to them until they
could arrange a wedding.

C INALLY on Monday morning (it was
'February 18) Tom telephoned Chris. “I

have almost a clear week!” he told her
with vast excitement. “I mean, there are
probably fifteen or twenty things for me
to do but for once none of them seems
really vital. Let’s do it now. Let’s start

for Las Vegas today!” Chris agreed and
Tom rushed off to buy a ring and make
plane reservations and break the “non-
vital” appointments.
He got the reservations all right. Then

they were canceled. He managed to get
some more . . . and those were canceled.
It began to seem to the two of them that
fate was being just plain malicious . . .

that after waiting nine years they were
still to be frustrated about that wedding.
Then two very good friends came to their
rescue. Peter and Maureen Cookson (Mr.
C. is a well-known actor) volunteered to

drive them to Las Vegas. They managed
to start at ten on Monday evening.
“After we were really on our way,”

Tom says now, “everything seemed peace-
ful. It wasn’t, really. Lots of things hap-
pened to delay us and to put more ob-
stacles in our way. But it didn’t seem to
matter what happened. We seemed to

slide—or float—through them all, the way
you do sometimes in dreams.”

It took them a good deal longer than
they had expected to get to Las Vegas.
They didn’t arrive there until eight the
next morning. But for the life of them,
neither of them can recall, to this mo-
ment, what caused the delays. It might
have been a flat tire or some detours . . .

they don’t know. A happy haze simply
settled over them. They were on their
way.
Once arrived, there were details like

finding rooms in which to rest and tidy
up. There was a wedding corsage to buy
and a minister to locate. A license to
secure. Chris and Tom still floated . . .

it was probably just as well that the
kindly Mr. and Mrs. Cookson had gone
along, after all; the principals in this drama
were so bemused.
They found a wedding chapel called

The Wee Kirk o’ the Heather and made
an appointment to be married there that
afternoon. Then they “had lunch some-
where . .

.” and went back to the chapel.
But there had been another hitch. The
chapel was in use and no one knew when
the happy pair could be married in it.

The minister offered a compromise and
invited them to be married in his living
room.
Chris pinned her gardenias to her shoul-

der and Tom nervously located the ring
. . . and then they found that two or three
other couples had preceded them and that
they would have to wait for those mar-
riages to be performed. Meanwhile the
minister's wife . . . they guessed that was
who it was . . . could be heard bustling
to and fro doing something about food
for those other couples. Apparently some
wedding feasts were to be served right
at the parsonage and there were many
comings and goings.
Tom and Chris developed fits of giggles.
Then suddenly it was there that

I

The House will please

come \o order V
/w

That’s the stuff, Son . . . this is your time to give orders

and make ’em stick. Later on it won’t be so easy.

And here’s a tip—while you’re still 'head man’. See that

the womenfolk do your washing with Fels-Naptha Soap.

At your age a fellow needs a large wardrobe—designed

for comfort more than style. He has to 'change’ often

and on short notice.

That means a full-time job for Mother—and Fels-Naptha

Soap. Keeping you supplied with gar-

ments that are clean and sweet and snowy

white. Keeping the house shipshape

and the rest of the family happy.

So remember this: It’s fairly painless ta

’do your duds’—with the gentle soap

that makes the doing easy . . .

That’s Fels-Naptha!

FELS-NAPTHA SOAP_banishesTattle-Tale Gray'

&
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"Like a star on your finger"

says glamorous MARIE MCDONALD

...in “GUEST IN THE HOUSE", a

Hunt Stromberg Production, Released

thru United Artists.

BLAZING WITH MORE BRILLIANCE

the only diamonds with the

patented, faceted girdle

MULTI-FACET* DIAMONDS' intensified light

and color produce unsurpassable brilliance.

Their fiery sparkle glows to the heart of the

selected stones. Multi-Facet’s patented girdle

helps to prevent chipping, makes for lasting

perfection of your diamond's beauty. Choose

your "diamond of the stars" at your local

jeweler. Priced, tax included, $75 to $7,500.

TROTH $125*

I
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{
diamond craft of america

PM
J

|
551 fifth avenue, new york 17, n. y.

‘ please send me the romantic booklet: THE STORY
,

j
OF A DIAMOND. I'm enclosing 10c for postage.
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[

' ADDRESS I

Rings enlarged to show detail.
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moment they had been waiting for. The
minister was opening his book and be-
ginning to intone the beautiful, ancient,

solemn words. Chris looked up at Tom
and he slipped the slim gold band on her
finger and presently everyone was kissing

everyone and all the eyes were as dewy
as eyes should be at a wedding and every-
one was aware of the scent of the gardenias
Tom had crushed when he kissed his

bride . . . and it was over.
They were all suddenly very gay and

it occurred to them that a wedding calls

for a celebration. They had been so intent

upon accomplishing the wedding, itself,

that they hadn’t thought of this before. But
they found a spot which was bright and
now they discovered that they were
hungry and Chris had her very first drink
of champagne because you must have
champagne on a day like that.

Then the Cooksons thought it was time
for them to set out for Hollywood . . . and
Tom realized that they had no hotel ac-
commodations in Las Vegas. The hotels

were full but he found a room in a motel
which he swears was called “Ye Wayside
Court Ye,” although that hardly seems
possible, now, does it?

They danced at El Rancho that evening
and the next day got reservations on a
train for Los Angeles. All the obstacles
seemed to be smoothing out neatly.

On their first evening in Hollywood,
realizing that not a soul except the Cook-
sons knew of their marriage, they set out
contentedly to see a movie. On the way
they encountered Tom’s old and very good
friend, Henry Willson, and they suddenly
simply had to tell him. He whisked them
off to Mocambo where presently Jim and
Verna Brown joined them and all the gaiety
was heightened by the fact that they knew
what no one else in the glittering room
knew . . . about them. Some vestige of

caution made Tom think he’d better tell

his studio about the step he had taken
before he started shouting the news to the
world—which was what he suddenly, des-
perately wanted to do. So no one, except
the little circle at their table, knew about
it until the next day and so well had Tom
and Chris kept the secret of their being in
love that the news practically exploded in
Hollywood.

Chris is a pretty blonde girl who grew
up in Pennsylvania. She worked at a stage
career (with a short time out for her first

marriage) from the time she was thirteen,

and had joined the Poughkeepsie summer
stock company. Tom sees no reason why
she shouldn’t resume that career now.
They are living, for the time being, in

the furnished home which Tom rented a
year or two ago. Later on they want to
own a smallish home with a great deal of

ground around it for gardens and lawns
and live things . . . “like chickens.”
Tom had a great deal of sorrow in his

early youth. In addition to that, he had
to wait nine long years before he could
marry the girl of his dreams. He says he
has “come out into the sunshine . . . now.”

The End

IT TAKES A DANE—
when his name is

CLARK
to rate your applause.

You'll cheer loud and
long when you

read his story and
see his color portrait

in June Photoplay
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Light as a cloud, wonderful Tre-Jur

Bath Powder hasn’t a speck of weight-

ing; every particle is pure, soft. You'll

love its quality, its fluffy lamb’s wool

puff, its triple-scents of Gardenia,

Carnation, Apple Blossom 59$

Carry it in your purse. Dab it on your

skin for lasting fragrance and fresh-

ness. Your choice of three exclusive

scents. In smart plastic case. $1.50

plus 30( Federal tax.

Exclusive at one store in a city or . . .

EXCITEMENT, INC.

222 West North Bank Drive, Chicago 54, Illinois

Enclosed is $1.80 to cover mailing cost and tax

on Perfume Stick.

Name -— —
Add ress

D STIRRING— light, nostalgic

O STARTLING-heady, dramatic
EXCITEMENT-fresh, buoyant

-Scented
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Will He Want To Come
Home?

(Continued from, page 59) of one word:
“Madly.”
When they get home—or so I’ve heard

from many quarters where furloughs are
handled—they pull every wire they can
legitimately lay hands on, to stay home as
long as possible. Among the most popular
appeals for extensions of furlough are:

A change in his business which makes the
soldier’s presence imperative; a new baby
expected at any moment; the need to stay
at home for a few days (or weeks) after

the new baby arrives in order to take care
of the older children; threatened opera-
tions on Junior, Grandpa, Aunt Min. These
are in the majority. For if a reputable
doctor will wire a serviceman’s C.O.:
“

’s son threatened with a mastoid.
Advise father’s presence;” or “

’s wife
liable to have difficult labor. Strongly
recommend soldier’s presence”—the serv-
ice man stands a dandy chance of having
his furlough lengthened.
While on this subject of home, I

have two friends, Mary and Ralph, a
married couple who live in a modest
little house in Connecticut. A few months
before the war began, I spent a week end
with them. Proud as any caliph, Ralph
showed me around “the place.” He said,

“We love this little house. Sure, it would
be easier for me to live in the city, near
my office. Cheaper, too. But see, there’s

a brook in the back yard, room for a
garden and some pets and the country
air’s good for the kids. So, what the
heck, it’s worth it.”

AT that time, it might be argued, Ralph’s
case didn’t prove anything since we

were not at war and Ralph hadn’t had his

normal tempo of living fiercely upped and
accelerated by combat duty.
However, a few months ago, I visited

Ralph and Mary again. Ralph was home
on furlough (most of which he spent paint-
ing the kitchen and bathroom, patching the
shingled roof). A veteran of many cam-
paigns, his uniform was decorated with
many bars and stripes and further orna-
mented by the Distinguished Flying Cross.

When I spied these rewards of valor and
said, “I wish you’d tell me—” he brushed it

off, saying, “They were all good shows and
good fellows. Some of us rode with Lady
Luck.” Then proudly he again showed me
around “the place.” The patch of earth
which had been “room for a garden and
some pets” was a Victory garden now,
guarded by two responsible looking
cockers, Pilot and Co-Pilot, commonly
known as Pi and Co. The banks of the
brook were bright with purple and white
iris.

“ ‘The flags of home,’ Mary calls

them,” Ralph said.

“It takes every cent we can scrape to-

gether now,” he went on. “My pay and
what Mary earns taking care of some of

the defense workers’ kids to keep up the
payments. But, what the heck, it’s

worth it!”

Which was, simply and sincerely, a
reaffirmation of one of the deepest and
oldest of human values—the love of home.
There are millions of Ralphs. I pin my

faith on them. And on all their comrades

—

in the air, on land, on the sea and under
it—in the armed forces.

And on their women. On their wives
and mothers and sweethearts and sisters

and daughters. You bet, on their women,
for we are deserving of faith, too.

A few months ago Flight Lieutenant
Stephen came home, blinded. He had
been a long time in the hospital. When he
came out, he was depressed to the point
of suicide mania. A writer, he felt that he

V BEFORE DINNER

SHERRY- Serve delicious,

amber ROMA California

Sherry ... tangy, nut-like,

appetizing ...with the sun-

ripe grape flavor and
goodness brought to you

intact by the skill and care

of ROMA's noted wineries

located inthechoicestvine-

yard districts of California.

AFTER DINNER
PORT—Open a bottle of glorious,

deep-red ROMA California Port...

full-bodied... richly fruity. Or serve

it any time ... any evenin g. Unvary-

ingly good . . . always delightful.

And— like all ROMA Wines—
this superb quality and flavor for

Only Pennies a Glass ! Roma Wine
Co., Lodi, Healdsburg, Fresno, Cal.

MORE AMERICANS ENJOY ROMA THAN ANY OTHER WINE!



Reu Manicure Set $3

"IN THE RED"

Vivid as the glow of a

cigarette in the dark; and

"OUT OF THE BLUE”

Mystic deep-purple red

. . . La Cross' wonderfully

new duo of sophisticated

nail polish tones.

AMERICA’S FINEST MANICURE IMPLEMENTS

AMERICA 'S FINEST HAND BEA UTYAIDS

could never work again, he was a discard.
A couple of months later, he was studying
Braille and back at work, dictating like

crazy, his own man again. His wife ex-
plained the amazing rehabilitation.
“The first night Steve was home,” she

told me, “we went for a walk after dinner
as had been our habit. It was a temptation
to take his arm, guide him. But instinct

warned me to let him take mine so that
he could feel he was still taking care of

me. Believe it or not, Mary, that one
seemingly trivial little gesture turned the
trick.” My friend added, thoughtfully,
“We must not lead them. . .

We won’t.
I have faith in woman’s instinct. Faith

in its integrity and in its tenderness.
Faith that it will find a way to touch the
broken bodies and spirits of men with
healing fingers.

There seem to be two schools of thought
about our fighting men. One, that the
men who have invaded Normandy, bombed
Tokyo and Berlin, grappled, face to face,

with death and danger, known the excite-
ments and adventures of leaves in foreign
lands, will not want to settle down to hum-
drum, routine lives again, at home. The
other that, as John Hersey put it in his

beautiful, moving book, “A Bell For
Adano,” “The war aim of most men is to

go home.”
To my way of thinking, the chap who

said to me, “I’m sorry to be out while the
other fellows are still in there, doing the
job. But gosh, when I think that, pretty
soon now, I’ll be with the Missus again,”
answered both “schools.” They want to

be in there while the fight is on. When the
job is done, they’ll want to return to the
homes they love, have been fighting for

and, by golly, will come back to—on the
double-quick.
There are millions of such boys and such

homes. I put my faith in them.
The End

QlahonaldCSaby (Wed is

April 28 to May 5

Then comes

1 lloiher s CDciy . . ..

And after that

cTalher’s CDay
or had you forgotten ?

We haven’t . . .

And we’ve a happy surprise in

store for you . . .

(dfollywood cyothers and

ZUr Child,•en . , .

ALL IN COLOR

They’ll be in the

CJhitp cCPhoiofrlay

SCHNEFEL BROS. CORPOf • 630 FIFTt 'ENUE • IEW YORK 20, N. Y.



Marie McDonald

currently starring in Hunt
Stromberg’s “Guest In The
House” takes a Ming fling for

Spring . . , chooses this Joseph

Halpert original with its clean-

jutting, side-buttoned manda-
rin tunic of crisp white cotton

and slim tapering black cot-

ton skirt. Daisy chain hat by
Sally Victor

HOTOPLAYS
FIRST RUN FASHIONS



Play on Colors

is the theme of the Florence

Gainor sun-fun suit Marie

McDonald picks. It’s a study

in stripes and solids . . . with

abbreviated waist and sleeves.

High style skirt boasts one im-

portant button (instead of a

row!). Shorts dovetail into a

close-fitting midriff. In Hope
Skillman cotton

•;



As worn by VIRGINIA
MAYO appearing in

Samuel Goldwyn’s Tech-
nicolor Comedy, "THE
WONDER MAN,”, star-

ring Dannv Kaye.

UNSHINE becomes your tew precious hours

off . . » it goes with open-to-the-elements sun togs like our I RIK-COMBO.

Self-repleating shorts and a halter that clings to body contour like a second

skin! Sizes 10-16. About $8.95 at leading stores everywhere.

JCsl-S OF CALIFORNIA INC.

6 1 l Mission Street * San Francisco
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Come look, look lovely! See how perfectly these beautiful fashions are

made for you . . . made to make your summer something special . . .

made to make your budget balance, too! First (with whip in

hand 1 a crisp-cool button-down-the-fronter with spun-sugar

icing that highlights your arms and charms, lights up

your face. Second (with navy in tow), a sugar dandy

with clean-cropped lines, a mammoth fake monogram,

to give you a forever-well-groomed look. Both in

white, maize, blue, aqua, chartreuse or gray spun

rayon. 12-20. Each about $9 at 18 top-notch stores.

For the store nearest you, turn to page 76.



(left) Krill thrills (inspired by a bareback rider’s skirt), a June Bentley original. It's frothed

with white eyelet; stays wrinkle-free because it’s tebelized for crease-resistance. In rayon and Aralac suiting

in pretty pink, yellow, blue or green. 9-15. About $15 at Frederick Nelson, Seattle. »

If

(center) Circus tent stripes to win you hurrahs! They shine in a blaze of glory on this

Joanne, Jr. dress of glazed Charbelle balloon cotton. Yellow and gray, blue and brown,

red and white or green and white. 9-15. About $15 at Halle Bros., Cleveland.

(right) Clown-dot coin dots put you in the spotlight. Sleek slacks slim you. Slacks are of

cavalry twill rayon in white, maize, aqua, dark green, dark blue, brown, navy. 10-18. About $6.

Jaunty rayon jersey blouse in white dotted with navy, red or lime: cherry with black. About $6.

Both by Koret of California. For store nearest you where you ran hay

these Photoplay First Run Fashions, see page 76.

,

fe:



COBERT SPORTSWEAR

43 WEST 36TH ST.

NEW YORK CITY

CAREFREE

CLOTHES BY
»

COBERT

It’s winning strategy to play in

this Cobert sunsuit, check-

trimmed for added charm. Bright

red buttons add a saucy note

to the adjustable bra top and

fancy pocket flaps. In fine cot-

ton gabardine with cross-dye

checked rayon sharkskin. Sizes

12-18. Under $6 at all leading

stores.

The blouse worn by Photoplay’s
Gold Medal winner, Greer Garson, on
the cover this month was created by
Irene, executive designer for the Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer studios. Irene de-

signed this blouse for Greer to wear
with the soft dressmaker suits she

favors.

“Blouses today are more important
than ever before,” Irene says, “because
they are so often seen above the dinner
table. Formerly suits were strictly a

daytime costume. Today they go to

formal luncheons, to tea and to res-

taurants for dinner.

“So, the blouse when revealed should
be as soft and feminine as the almost
extinct afternoon dress. Miss Garson’s
blouse, I believe, is just that. Its neck-
line, planned to frame the face flatter-

ingly, was designed for pearls—the

most feminine of jewels. On the whole,
it would be difficult, I think, for a din-

ner partner to distinguish this blouse
from the top of an informal dinner
gown.

“It was made in that beautiful shade
of lavender because that is one of Miss
Garson’s favorite and most becoming
colors.”

In Irene’s opinion, the dressier

blouse will be worn a great deal this

spring with the new and dressier suits.

“Unless,” she says, “there is a drastic

change in the social picture—such as

the sudden end of the war—women
will make the suit their daily uniform.
So its evolution will continue, until

the afternoon and evening suits com-
bine the practical aspects of this cos-

tume and the more feminine appear-

ance of the dress ; with the softer blouse
contributing a great deal to the en-

semble.”

Color, Irene feels, will dominate
the fashion picture. Black will remain
the most popular shade for the basic

suit but blouses, hats and accessories

will be bright and gay with lavender,

fuchsia and cyclamen continuing in

favor.
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an original

At your favorite store, or write Suret Frocks, 1400 Broadway, New York City !l

75



Beautifully snug and sheer, amazing-

ly durable . . . these are stockingsyou’ll

treasure. They’re, full- fashioned, fit

perfectly, cling smoothly. See them at

your favorite hosiery counter today.

More stores from coast to coast

where you can buy Photoplay's

"Big Top Fashions"—or write di-

rectly to the manufacturer for the

name of a store in your vicinity

The Two Button-Down-The-Fronters of

Spun Rayon
Atlanta, Ga.—Rich’s, Inc.
Baltimore, Md.—Hutzler Bros. Co.
Boston, Mass.—Wm. Filene’s Sons Co.
Brooklyn, N. Y.—Abraham & Straus
Cincinnati, Ohio—The John Shillito Co.
Cleveland, Ohio—Wm. Taylor Son & Co.
Columbus, Ohio—F. fit R. Lazarus Co.
Dayton, Ohio—Rike-Kumler Co.
Detroit, Mich.—J. L. Hudson Co.
Los Angeles, Calif.—Bullock’s
Milwaukee, Wis.—Boston Store
New York, N. Y.—Bloomingdale Bros.
Oakland, Calif.—H. C. Capwell Co.
Philadelphia, Pa.—Strawbridge & Clothier
Pittsburgh, Pa.—Joseph Horne Co.
Rochester, N. Y.—B. Forman Co.
San Francisco, Calif.—The Emporium
Worcester, Mass—Wm. Filene’s Sons Co.

June Bentley "Frill Thrill" Dress
Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh Co.
Detroit, Mich.—Ernst Kern Co.
Minneapolis, Minn.—Powers Dry Goods Co., Inc.
Richmond, Va.—Miller & Rhoads, Inc.
Manufacturer: Rhea Manufacturing Co., Milwaukee,
Wis.

Glazed Balloon Cloth Striped Dress
Detroit, Mich.—J. L. Hudson Co.
New York, N. Y.—Franklin Synon & Co.
Philadelphia, Pa.—The Blum Store
San Francisco, Calif.—The Emporium
Manufacturer: Joanne, Jr., 1400 Broadway, New
York, N. Y.

Koret of California Slacks and Blouse

Atlanta, Ga.—Rich’s, Inc.
Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh
Chicago, 111.—Marshall Field
New York, N. Y.—B. Altman
Philadelphia, Pa.—Oppenheim Collins
San Francisco, Cal.—Emporium
Manufacturer: Koret of California, 611 Mission St.,

San Francisco, California.

Apple blossoms and daisies for your hair

Herman Plaut, 43 West 36th St., New York, N. Y.

Uacation ^t)a.u.6

Whether you plan to spend your

holidays in the mountains; at the

seashore, on a city roof-top or in

your back yard, there are swim suits,

sun suits, crisp cottons and sun-

back ginghams to add to your fun.

You’ll find them—unbelievably

modest in price and unbelievably

attractive too—in the June Photo-

play.

And you’ll also find Joan Fon-

taine — lovely and chic— decorat-

ing June’s pages. Don’t miss her

white evening gown, by Bruno,

that is reminiscent of Greece. Or
her gay cotton sun-back—of black

and yellow plaid—designed by Tina

Leser who won the American Fash-

ion Critics Award for 1944.

FREE: "News of New York"—breezy, newsy

fashion publication. Write Dept. P.

TOMMIE AUSTIN CASUALS,
MOO Broadway, New York 18, N. Y.

* trade

Endorsed by

John Robert Powers
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Wartime Wife

(Continued from, page 45) his wife, then
it was only because she is and always has
been expert at concealing her most per-
sonal responses to life’s demands.
Ginger has a firm shell around her inner

being. She had to acquire it because
things worked out that way. She was
pushed around considerably in the early
days of her career. She has had to fight

for all things she has won in the theater
and the films.

She has had two unhappy marriages
preceding the present one and happiness
has been fleeting in this, so she falls back,
as usual, on the old “heads up” attitude

toward heartache and lets nobody know
directly whether she has been hard hit or
not. Yet certain facts speak for them-
selves.

For instance, she went to the Benny
party alone, except for the woman friend,

and she left it alone. She had a fleeting

fling at good fellowship and then retired

into her domain of solitude again.

And there is a record that she plays,

over and over again, at nighttime when
she returns from the studio. It’s a record-
ing of a broadcast that she took directly

off the air as the program came through
from the South Pacific area. The show
starred Jack Benny and the master of

ceremonies was Sgt. Jack Briggs.

IT is the Ginger Rogers policy of con-

J cealment of inner self which has perhaps
caused her to be designated as one of

Hollywood’s “difficult” stars. She does not
conform to the gold-fish-bowl standards
of living so prevalent in the film city. She
has remained pretty much aloof and has
never bent over backwards to please either

her admirers or detractors. Thus she has
remained true to herself.

For those who charge her with un-
cooperativeness Ginger has this answer:
“The work that one does in the studio

is the first and most important thing. It

requires time and thought, and energy
and concentration. A break in the con-
tinuity of my work always sets me back.
I know some actresses who have the gift

of plunging into a scene, completing it,

and then turning to something else to

occupy their attention. I just happen to

be the type that has to give fully to what
I am doing, and when I am acting a part
it entirely absorbs me and I generally
can’t think of anything else.

“I’ve had lots of ups and downs in my
life, plenty of rebuffs, but then so does
everyone else, and if you can survive them,
you will eventually be compensated. It’s

all part of moving onward. There is no
such thing as standing still. And I believe
that if you have enough drive the plan
of evolution, whatever it may be, will

work out for you personally and that this

idea can also be applied in a much larger

way.
“For instance, however much the war

might touch me personally, I don’t think
I could regard it with anything remotely
approaching hysteria. Because, again, it

all conforms with the ebb and flow of life

as we know it in this world. There are
bound to be crises like this arising every
so often, as anyone knows who has read
history at all. What happens to people
because of such events is very important
but it can be matched by human ex-
perience all along the line.

“People say the men who are going to

war will return completely disillusioned.

I don’t agree with that in most cases, al-

though there is bound to be some dis-

illusionment connected with any sudden
and drastic change in one’s life. A boy or
girl who gets to a big city from a small
town and returns, invariably finds the town

Want extra beauty and daintiness at your fingertips?

, , , Dura-Gloss is tbe answer ... a nail polish that brings out

tbe bidden sparkle and loveliness of every woman’s nails.

Goes on so s-m-o-o-t-h-l-y . . . Dries so fast and completely . . .

Stays on and on and on. Smart women, everywhere,

keep Dura-Gloss always "on band."

. . . 10<t, plus tax, at your favorite cosmetic counter.

Cuticle Remover Polish Remover Dura-Coat

LORR LABORATORIES, PATERSON. N. J. • FOUNDED BY E. T. REYNOLDS
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Trims, slims and streamlines your

figure with sublime comfort.

Raschel Knit, fashioned to

fit . . .won't run, roll or

creep up. Coming...

as soon as Lastex

is available.

|F |T
r> .

WITHOUT ELASTIC

Pedees cling to every curve of

your feet... yet tliere'e NO
irritating, binding elastic. With 00
without stockings they cushion
your feet, and absorb perspi-

ration. Perfect with every shoe
style, for they’re practically

invisible. Get
Pedees!

Mojud...
that’s all you need know

about stockings

. . . because the name "Mojud" is the

seal of the maker’s integrity. It means
long-established highest standards

in knitting, testing, examining, fin-

ishing. No wonder that millions

of women who ask for Mojud
stockings have made Mojud
one of America’s largest sell-

ing brands. M belter stores

everywhere.

a

Trade Mark Rear.

Mojud Hosiery Co.. Inc., N.Y.C.

has shrunk decidedly and that the peopl
i

do not seem the same as they did before
“So too, the men in the service, es

pecially perhaps the fliers, have expandei
their horizon far beyond any they hav
previously known, and necessarily wil

need to adjust themselves greatly if the;

want to take up the life they had formerl;
known. Many will not be able to mak
such adjustments and unquestionabl;
there will be dreadful unrest. But, at th
same time, who are we to say that thi

will not spell greater progress for every
body in the long run? Those who re
mained at home will also have to measun
up to the new standards of life and living

and fit into the broader ranges that th<

men in the service have viewed and known
“All men who have gone to foreigi

countries, gone through battle, and en-

dured the deprivations that are associatec

with the ghastliness of war, must neces-
sarily have acquired new strength o
character because of all this. And thej
shouldn’t be subjected to influences tha
tend to confine and limit them in then t

civic evolution, let’s say, after the war i;

over. They probably have the greates
contribution to make to the life of the

future because of what they have beer
through. We should all be raised tc

greater heights of living and thinking
because of what they endured—their is

baptism by fire.”

CEW people are well acquainted wit!
: 1

' the thoughtful side of Ginger Gogers. She
has a philosophy that is remarkably solid 4

for a young woman, a knack for fitting

everything into its pattern sooner or later.

And that pattern is very sound because il

has been built out of hard knocks and
experience.
Ginger knows that work is the thing

that carries most weight, day after day.

in life. That you can depend on it and
that one must be active in some way,
even when the studios do not have any
roles waiting for you. That’s one reason
she purchased her ranch up in Oregon
which can take a large complement of her

time. She also has a reliable outlet for

expression of the artistic in her sculpture.

One of her best pieces is a head of her
mother Lela, who is an associate producer
at RKO studios, where Ginger was under
contract for over twelve years.

The close association and devotion of

Ginger and Lela is one of the great

sagas of Hollywood. And the story of

Ginger’s steady rise to stardom, beginning
when she was a little girl with dancing
feet that dangled from the top of her
mother’s desk in a Texas newspaper office,

gleams with the fine inspirational theme of

maternal love coupled with cautious,

astute guidance.
Ever since Ginger’s marriage, Lela has

lived in a separate apartment and Ginger
has remained in the modernistic home that

they built a few years ago atop one of

Beverly’s highest hills which commands a

sweeping view of sea, city and valley.

It is there that Ginger spends most of

her time, even when she isn’t working.
She rarely, if ever, entertains on a big

scale. When she does have friends in for

dinner or supper, all formality is dispensed
with and simplicity is the rule. The
friends are usually of long standing, peo-

ple she has known since she first came to

Hollywood. Her secretary, Penny, may be

the guest of the evening, or again she is

apt to have a house guest, who may be a

comparative stranger to her, yet with whom
she shares some deep bond. Witness the

long stay Mrs. Alvin Flanagan had with

Ginger when she eouldn’t find a hotel or

house to live in. Mrs. Flanagan is the wife

of a Marine who is serving with Ginger’s

husband in the South Pacific and Jack
wrote Ginger about her plight. So Ginger



looked her up, found her and brought her
out to her house to live until she could find
quarters.
Bridge and a lot of small talk are two

of the things that Ginger abhors and ducks
away from assiduously. Also big parties.

“I love to meet and talk to people who
are interesting and stimulating,” she said

to me, “whether they have cultivated
minds or whether they are simple and
untutored, just so long as they have some-
thing to say that is worth listening to, or
are interesting because of what they do.

But I simply cannot stand the bores, no
matter what their social or professional
rating may be! As for bridge, I have never
had time to play it and on those few
occasions when I’ve been very social and
tried playing ‘at it,’ I have secretly vowed
never to waste that much time again. In-
variably at such times I wish I were home
reading some of the books I’ve been trying
to lay my hands on, or playing some good
music.”
A library of the classics and good books

and a very fine collection of records, from
symphonies and operas to jazz, take up a
goodly space in Ginger’s home. Recently,
too, she made an album of professional
records of “Alice In Wonderland,” which
has met with considerable popular ap-
proval.

She has always loved Alice, ever since
she was a child, and in some respects
there is a quality of both Alice and Won-
derland about Ginger, despite her business
acumen and her logical and meditative
mind.
Only if she were to peer through the

looking glass, she would not find her
world topsy-turvy. She would see things
in precise, systematic order, and maybe
if she looked extra hard she might be able
to glimpse the far road ahead . . . the
road where she hopes to meet and join
her husband when the war is ended . . .

the road where they will stop and talk
over plans for forming their own produc-
ing company, dedicated to the purpose of
making only beautiful pictures and with
Lela as a partner, of course!
Ginger has dreams but they’re always

practically fashioned.
The End
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“MY TRUE STORY”

If you like True Story

Magazine . . . you

mustn't miss these
real-life radio dramas

from True Story's files.

A different story every

day, revealing the

troubles, triumphs,
loves, adventures of

real people.

EVERY MORNING—MONDAY THRU FRIDAY

10:00 EWT • 9:00 CWT • 10:30 MWT
10:30 PWT

RAYON DRESSES

AS BEAUTIFUL INSIDE AS OUT

Parasols and fans . . .
just one

of Kay Whitney’s newest

collection of exclusive Relon prints

that heretofore you expected

to find only in costly "originals.”

Designed, of course, with all the

careful attention to details, to a

flattering fit that has made

Kay Whitney famous. At Daytime

and Budget Shops everywhere.

Reliance Manufacturing Company, 212 W. Monroe St., Chicago 6, III. 200 Fifth Ave. and 1350 Broadway, New York City



Twice as effective/

MODESS with

DEODORANT
Yes—put through 26 different tests, by an impar-

4 ^ tial laboratory, and proved twice as effective as

another leading napkin containing a deodorant!

Wonderfully— sensationally— effec-

tive, by actual laboratory test! No
wonder women are all so keen about the

marvelous new Modess with a fine de-

odorant powder sealed right in!

Think of it! No fuss, no nuisance of a

separate deodorant powder! Marvelous!

And besides this daintiness extra—at no

extra cost—Modess gives you other tested

extras: 3 out of 4 women, in a nationwide

poll, voted it softer to touch; 209 nurses, in

hospital tests, found it safer, less apt to

strike through than nationally known
layer-type napkins.

Hurry and get the wonderful new
Modess with Deodorant, today!

PLEASE NOTE: Your
store has two kinds

of Modess. If you'd

rather have softer,

safer Modess without

deodorant,justaskfor

"Standard Modess

A Letter to My Mother
(Continued from page 32) of Hollywood
Bowl and listen to Beethoven and watch
the falling stars? And ride along the Sun-
set Strip with the top down and stop at

Nu-Burgers for a midnight snack? And
on a “clear day you can really see Catalina
Island”?
At the moment it all seems so far away,

but it really isn’t. Mother’s Day, 1945, is

not complete nor nearly so full as it will be
in 1946. For next year I really believe we
will all be on our way home—and, in the
meantime, always remember—I miss you,
I think of you,

I love you,
Lon.

P.S.—Among other things, this is a day of
triumph for you. I can remember the first

proverb you taught me so long ago: A
good name is rather is be chosen than
great riches, and loving favor rather than
silver and gold. Congratulations on your
twenty-second anniversary, Mother! We
will be together for your twenty-third
Mother’s Day. L.

The End

(Lon McCallister is now touring America
with the original Broadway-Hollywood
cast of “Winged Victory”—the AAF’s con-
tribution to Army Charities.)

The Saga of Frederick and

Lilly

(Continued from page 47) picture. This
doesn’t mean he wants anything arty. He
simply regards that clause as a safeguard
against any company’s putting him in too
many run - of - the - mill products, which
Paramount certainly did. He knows that
when companies hire a star, not under
contract, at the high figure such hiring
demands, they do it only with a fine script
in hand. He feels that his newest film at
Twentieth, “Captain Eddie,” based on the
life of Eddie Rickenbacker and his fabu-
lous exploits in the last war and this, will
combine comedy, adventure and drama, a
blend he’s never had before.
He has absolutely no fear of the future

—

Lilly and he having had that planned out
all along and having saved accordingly.

“I don’t know why, neither of us being
from the country, we always wanted a
farm and children,” Lilly explains, “but
we talked of getting both from the time
we knew we were in love.” They have the
farm now, and they call it just that, despite
the California tendency to call everything
more than half an acre a ranch. There are
many acres, situated on the Russian River
in the fertile Sonoma Valley near the town
of Healdsburg, and already it’s completely
self-supporting. Besides that, they own a
charming estate in Brentwood.
The Brentwood house is the one that

Lilly and Fred had planned down to the
last antique doorknob before they were
married. It is flawlessly early-American,
with open fireplaces in all its small pine-
paneled rooms, and furnished with a col-

lection of early American pieces that any
collector would cherish. Fred bought them
all, prowling around antique shops, though
each item was the result of Lilly’s perfect
taste and accurate knowledge of the period.
Fred did the buying because Lilly be-

came very ill immediately after their mar-
riage. Meanwhile the house was building,

and every night she and Fred would work
over sketches of how they wanted the
living room, the den, his bedroom, and hers
to look, and just where each chair, lamp
and rug was to go. In between his studio
chores, Fred would shop and bring his

purchases back to show Lilly.
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When Lilly was well enough to venture
out for the first time, naturally the only
place she wanted to go was to their dream
home. Fred drove her there and carried

her over the threshold. There were the

rugs, the carpets, the lamps all lighted and
the fires in the hearths. It was home and
it was beautiful.

Lilly was so happy that very soon she
consented to follow her doctor’s orders
and allowed Fred to carry her on upstairs

and put her to bed. He had to get back
to the studio, so fancy her consternation
when after his departure she heard work-
men rushing around downstairs.

She soon learned why. The doors weren’t
really up. The floors weren’t finished. The
windows weren’t all set. But Fred had had
the whole thing put together, from the
doors temporarily on their hinges to the

window frames in place, just to give her
that first fine look at it.

The house isn’t big enough now that their

children are there, so they plan someday
to add on rooms to accommodate them.
They have two children now and they want
six. “Why not?” says Fred. “The more
the better!”

These first two children are adopted.
Susie came first, because first Fred and
Lilly wanted a little girl. She is very
blonde and blue-eyed and tall for her age
and they think she has pronounced musical
ability. Not yet five, she has an enormous
collection of records, largely classical,

which she plays constantly. She memorizes
the words of any song she hears and when
she doesn’t entirely remember a musical
phrase, she will stop the record at that

point and go back again and again to that

one spot until she does.

nOBERT SCOTT MacMURRAY is four-
' teen months old, and is just as blond
and blue-eyed as Susie, but does, by happy
accident, look like Fred. There is no reason
for his given names except that Lilly liked

the name of Robert and Fred liked the
name of Scott, so they combined them. “I

wouldn’t wish any kids into being Junior,”
Fred murmurs. They’ve had Robert ever
since he was four days old, but they have
never talked of him until recently. “Wanted
to be sure we had the pink slip on him,”
is the way Fred puts it. As soon as another
girl baby comes along they’ll take her.

They still very much hope to have children
of their own, but regardless, they’ll have
six, and if they adopt them all, there will

be three girls and three boys. “I’m sure
I couldn’t love my own any more than I

do the two we’ve got,” Fred declares.

“I’m glad they are going to be tall,” Lilly

says, “for we’re tall people. I only hope
they won’t eat as much as Frederick does.”

She insists it wasn’t love at first sight

with her, but when she describes her re-
actions she makes it sound, at least, like a
very good substitute. She says that when
she was introduced to him he was one of

the worst-looking creatures she had ever
seen. “He had on a dripping hat and a
dripping overcoat, because he had just

come in out of the rain,” she explains, “and
he’d been working so hard his face was
haggard and his eyes were tired. Just the
same, I knew I liked him better than any-
one I’d ever met.”
They began dating immediately, but what

threw her was not only his appetite but
his genius for cooking. Lilly knew very
little about cooking then, but while Fred
knew nothing through cook-book learning,
instinctively he was a master chef.

“Every time we’d have a date,” Lilly
says. “I’d dig out the most beautiful re-
cipe and prepare it with such care, and
then Frederick would arrive, taste the
dish and say, ‘It needs just a dash’—and
he’d put in the dash of whatever it was,
and he’d always be right. But my heav-
ens, there was no filling him up. He’s kept
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Don’t risk losing the feminine daintiness

that’s yours naturally. Yes,your prettiest

dress can ruin it all . . . by catching and

holding under-arm perspiration odor.

Stop this threat before you dress with fast-

acting, long-lasting 0D0R0N0 . . . the new

cream deodorant that protects you

faster than you can slip on your slip.

The new 0D0R0N0 C ream Deodorant

contains science’s most effective per-

spiration stopper . .
.
protects up to three

days. Does not irritate your skin. Can

be used after shaving. Does not harm

fine fabrics, or turn gritty in jar. No
waiting to dry.

So before you think of what dress to

wear . . . think of your Sweet Self.

Change to new, snowy-white 0D0R0NQ

Cream for instant, full, lasting' pro-

tection.

it up until just recently. Now he’s taper-
ing off a bit, but at least I’ve learned to
cook almost as well as he.”
All their closest friends love food. Their

immediate pals are Ann Sothern and Rob-
ert Sterling, Mai and Ray Milland and,
before their split-up, Ann Dvorak and
Leslie Fenton, whom they now see indi-
vidually.

Besides quiet evenings spent with this
set playing parlor games, Fred likes to go
off on hunting trips with some men friends
from the neighborhood. At least he did
before the war, when he had the gas for it.

Now he hasn’t. Lilly never goes with Fred
on these trips—not only because she’s no
outdoor girl, but also because she recog-
nizes the call of that peculiar male world
wherein men like to get bearded and go
dirty and live on steaks cooked in the open
and sleep on air mattresses thrown on the
ground.
“He goes on those trips and comes back

looking like a tramp,” Lilly says, “but
you never saw anyone happier.”

CRED may not be demonstrative, but he
* is one of those husbands who is a wizard
around the house. No electricians and no
plumbers appear at the MacMurrays for
Fred is right there to fix up anything that
needs repairs. He has his own workshop,
out in back of the house, and there he can
even turn table legs or create new book-
shelves, if such is needed* However, last

Christmas he decided, with a bit of urging
on his wife’s part, to be even more domes-
tically helpful. The MacMurray Christmas
list runs to the colossal amount of three
hundred individual presents and Fred told
Lilly he would help her with the buying
and wrapping.
“Oh, fine,” said Lilly. “Why don’t you

take the men and I’ll take the women.”
They started off together to shop, Lilly

heading off toward one department and
Fred the other. Lilly got ten gifts, felt tired

and went to the spot in the store where
they had agreed to meet. No Fred. Figur-
ing he was really digging into the list,

Lilly got slightly ashamed and returned to

the ladies’ department, got five added gifts

and went back to the front of the store

once more. Still no Fred. She sat and
waited and finally she saw him struggling
toward her. In his hands she saw exactly
two packages.
“What happened?”
“Autographs,” he said hollowly. “Let’s

get out of here.”
Safe in the car he said, “Well, I did get

these two gifts, anyhow.”
Back home, Lilly opened them up. With

stunning originality, Fred had bought one
man a tie, the other some handkerchiefs.
She wasn’t discouraged about the gift

wrapping, however. Together they sat in

the middle of their living-room floor, the
packages about them. They were doing
up gifts for the numerous children Susie
and Robert play with. Very carefully Fred
wrapped up two of them. Then he raised
his head. “Lilly,” he said, “I’m afraid I’ve

mixed up these cards. Do you know which
kids these packages are for?”

“It doesn’t matter, dear. They are both
dresses. One’s for Barbara Binyon (the
writer, Claude Binyon’s little girl) and the
other’s for Julie Payne.”
Fred threw her a worried look. “Maybe

you’d better be sure.”

To please him, Lilly undid the package
in which he’d put the card for Barbara.
Only it didn’t hold a dress. What Fred
had put in there was Danny Milland’s
pants.

Well, maybe he doesn’t tell Lilly he loves
her, but you gather the idea, don’t you,
that he’s a typical American husband,
which means, as every woman knows, the
best brand of husband there is.

The End
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What Should I Do?
(Continued from page 60)

Dear Miss Colbert:

I am a girl of sixteen and I have a sister,

twenty. Her husband is in the Army in

France. They have been married three

years and have a lovely baby.
Some time ago my sister met a civilian,

who is also married and has a fourteen-
year-old son. She has seen this man on
the average of four nights a week and she
also sees him every day at work.
My mother told him not to come to our

house again so my sister now meets him
secretly. She told me flippantly one day
that, if her husband doesn’t come back, she
is going to marry this man.
My mother and I are doing everything

possible to break this up as we love my
brother-in-law as much as we do my sis-

ter. He is really a wonderful man.
Can you give us some tips on how we

can go on breaking up this episode? We’ve
done everything we can think of and now
we need some smart help.

Evelinn L.

Dear Miss L:
/ am sorry to say this, but it's true:

l am completely losing patience with
wives who cannot remain true to husbands
who happen to be away at camp, or on
the battle fronts. I, too, am the wife of
a man in uniform. I get lonely. I get

heartsick. But l have women friends who
are in the same predicament, so we con-
sole one another. 1 am invited to parties

where there are other husbands and wives
and, frankly, I sometimes look at the wo-
men whose husbands are with them in the
sharpest envy

.

But , if a woman really loves her hus-
band, no other man quite measures up
to him. Absent, he still seems to be the
most wonderful person in the world.

True, some of the men forget their

obligations, but the majority are just as

heart-hungry and lonely as their tvives.

Even though many of these men are not
in actual danger, they are sick of war and
yearning for home.

I’m afraid, Evelinn, that there is no
“smart” way in which to bring your sis-

ter to her senses. l\or do I think nagging
will accomplish anything. You might
have one final family council. Your
sister’s obligation to her husband should
be mentioned once again, as well as the

fact that she is breaking up another wo-
man’s home. Your mother should ex-
press her disappointment in her daugh-
ter. Then you might as well ignore any-
thing your sister does in the future. It

is unfortunately true that, if a girl wants
to destroy her reputation and her hope
for a decent future , no one. can stop her.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:

I am twenty-one years old and, in spite

of the question I am going to ask you, I

am not a jerk. I am just methodical.
When I was a kid, I had my dad teach me
to drive a car; I had my older brother
teach me to swim. I am the kind of a
person who likes to get the right steer,

then do a thing—maybe not in expert man-
ner—but as a reasonably good amateur.

I am very much in love with a girl. She
is sweet, a church-going girl which is rare
these days, and in general is going to make
a fine wife for some lucky guy. I would
like to be that guy. I am deferred, as I

help my father run a farm. I am sure that
I am doing a lot more good in my present
spot than I would be toting a gun.

I want to propose and I want to do it

so well that I run no risk of getting “no”
for an answer. Because you are a girl,

BELITA, STARRING IN MONOGRAM'S "GOLDEN GIRL"

JERGENS LOTION

YOU: Cart I have such soft hands, Belita?
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you: Is Jergens really your hand care, Belita?
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FOR SMART WOMEN

WHAT ARE TODAY'S SMARTEST LIP-

STICK COLORS? Don’t answer this one

until you see Tangee’s exciting new

colors. There’s Tangee Red-Red — bold,

dark and handsome. Tangee Theatrical

Red— it dramatizes your lips! Tangee

Medium-Red — the fashionable new

shade that goes with everything.

WHEN DO LIPS LOOK JUST RIGHT?

When they’re not too dry—or too moist.

Avoid these extremes by using Tangee

Satin-Finish Lipstick. Its exclusive

cream base protects against chapping

and dryness— yet does not smear.

WHAT'S YOUR MAKE-UP TIMETABLE?

Some girls seem to reach for their lip-

sticks about once every hour. Not you,

of course! You’re different. You use

longer-lasting Tangee Satin-Finish Lip-

stick. It holds all sorts of “endurance

records”— clings to your lips for many

extra hours.

WHAT’S HER NAME? This is Constance Luft Huhn, one of America’s best

known authorities on beauty and make-up, Head of the House of Tangee.

Mrs. Huhn’s cosmetic masterpiece—Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick—gives

your lips a soft satin-smooth gleam that adds greatly to their loveliness.

^Tangee
and see how beautiful you can he

and such a nice one, too, would you mind hi

telling me what kind of an approach a girl

really likes? How can I prepare the ground
so that I’ll get the harvest I want?

Martin B.

Dear Mr. B:
/ thought your letter quite charming, i

and I’m sure you ivill have no difficulty ' l

in getting the “yes” answer. The first
thing to remember, ivhen seriously ill

courting a girl, is that there is nothing d
that begets love quite so much as love. M
Tell a girl you love her, say it with quiet lT

sincerity, and the average girl melts.
Altvays tell a girl what you like about ij

her, but don’t make it fancy. Keep to t

simple, genuine statements. Don’t flat- I

ter—that is, don’t tell a girl an obvious j
untruth. But do take infinite pains to [J

notice every good quality she has—her I

laugh, the ivay she walks, her voice, the j

way she combs her hair, her courtesy to
j

older people, her love for her family. J
And how about a campaign of modest, I

uncompromising presents—a book, can- i

dy or a nice compact? A girl enjoys not (

only the gift but the thoughtfulness it
j

implies, plus the assurance that if she I

married you, you wouldn’t be averse to
p

spending a little money on her.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
Two years ago I met a boy who was

nineteen when I was sixteen. I went with
him for three weeks before he entered the
service. Then we became engaged.
For quite a while he was stationed near-

by and we had many dates. One night he
got a pass and came home, but I had gone
to the movies with my mother, so he took
my girl friend out. When I heard of this

I was angry, so I went out with his boy
friend. That made my» boy friend mad.

Last fall I went down to take care of

my grandfather and met a boy who was
in the Navy. I was intimate with him and
the doctor told me last month that I am
going to have this sailor’s child.

The sailor is now overseas. I wrote
telling him, but he has never answered.
I was advised to write to his Commanding
Officer and get a statement from this sailor

admitting the paternity of my child.

I’m writing to my first boy friend again.
He says he loves me and I know I love him.
I want to marry him when he comes home
but I’m afraid when he finds I have a

THE DEMAND FOR

PHOTOPLAY
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getting your copy regu-
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your copy each month
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; ;hild, he won’t want to marry me.
My doctor tells me I should give my

: :hild up for adoption. If I do that, I will

>e able to marry my boy friend without
lim knowing, but I’m afraid I’ll be sorry
ill the days of my life.

Betty W.

)ear Miss. W

:

Your headlong romance is going to
liter your entire future, so you must
irepare yourself spiritually for that fact.

7 it is at all possible, you should keep
'our baby. If, for financial reasons, this

8 not feasible, you should give it up
vithout even seeing it. All your life you
till wonder where your youngster is.

Furthermore I think you should write
o your boy friend and tell him the truth.
)on’t simply tell him you are to have
mother’s child. The bald fact alone
vould be revelation in a needlessly cruel
nanner. Start at the beginning. Re-
niitd him of the quarrel. Tell him some-

i hing of your responsibility of taking care
if your grandfather. Describe the way
/ou lived, tell him how you met this boy
ind what led to your tragic surrender.
Tell him that you love him and that you
hink you have grown up enough to be a
nore worth-while person in the future.

.

But be prepared to take it like a wo-
nan if he writes you a scathing letter,

ir if you never hear from him again,
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
The turning point of my life is about to

>ccur. My parents are separating, and my
nother is moving into an apartment. There
ire five of us children; my two older
brothers are in the service, so my mother
vill have three of us with her.

Until now I have been attending a fine

private school for girls that I really love,

jut Mother says that—under the new set-

jp—she won’t be able to continue my edu-
:ation. I am seventeen and should grad-
uate in a year. I have been planning to

finish school, then to attend some nice art

ichool, after that a school of designing.
In short, I have to go to work. It all

seems so unjust and awful that I simply
:an’t face it. Can you suggest anything?

Jasona B.

Dear Miss B:
I agree that you are facing a very real

tragedy, but it lies not so much in the
necessity for you to give up school, but
in the fact of your broken home.
You have been, apparently, so taken

up with your own disappointment that
you haven’t stopped to think what this

nust mean to your mother. If your
ife seems to have grown confused, what
of hers? From your letter I am led to
believe that you may have added to your
mother’s already heavy burden by wailing
to high heaven.
At seventeen you must grotv up. You

must begin to think of the tvelfare and
happiness of others—which is the first

<ign of emotional maturity. Why don’t
you put your arm around your mother’s
ihoulders some night soon and say some-
thing like, “I’m afraid that I’ve been
selfish and not very understanding, but
that’s all over. Don’t you worry about
me. I’m going to be all right and help
you to be all right, too.”
Since you want to study art and de-

sign, find a job in an advertising agency,
or on a magazine staff. You will be sur-
prised to discover how priceless this ac-
tual experience will prove to be. Then,
enroll in some good night school.

I truly believe that determination and
enterprise will win for an ambitious girl
everything her heart desires if she has a
modicum of ability and a fighting heart.

Claudette Colbert
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FOR DULL "WINTER” HAIR
I was tired of my own dull, drab-Iook-

ing, "winter” hair. And pretty discour-

aged, too. Until that wonderful day
when I heard about Nestle Colorinse

from my beauty shop girl.

"Colorinse, gives your hair the richer,

warmer color it needs,” she said. "Why
don’t you try it?” 1 couldn’t resist her

suggestion and how thrilled I was! For
Colorinse gave my hair richer color—
a soft satiny sheen and beautiful spar-

kling highlights. And I made another
discovery, too—

In the Spring, a young man’s fancy

turns to . , . girls with bright, sparkling

hair. Let Nestle Colorinse add Spring-

time glamour to your hair. Whatever
its color, there’s a Colorinse shade to

make it lovelier.

Ask your heogtician lor on Opalescent Creme Wove

V&® ^ by Nestle— originators of permonenl woving.

"Kest&e.

COLORINSE
10/ and 25/ sizes.

At beauty counters

everywhere.

I" KEEP HAIR IN PLACE ALL DAYLONG^
[
Delicately perfumed Nestle

Hairlac keeps all styles of

hairdos looking well-groomed

throughout the day. Also adds

sheen and lustre to your hair.

Y 2 Vi or. bottle 25^.

Keat&e, hairla
A'J-j.

Dear Miss Colbert:
Here I am in the South Pacific, sick

with worry, but unable to talk it over with
my buddies for fear of ridicule. So I de-
cided to unburden myself to you.

I have been married three years to a
beautiful girl whom I adore. We have a
lovely little girl two years old. We were
happily married, I thought. I wasn’t mak-
ing much money and every once in awhile
I felt so downhearted I would go down to

a little bar and get plastered, then go home
and beat up my wife.

I wouldn’t know anything about it un-
til the next morning and then I could
shoot myself with disgust. I joined the
Army, figuring they would make a man
of me and I think I have made progress.
While I was taking my basic training,

I wrote regularly. Still, I noticed that my
wife’s letters cooled off after I had been
away awhile. So when I got a furlough, I

went home in a hurry. She was sweet, but
kind of strange. She was sort of compli-
mentary about my progress, but in a sad
sort of way.
When I went back to camp I wrote

every day but got no reply. Finally I

saved a little extra money and called long
distance and she was fine, but said she
hadn’t been feeling very well.

Then I was shipped out without getting

to see her. Finally I received a letter say-
ing she was going to have a baby. I’m not
one to be skeptical, but the amount of

time since I have seen her just isn’t right.

Shall I forgive my wife and skip it, or
divorce her? Should I demand custody of

my little girl and this other baby?
Corp. Amos S.

Dear Mr. S:
One of the most interesting sentences

in your letter was this: “ShaU I forgive
my wife and skip it, or divorce her?”

You freely admit that you spent badly
needed earnings at bars because you were
discouraged. What about your wife at

home with a small baby? Don’t you im-
agine she teas discouraged, too? You ad-
mit that you beat her. Did you imagine
that she enjoyed such treatment?

Your wife may have made little out-
ward fuss over your behavior, but it is

likely that a tide of resentment arose in

her soul and penetrated every cell of her
being. She may well be the quiet type
whose anger at last breaks open flood
gates and devastates her entire life.

It would seem that the only way for
you to reach some sort of an understand-
ing would be for you to write and ask
her to unburden herself to you. Ask
whether there is another man and if

there is, ask her to tell you as much as
possible about the manner of her meet-
ing him, and what happened thereafter.

It may be that your wife is still in love
with youj but that—in a curious way that
some women have—she has been seeking
a way in which to get even with you. If
you still love her as much as you say
you do, and if you can look upon this

child as your own—never distinguishing
between it and the other child—it may be
that the two of you can work out post-
war plans that will be satisfactory.

Try to establish understanding between
you. But don’t speak of forgiveness
until you, yourself, have been forgiven.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am the wife of a service man who is

now in action and I have a problem that
is causing me much unhappiness. I have
been going to movies once a week; and
after the movie I’ve been stopping in at

a night club for a sandwich and a beer.
My family say that I am very wrong

in this. They accuse me of being unfair
to my husband by talking to other men.
I believe there is no harm in talking. I

work all week, and one night out is all

After removing polish . . . round
nails, with emery board, to oval

shape— never point! Never file

down into corners. Good strong

corners near fingertips help pre-

vent breaking and splitting.

. . . After soaking fingertips in

warm, soapy water—scrub with
nail brush. Tear an absorbent
Sitroux Tissue in quarters. Wrap
tip of orange-stick in one quarter

—push back cuticle gently. Use
another quarter* Sitroux Tissue

for left hand. ( Remember—never

waste precious Sitroux Tissues ! * )

... If nails are small, cover entire

nail ... if long, leave half-moon,

small tip. Remove excess polish

with remaining half of Sitroux

Tissue. To hurry drying, run cold

water over nails. Keep Sitroux
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I want. I know a lot of service wives who
do the same. We are young and we don’t
want to get overgrown with moss.

I love music, soft lights, people laugh-
ing and having a good time, and where
else can you find all those things put to-
gether except in a bar? I would appre-
ciate it if you would express yourself so
that I can show it to my critics.

Mrs. Luther C.

Dear Mrs. C:
I’m afraid that showing my answer to

your friends won’t establish the principle
you have in mind. Even if you weren’t
married to a man overseas, it seems to
me that you would be doing yourself a
vast disservice to go unescorted into
night clubs. Your lone presence in such
a place of amusement is a tacit invitation
for every wolf there to try to pick you up.

Suppose your husband should arrive
unexpectedly some night—how ivould
you like to have him stroll into that bar
and find you talking to some strange
man whose name you don’t even know?

If there are other service wives who,
as you say, are hungering for a certain
amount of social life during the absence
of their men overseas, why don’t you wo-
men form a club?

1 think the only safe rule of conduct
for a service wife is this: Do nothing
that you wouldn’t want to tell fully and
freely to your husband either in a letter
or face-to-face when he returns.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
Do you think it is a disgrace for me to

write to a Japanese-American soldier?
I am a paper carrier and have been since

all our carriers were called into service.
Four of us girls handle the distribution
now. This boy, Tom, worked at the grocery
store, which was on my route.

**¥***********¥*************

)Q.eadL This (2a.tejju.LLy

You are warm, your clothes

are good.

Do you know why?
You live in America!

Picture the people of the war-
devastated countries. Most of

them have had no clothing, old

or new, for from four to eight

years! They are going barefoot
and without enough clothing
to cover their thin bodies.

U/iLL you yo

to yout cLoiet today?

Take every garment you do not
truly need and give it to the
United National Clothing Col-
lection for War Relief. Your
local newspaper will give you
further details.

They will be sent to Greece,
Yugoslavia, France, Russia,
China. . . .

The clothes you have discarded
will be a godsend to a needy
ally!

GERTRUD

NEW... a CREAM DEODORANT
which Safely helps

STOP under-arm PERSPIRATION
1. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot

dresses and men’s shirts.

2 . Prevents under-arm odor. Helps stop

perspiration safely.

3 . A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless

vanishing cream.

4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right

after shaving.

5. Arrid has been awarded the Approval
Seal of the American Institute of

Laundering— harmless to fabric. Use
Arrid regularly.

39^0*

(Also 590 size)

At any store which sells toilet goods ARRID
MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE ARRID THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT

p

M

IVI

8?



During the hot afternoons I would stoj
there for a soda or ice cream and we go
to be good friends. My bike was alway.
springing a leak, so when that happened
Tom would fix it. We got to know eacl
other and were friends for three years.
This summer he was taken into th<

Army and we have been writing to eacl
other. Right now he is in France, bacl
in action although he was wounded ;

few months ago and got the Purple Heart
He says my letters keep him from get-

ting lonesome. Should I keep on writing
him, or should I stop because some of thf
people here think it isn’t nice for me t<

keep up my correspondence with him?
Granella A.

Dear Miss A:
IXo matter what narrow-minded peo-

ple say, keep on writing to your friend,
It is quite true that our enemy in thf

Pacific is the Japanese nation, but it is

equally true that our enemy on the west-
ern front is the German Reich. If you
had met a boy whose parents had been
German, who had been born and educated
here and had entered the American Army,
it wouldn't occur to you to discontinue
your correspondence, would it?
Any man, regardless of the birthplace

of his parents, who wears the Purple
Heart is a fine person to have for a
friend. Keep up that friendship.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am thirty-nine, brunette, weigh 175.

Yes, I’m plump. I have four children—the
older boy is in service, the others in a
private school, much like an orphanage.
A year ago my hubby said he no longer

loved me and put his divorce through. He
pays me $50.00 per month and $25.00 for
each child. I live in a two-room apartment
and work in a dining room. I have become
acquainted with a man sixty-two who
wants to marry me. He is respectable
and considerate, only I can’t bear to have
him touch me.

I keep thinking of my hubby. He is

married now and always wants the chil-
dren with him for holidays. He sees me
about once a month, takes me to dinner
and pays me compliments. He says he
just married this other lady for business
reasons.

I get spells when I cry for hours. Would
you advise me to marry my gentleman
friend to get companionship? I keep think-
ing my hubby will come back to me.

Mrs. Elden M.

Dear Mrs. M:
In the first place, I think you should

stop crying. I don't mean to be callous
but tears accomplish utterly nothing.

In the second place, never marry a man
you find physically unattractive. I\o

matter how respectable and considerate
a man may be, he will be a cheated hus-
band if you can’t bear his caresses.
Why don't you have your children

with you? Surely they would be better

off in a real home. Why don’t you
make a determined effort to devote your-
self to their welfare? Even if you worked
part time, you would be able to give them
some taste of the home life to which
they are entitled.

It would seem to me that you would
be much happier if you would dismiss
all thought of your former husband from
your mind. Be sure that he didn’t marry
his present wife for “business purposes."
He is saying that only to spare your
feelings. However, you are young enough
to find another husband and to create a

new happiness for yourself if you will

shake off the past and walk confidently
into the future.

Claudette Colbert

This complete 8 minute

BEAUTY-LIFT'
works wonders for face and neck

^4$^^HOPPER’S

Famous HOPPER Method Helps Skin Appear
Firmer, Smoother, Fresher with Each Treatment

!

Here’s a complete de luxe ‘Beauty-Lift’
you can give yourself at home with fa-
mous Edna Wallace Hopper’s Facial
Cream — one of the most beautifying
creams in cosmetic history

!

This homogenized facial makes your skin
appear heavenly smooth, firmer, with an
adorable baby-freshness-after even the
first treatment. It actually enhances the
natural beauty of the skin.

The HOPPER Method—Why It’s So Active

Briskly pat Hopper’s Facial Cream over
face and neck (follow arrows in dia-

gram). Gently press an extra amount of
this super-lubricating cream over any
lines or wrinkles. Leave on about 8
minutes.

The reason Hopper’s Cream lubricates
the skin so evenly-so expertly-leaving
it looking so smooth and delicately tex-
tured — is because it’s homogenized!
Faithful use helps maintain natural
dazzling beauty throughout the years.

Be sure to buy Edna Wallace Hopper’s
Facial Cream today. You can get it at
any cosmetic counter.

. . . and I’m doing something about
fcjj?

it now! My hairdresser told me

how. “I recommend ETERNOL," she

said, “though I pay a trifle more

for it than for any other tint . . . because ETERNOL’S color-

control is always sure.” One treatment proved she was right!

Gone are all the drab gray streaks. My hair shines like

satin, gleams with youth-giving color. And how naturally

lovely it looks! Ask your hairdresser for ETERNOL.

TINT OIL SHAMPOO
ms w&Zs#a*t/

Tints, reconditions, cleanses

in one simple operation

E
New 12-page booklet "Radiant Hair on the 7-Day Plan." Write

• Paragon Distr. Corp., Dept. M-5, 8 W. 32nd St., New York 1, N. Y.

Caution: Use only as directed on label.



Start today to get that Ivory Look—a softer,
smoother, younger-looking complexion.

It's easy—with Ivory Soap. Just follow
baby's beauty routine. Give up careless cleansings

and change to regular, gentle Ivory care.

That's all! You can't buy a purer soap than mild
Ivory. It's the sure way to a prettier complexion.

\r
i

Ivory has no coloring, medication or strong perfume
*

|

that might irritate your skin. And more doctors advise
it than all other brands put together!

More doctors

Now she lists that Ivor^jr Loot
.

.

told her complexion secret

+fx<mM o$Wb fymnJjb ^\xt . . .994Yioo% Pure. . .It Floats

Urgent request from Uncle Sam: Help conserve vital war materials used in making soap.
Don't waste Ivory—make every cake do extra work.



Velvet Girl

( Continued, from page 37) worry about
her. “I’ll never get that way, Mr. Brown.
Never! I promise!”
A promise to her is a cross-your-heart

affair. As Freddie Wilcox found out re-
cently when they were up at Lake Chelan,
Washington, on location for “Hold High
The Torch,” which was paradise to Eliza-
beth because it meant working for two
months with Lassie and a whole menagerie
of ' mountain lions, bobcats, beavers,
squirrels and deer.
She loves stories and one day the direc-

tor was telling her about something highly
dramatic, when he was interrupted. He
promised to call at her cabin that night and
finish it—and didn’t. She treated him coolly
for three days then, because she couldn’t
stand it any longer, burst out, “Freddie,
why didn’t you come the other night? You
promised!”

S
HE is very serious-minded and super-
sensitive, and takes most everything lit-

erally as said. Honest-injun clear through.
Recently when a photographer was

shooting pictures of her around the house
and wanted a shot of her drying dishes,
she protested, “Oh please don’t take that
one. They’ll think I like drying dishes and
kids everywhere will wonder what’s wrong
with me.”
He went ahead and shot it but just when

the camera flashed Elizabeth made such
a terrible face—to keep it honest—that the
still will probably never be used.
Yes—despite her great spiritual qualities

—she’s still all girl.

Ask her what she doesn’t like and you’ll

get a quickie—“Rice!” Or school work,
with the exception of art classes, which
she loves.

She has no knowledge of time for in

her own Never Never Land there’s no
such thing as a clock. It’s a major opera-
tion to get her off to school. An hour is

fifteen minutes or a hundred and fifteen.

And she doesn’t know or care which.
She likes tailored clothes, especially

suits and a pearl-gray-colored anything.
She goes into a trance over classical mqsic,
particularly Chopin. She likes to draw and
paint, but fairly lives for Saturdays and
Sundays when she and her fifteen-year-

old brother Howard go riding at Dupee’s
stables. Aside from that, all of her time
is spent training her own pets. If she
weren’t an actress, she’d like to be one
of three things—a nurse, a jockey, or an
animal trainer.

The yen to be the latter came at the

age of four when she had her picture made
with a chimpanzee at the London zoo. A
chore which the chimp usually did with
bored mien. One quickie and he wanted
the kids out of his way. But when Eliza-

beth came up for hers, the big chimpanzee
turned around and just looked at her
thoughtfully, then put both arms around
her and hugged her. The Taylors were
terrified. Guards came running up and
one of them had to hit the chimp with the

butt of his gun to make him let her go.

Elizabeth thought it was wonderful be-
.

cause the chimpanzee loved her so much.
She decided to be an animal trainer.

Headquarters for her Never Never Land
is her bedroom with its green chintz

drapes, dressing table and bedspread with
the long petticoat that’s ’so handy for

keeping things out of sight.

Near her bed is Nibbles’s little green
house, made out of a bed table with a

screen over the front of it, inside which
he has a little log with real knotholes,

where the chipmunk has made a nest by
pulling cotton fuzz off the doll blanket

Elizabeth gave him and packing the fuzz

into the log.

THINK OF

Today, EVERY day, give your skin special care... the caress of

these unique creams— to coax it away from “wayward" periods

... to keep it on the bright

beam of beauty...

The more glorious your skin and

your complexion, the more attention

they deserve! Even the loveliest skin

at times becomes "wayward”. . .

straying ... not all you want it, or

all it should be. So think of tomorrow’s beauty today and trust it to Phillips’

Milk of Magnesia Creams—Cleansing Cream for dewy, morning-bright freshness;

Skin Cream for night-long beautifying and as a base for smoother make-up. Both

provide Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia, a friendly, familiar ingredient no other

cream can offer. Skin Cream contains softening, smoothing oils, and cholesterol

to protect skin moisture. Together, they make skin care a caress!

Phillips' Milk of Magnesia Skin Cream— Use it at

night for prolonged beautifying action; by day as a

satin-smooth make-up foundation. Softens ,
neutralizes

any excess acid accumulations in outer pore openings—
helps skin stay supple , soft. 60f plus tax.

Phillips' Milk of Magnesia Cleansing Cream—
Luxuriously rich , and tissues off so easily—removing

accumulations from openings of outer pores as well as

surface dirt and make-up. Your skinfeels sparkling-fresh

and clean! 60i, plus tax.
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There are twenty-one statues of horses
scattered around on the dressing table,

bureau and end tables, and pictures of
Elizabeth and King Charles on the walls.
On the big easel near the window is an
almost finished picture of the magnificent
horse. “King’s easy to draw—he’s so
pretty,” she’ll tell you proudly.
A bridle dangles over the lamp bracket

on one wall. There’s a new tan saddle
riding the waste basket over in the corner.
Another saddle

—
“a second-hand one I

practice with” is draped over a doll’s

cradle, with a limp French doll stretched
languidly out in the saddle, one limber
leg entwined in the stirrup, a surprised
look on its chic face.

COMETIMES in the night her room full of

thoroughbreds come to life in her dream
world and take to the air, with Elizabeth
and King leading them over the jumps of

the Grand National in “National Velvet”
again.

“She really could have ridden the whole
race in the picture, you know,” Director
Clarence Brown tells you proudly.
She did ride a goodly part of it and took

many of the jumps, protesting broken-
heartedly the occasional times that real

jockeys or stunt men were used.
The double was all set to do the scene

where Velvet runs into the road in the
path of the horse to stop him from running
away. “Mr. Brown, don’t you think it’s

dangerous for him to do it?” cried Eliza-

beth. “He doesn’t know Bill. But he knows
and loves me and he won’t trample me.”
The director and Mrs. Taylor finally

consented. “Don’t worry—he’ll stop,” Eliza-

beth said.

King came out in high, the trainer

cracked his whip, and the horse reared
and tore off down the road, racing towards
Elizabeth standing there so calmly at the
other end. “There, there. Whoa, King,”
she said soothingly. He whoaed. To those
watching, it seemed to be a personal deal

of faith between the horse and the little

girl.

Knowing her faith in getting anything
“that’s right” for her, someone recently
asked her if there was anything she’d ever
wanted that hadn’t come true.

“There is now,” she said, her voice
trembling a little. “I want King.”

It seems there was some talk that the
studio might give the horse to her, but
her parents and others were afraid the
spirited thoroughbred might be too dan-
gerous.
“Oh NO! He wouldn’t hurt me! ” she

said, her eyes filling with tears.

Then proving her point, she thought,
Elizabeth reminded her mother of the
time when she had had her head against
King loving him and he’d taken the front

of her blouse in his mouth and ripped it.

“If he’d wanted to he could have taken
my tummy then,” she reasoned.
When they try to settle for a different

horse, she won’t have it.

“If you loved a person and nobody
wanted you to and said somebody else

was even prettier, you couldn’t change,”
she says. “I don’t want King just because
he’s beautiful. I wouldn’t care if he were
an old nag. It’s just because it’s King,”
she adds.

“If it isn’t right for you to have him,
you wouldn’t want him, would you?” con-
soles her mother.

“I wouldn’t say I didn’t—want him,” she
sobs, “but—

”

So as far as Elizabeth is concerned it’s

all in His lap. There’s another postscript

on those prayers now. And you may be
sure that every night down beside her
green chintz bed, Elizabeth and God are
going into a huddle again.

The End
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Brunettes take notice: Famous painter

shows how to beautify your skin with original*

‘•Flower-fresh” shade of
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Here’s the right Cashmere

Bouquet shade for you!

FOR LIGHT TYPES
Natural, Rachel Nos. 1 and 2

FOR MEDIUM TYPES
Rachel No. 2, Rose Brunette

FOR DARK TYPES
*Rose Brunette, Even Tan

YOU with the dark hair, give your skin

a pink-pearl accent with Cashmere Bouquet’s

new "Flower-fresh” Rose Brunette. This

is what you’ve been waiting for . . . dreaming

about . . . this rosy radiance in a face powder

that goes on like sifted star-dust to help

veil tiny blemishes. And it clings for hours

and hours. Cashmere Bouquet’s "Flower-fresh’’

shades are keyed to all skin types from

an angel-faced blonde to a sultry red-head.



’Let

Curtains

Hang!"

says Sad Iron

. . it’s my iron decision that curtains are silly!

Their slow poke-y frills get me shivery, chilly.”

But Miss Sunny Monday is counting on Linit

—

The slick, handsome starch that saves many a minute.

And now
“Meet Master Linit.

He’s really perfection

To iron—to flatter

a curtain’s complexion!

Here's how—
“We wash our curtains

As clean as a breeze—
Then Linit will starch them

with elegant ease.

Quick mix—
“He blends half cupfuls

of water and Linit

—

Then adds boiling water—
It’s done in a minute!”

Clicks!

Well, do look at Sad Iron,

gay and alive-y!

With Linit his work is so

happy and jive-y!

© Corn Products Soles Company

Junior Pin-up

(Continued from page 55) good pediatri-
cian and the diet he ordered. They loved
her so they wanted the best for her. How
could they guess she soon would be taking
handsome care of herself?

First Paul Hesse, attracted by the glam-
our Angela Maxine brought to pigtails,

photographed her for magazine covers.
Then she played in a government short
with James Cagney and did a bit in “Babes
On Broadway” with Mickey Rooney. When
Metro was searching for a little girl to play
in “Journey For Margaret” an office worker
remembered the piquancy of a youngster
she had seen in “Babes On Broadway.”
Whereupon the executives re-ran the film
and promptly signed Angela Maxine for

the plum role.

It was then that Angela Maxine became
officially Margaret O’Brien—and a new star

—and the pin-up girl of thousands of

homesick GIs who write her, “You remind
me of my own little girl”—and the inspira-
tion for a certain pursuit plane named “Lost
Angel”—and the darling of millions, in-
cluding those two perfectionists, Charles
Laughton and Lionel Barrymore.

“She’s the only actress besides my sister

Ethel who has brought tears to my eyes in

thirty years,” Lionel Barrymore tells you.
Last Christmas he gave Margaret a little

pin of amethysts and seed pearls which
once belonged to his grandmother.
“These are crown jewels, in a way,”

Margaret explains, “because they came
from the theater’s ‘Royal Family.’ And
they’re all the royalty we have in America.”
She talks in a gentle voice with a fairly

high register. And when she’s very inter-

ested in what you are saying she will take
your hand in a gesture so trusting you
remember it for a long, long time.

'

L
ATE this winter, when Margaret and her
mother and aunt were in New York, we

all had breakfast at the Waldorf. Their
drawing-room was filled with spring flow-
ers. And there was a bird singing. Mar-
garet had brought it from California and
had worried over the size of the tiny cage
in which she had carried him until Elsa
Maxwell had given her a larger cage whose
erstwhile occupant, a parrot that insisted

upon cursing in Japanese, had departed.
In one of the bedrooms was Guadaloupe,

Margaret’s Mexican nurse. She had been a

chambermaid in the hotel in Mexico City
during the O’Briens’ visit there and had
looked after Margaret whenever Gladys
and Marissa stepped out. Margaret had
been entranced by her because, among
other things, she bore the same name as the
shrine where they made their devotions.
Margaret, wearing a housecoat and pink

bunny bedroom slippers, eyed the plate of

glazed Danish pastry and waited for her
mother to finish what she was saying.

Suddenly, taking advantage of her moth-
er’s pause for breath, she announced, “I

have a beautiful new nightgown under-
neath. Could I show it, Mommie, please?”
Her gown was pink satin, shirred fully

at the yoke and edged with fine lace. “It’s

just like a movie star’s, isn’t it?” she asked,
wrinkling her nose with delight. “Just like

something Miss Garson would wear.”
Margaret had spied the gown, a maternity

gown of the new short length, when they
had been shopping. The length had con-
vinced her that it was meant for a little

girl. And she had pleaded for it.

Breakfast over, Margaret placed an open
box of bird seed on the table. “I’ll show
you,” she offered, “how Francesca, my bird,

will sit on my finger and nibble at the
seeds. Guadaloupe taught me how to take
her up gently. At first I did it when it was
dark so she wouldn’t see my hand coming
toward her and be frightened.



“Guadaloupe’s teaching me Spanish too.

And I’m teaching her English. Auntie
taught me to print my name—Margaret

—

so I can sign pictures and drawings and
not be too far behind when I start school.”

As she whispered to Francesca before
opening the cage, her aunt was telling of a

party she had been on the night before
and the attractive man who had been her
escort.

Margaret suddenly paused. “I do hope
you won’t marry him, even though he is

so nice,” she said with gentle firmness.

“I want you to marry—you know who!”
Marissa ’auglied. “Margaret wants Fred

Wilcox for an uncle-in-law so we’ll have
Lassie in the family. Mr. Wilcox directs

the Lassie pictures, you know.”
Francesca stepped daintily onto Mar-

garet’s finger, then took to the air.

“Margaret,” Mrs. O’Brien said, “while
Francesca’s flying would you recite ‘The
Nativity?’

”

She was like any mother asking her
child to recite. And Margaret, facing us
to begin, was like any obedient child.

There, however, all similarity ended. As
she told the story of the Baby in the
manger she wove a spell. We could
see the shepherds watching the flocks

and the shine of the gifts the wise men
carried so carefully. We could hear the
wings of the Heavenly Host . . . only they
suddenly turned out to be the wings of

Francesca trapped in a basket of spring
flowers. Margaret rushed over to free her.

“There, Francesca,” she whispered. Once
again she was a little eight-year-old all

concerned about her pet. Her magic gift

fell from her like an invisible cloak.

Marissa said, “Francesca goes into her
cage much better than you go into your
bed, Margaret.”
“When we tell Margaret it’s bedtime,”

Gladys smiled, “she suddenly remembers
she has to dress her twin dolls, put water
in Francesca’s dish, finish a drawing.”
Margaret grinned. “I dawdle.”

AT this point some men arrived to dis-

cuss a broadcast for Margaret. Bored
with the business conversation she retired

to a big secretary and began to draw a
nun. Nuns and glamour girls—especially

with red hair like Miss Garson—are her
specialties. Her drawings are unlike those

of most children her age. They show a

subtlety of facial expression with a curious
consciousness of “good” and “bad.”

“I’d draw a glamour girl for you,” Mar-
garet offered, “but I don’t have the right

color crayons.” She held up three, enumer-
ating the colors

—
“black, yellow, brown.”

As we were leaving, Gladys O’Brien said,

“We know so little of what lies ahead for us.

A few months ago Guadaloupe would have
thought anyone who told her she was going
to leave her sunny native city was crazy.

Now she has seen California, travelled

across the entire United States, and she
stands watching a New York snowstorm.
If only we could always remember how
quickly life changes we would never feel,

as I did when Margaret was born, that life

is over. How little I knew of the wonder-
ful things that were ahead.”
Again Margaret’s soft little hand slipped

into ours as she said good-by and presented
us with her picture of a nun. “I’ll do a

glamour girl next time when I have the
right crayons,” she promised.
Outside the snow was falling thick and

fast. Through the white veil loomed the
gold and scarlet sign of a five-and-ten-
cent store. Here was a clear indication of

what should be done. Maybe it seems
ridiculous to send a ten-cent box of

crayons to a famous movie star. But it

isn’t, somehow, when she’s Angela Maxine
O’Brien, so much better known as Margaret.

The End

Suffusing Ingredient

c/l4u

says: "My Pond's Dreamflower 'Rachel

’

does more for my skin than any other

'Rachel' I've ever tried—because it's not

only a heavenly looking shade— but it

goes on so tlirillingly sheer!”

gives Ponds Dreamflower Powder

color smoothness

Now—a new suffusing ingredient makes Pond’s

go on extra "sheer-gauge” ! This new ingredient

particles of soft color more smoothly, more clin

over your skin. Gives Pond’s more luxurious,

"sheer-gauge” evenness on your face!

That’s why Pond’s shades not only have

lovely color in the box—they add lovely

color to your skin! Smoother color. Sheerer

color. More glamorous color.

Compare "sheer-gauge” Pond’s with the

powder you’re wearing now. See for yourself

the all-over velvety smoothness it lends your
skin-tone! 6 beautiful Dreamflower shades.

49j£, 25 10^ (plus tax).

PONDS Dreamflower Powder
made "sheer-gauge” by experts in beauty!

Dreamflower Powder
spreads the tiny

gingly

"Sheer - gauge" means
more flattering shade*
on the skin

!

Two stockings— exactly the

same shade in the box

—

but so different “on”!
Now— Pond's Dreamflower

Powder shades look love-

lier “on” because they’re so

beautifully “sheer-gouge” I
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Miss Carolyn Cross, stunning Powers Model, noted for her exquisite loveliness,

keeps her hair shining bright for days with Kreml Shampoo

You, Too, Can Give Your Hair This
f10-Minute Glamour-Bath’ Right At Home!

Just leave it to these 'million dollar’ Powers Models to find a way to make their

hair look even more ravishingly beautiful. These smart Powers girls wash their

hair with Kreml Shampoo.

Kreml Shampoo not only thoroughly washes hair and scalp ’spick-and-span’

clean—but it brings out the hair's natural sparkling highlights and lustrous sheen

—it leaves hair so much softer, silkier and easier to set in a stunning hair-do.

So buy a bottle of Kreml Shampoo today at any drug counter and glamour-
bathe’ your hair like beautiful Powers Models do! Just see if you too, don’t agree

there’s no finer shampoo than Kreml Shampoo.

Advises Beautifying Kreml Shampoo
For Children’s Hair

John Robert Powers, a foremost authority of femi-

nine beauty, advises even his child Powers Models
to use only Kreml Shampoo. This remarkably
beautifying shampoo positively contains no harsh
chemicals—it never leaves any excess dull soapy
film. Instead, its beneficial oil base helps keep hair

from becoming dry or brittle. This makes it espe-

cially fine for shampooing children’s hair.

KremlSHAMPOO
FOR SILKEN-SHEEN HAIR—EASIER TO ARRANGE ^Guaranteed
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Dick Arlen, Sky Rider

(Continued from, page 53) of the U. £
Army Air Corps. One of the closest call

Dick has ever had was with Jimmie-
when they had to make a forced land
ing in, of all places, a haystack! Thank
to the hay, both of them came out of th
incident without a scratch. Wayne Morris
who now wears the Distinguished Flyinj
Cross, Andy Devine, Priscilla Lane an<
Bob Taylor, now a Navy lieutenant, al

received their first instruction from Dick
When the government ordered all pri

vately owned flying schools abandoned
Dick volunteered as a lecturer and con-
sultant. He sat in a Dallas hotel room foi

two months and crammed the whole cours<
into that time. What’s more, he passed.

[""NICK is a one-woman man and seldon
plays the field. He usually has one gir

at a time and she remains his sole interes

until the friendship is over. For the pas
year Maggie Kinsella, a society girl fron
Long Island, has occupied this place ir

Dick’s life and for the first time since h(

and his wife Jobyna Ralston decided tc

separate seven years ago, Dick seems defi-

nitely interested.

He and Joby have never been divorced
They talked over their marriage, knew i

couldn’t work out, shook hands in gooc

fellowship and parted.
After they parted, Dick took a large

ranch in the Valley, the house tastefullj

decorated, the ranch abundantly stocked

He sold it when the war caused a shortage

of help, and moved into an apartment, bu
that was not to his liking, so he has boughi
an acre and a half plus a small house out

San Fernando way that may be the begin-

ning of a new life for him.
There’s an aura of loneliness about hirr

that can’t be explained. It reaches oui

and strikes a responsive chord and yet—
it never completes a current. He seem;
eternally to move alone, to walk alone, tc

think alone. You never see him or heat

him at parties or among crowds of people

“Now I’ll see you soon, won’t I?” he

says. And the heart agrees, but somehow
it’s a long time before you meet again

Part of the answer may lie in Ricky, oi

Dick Jr., the son whom he adores and whe
perforce cannot be part of his daily life

since he is Joby’s son, too. Ricky i:

eleven and attends Harvard Military Acad-
emy in Hollywood. Occasionally you’ll see

the two shopping together, usually for s

present for the boy’s mother. They take

trips together, father and son in perfect

understanding. He has reasoned Ricky out

of many excursions into deviltry.

Once Ricky set fire to a bedspread. In-

stead of trouncing him, Dick set out tc

show Ricky he’d been pretty silly, a bit

on the stupid side. “Now think it over,’

Dick said, “and tell me what you think.’

For twenty minutes there was quiet ir

the room. Finally Ricky broke down. “It

was silly,” he admitted. He never played

with fire again.

The real love of Dick’s life next to hi;

son is his sailboat. Every spare hour he

has away from pictures is spent on hi;

boat, painting it, keeping it in shape.

He likes golf and the open air. The ail

within sound stage walls gives him a feel-

ing of being cramped in. Dick believes this

is really why he prefers outdoor pictures,

From Paramount he joined the Pine-

Thomas unit and with Chester Morris

made a dozen or more fast snappy actior

pictures. Now he’s at Republic, signed

to do three pictures a year and, smart

business man that he is, Dick makes sure

in advance that his pictures are sound and

entertaining. On personal appearance tours,

or on government flying business he makes

it a point to visit the exchange men in



various cities who show his pictures, to

get to know them, to have a feeling of

making their commodity known to them
as a living product. The dividend it pays
is terrific.

Oddly enough, his smoothly running
career is high-lighted by movies off the
beaten path. After “Wings” his next
exciting detour was in the sophisticated

farce “Three-Cornered Moon” with Clau-
dette Colbert. It was good and so was
Dick. And then England sent for him in

1936 and Dick spent eleven months making
pictures for Gaumont British and gathering
the lovely old rosewood pieces that graced
his Encino home and will now go into his

new Valley home.
He likes and understands newspaper-

men because he was once a reporter him-
self. “If you think you have to print that

story,” he’ll say, “go ahead. You know
your job.” As a result they seldom print

rumors about Arlen. They wait for facts.

For years Leander, his colored valet, has
looked after him—a polite and genuinely
kind servant who does a little of every-
thing about the place, getting Dick up at

6:30 when he’s movie-making, cooking
breakfast, looking after his clothes, re-

maining in the apartment when Dick is

off to his boat or on a flying mission.
And Dick is ever thoughtful of Leander,

recommending a potato carried in the
pocket for his arthritis or an onion for

some other ailment. At present Leander
is a walking vegetable salad.

HIS eighty-six-year-old mother, Mary
Mattemore, who drives her own elec-

tric car and raises all sorts of old Ned
around St. Paul, is his pride and joy. His
stories of her are priceless—of the time she
complained bitterly of not being able to

see without her glasses, misplaced or lost.

Accidentally Dick dropped a twenty-dollar
bill on the floor across the room from his

mother and before he could reach it, Mary
called out, “Don’t touch that twenty. I

dropped it there this morning.”
And there was the town furrier who

confided he’d had to give Mrs. Mattemore
a new coat. “She brought in the sealskin
coat she’d had for fifty years,” the furrier

told Dick, “and complained it hadn’t held
up at all.”

There’s a depth of understanding about
Dick that’s touching. When it came time
for him and his sister and brother to decide
whether Mary was either to live with one
of them or take a little place in the country,
it was Dick who came forth with the
suggestion that brought a glow to his

mother’s young heart: “How would you
like to live right down town in the swank-
iest hotel in St. Paul?” he asked.

If he’d suggested heaven, she couldn’t
have been happier. And there she lives!

He’s a mite proud of his youthful appear-
ance and he has every right to be.

One evening he was sitting in a night

spot with his twenty-one-year-old daugh-
ter by a former marriage who had come
on from the East to visit her dad.
John Wayne passed and stopped, “Why

you playful old man you,” he kidded
Dick, “out with such a young girl.” And
Dick still can’t make Wayne believe it

was his daughter.
He gives to others and yet somehow one

feels he experiences very little real emo-
tional happiness for himself. Perhaps, if

and when he and Joby decide to make
their long separation a legal one and he
marries again, Dick may then experience
a happiness sufficient to round out and
complete his life. For certainly it is

deserved by a guy who says so simply
and earnestly and means it,

“So many nice things happen in Holly-
wood.”

The End

Says Louise, "Joe tells

me I have a sweet-
enough-to-kiss com-
plexion with Solitair.

No wonder I love it!”

Louise Morton—typical American
girl is a receptionist at N. B. C. in

Chicago. She’s 24—married to

Captain Joseph Morton, now in

Italy.
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Love Song for Judy

(Continued from page 41) in pictures.

That’s all my life. I don’t believe I could
ever be really happy and fulfilled without
it now. But I do want babies awfully.”
She took time out then to tell me about

her young niece, her sister's little girl,

who is five. It must be great fun to have
Judy Garland for an aunt. Like every
other aunt, Judy told a dozen stories

about little Judy, her namesake and god-
child, and they were just like all the

other cute stories about five-year-old
children but you could tell that Judy

i thought they were something very special

indeed—and I liked that.

’‘So—it has to be somebody that under-
stands about me and my work and thinks

it’s important and—we have to work to-

gether,” Judy said. ‘Vincente is wonder-
ful. He’s the most interesting man I’ve

ever known. He knows everything in the

world, honestly, it just amazes me—he’s

read everything and heard every piece of

music and been everywhere but you’d
never think it just to meet him, he’s so

quiet and rather shy and always making
you laugh. But he puts work first. I don’t

know yet—maybe it will be right for us.

We both know that a marriage can either

be the most wonderful thing on earth or

it can gum up your whole life and spoil

;

everything, including your work. We

—

we’re thinking it over.”

I

1

I REMEMBER I went away that day
* wondering how long two people in love
can think about anything and then I

realized that perhaps Judy didn’t know
how much in love she was. Perhaps be-

!
cause it was all so eminently right, be-

ll
cause everybody at the studio from Papa
Mayer down was tickled about it and
feeling it was so fine for Judy—perhaps
she just couldn’t quite believe it. I thought
it was a little tough on Mr. Minnelli to

S

have everybody approve of him to such
a terrific extent, because girls are very
funny about that and sometimes they don’t
think it is altogether romantic to have
fallen in love with a man that the family
cheers for. I went away with a feeling

that maybe nothing would come of this
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romance, that maybe it would be smoth-
ered by well-wishing friends and family
and studio.

But then Judy called me and I went over
to lunch. We sat there talking about a lot

of things and then Judy picked up the
telephone and called the commissary. She
was right fussy about Mr. Minnelli’s lunch.
His coffee had to be hot and were the
veal chops nice or had he better have
chicken and did they have any cottage
cheese salad? There was a great deal of

consultation before she decided on the
veal chops.
The veal chops came with piping hot cof-

fee and all was set out on the small table
under Judy’s eye—and she reset it twice
and got a little vase of flowers, and stood
off and looked at it. We talked some more
and still Mr. Minnelli didn’t arrive. Judy
got up and wrapped a napkin around the
hot coffee and peered under the lid at the
veal chops. “Do you think they’ll be
ruined?” she said. “I expect they will.

Cold gravy is awful.”

AFTER a while she went to the phone
and called Mr. Minnelli’s office. “He’s

supposed to be here,” she said, with a
chuckle. “He never knows what time it is.

It’s wonderful. He gets interested in his

work or something and just forgets every-
thing.”

The door burst open and Vincente Min-
nelli came in talking a mile a minute.

It is very difficult to convey his charm
on paper. I thought—but he is very
young—very young to be so successful.

He can’t be so young as Judy of course
but—he has that same quality of youth.
(As a matter of fact I found out later he
is thirty-four.) He’s what I call an at-

tractive ugly man—or at least for the
first few minutes that was what I thought.
Then I decided that he was attractive and
then I forgot all about it, and just knew
that he was utterly real and unself-
conscious and full of that rare enthusiasm
for living that makes everything and
everybody around him come to life.

He was born in Chicago of Italian

parents and his earliest ambition was the
theater. So as soon as he could he went
to New York and that swift understand-
ing and enthusiasm carried him on a wave
into some of the best musical shows New
York ever had, as a stage director. Before
he was thirty he had done half a dozen of

them—and then he came to Hollywood.
The other day in the projection room I

saw a picture called “The Clock.” It stars

Judy Garland and Bob Walker, was writ-
ten by Paul and Pauline Gallico, adapted
to the screen by Robert Nathan and di-

rected by Vincente Minnelli. “The Clock”
has a sort of charm and honesty and
reality beyond any other picture I have
seen in a long time; it has a poignancy
that reaches out and touches your heart.

It’s one of the greatest and most moving
love stories I have ever seen on the

screen.

When I saw it I couldn’t quite explain
it—but after I "met Vincente Minnelli I

could. Also I could understand him better.

“Your lunch is probably cold,” Judy
said, beaming upon him. “Did you forget

about us?”
“Forget?” said Mr. Minnelli, “but, dar-

ling, I am quite early. I was over in Cedric
Gibbons’s office. It seems that I want too

many sets. Or they are too expensive or
something.”

“I expect you got them just the same,”
said Miss Garland.

“Well yes—I did, as a matter of fact,”

said Mr. Minnelli. His dark eyes twinkled
at her. “I explained about them you see

and then he understood how necessary
they were.”
“Anybody who starts listening to you

Don’t just let it go...

do something about it!
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xplaining,” said Judy, “is nuts. Eat your
unch. Is the coffee hot enough?”
It was stone cold, but Vincente smiled

irightly and said it was splendid.

I looked at them and thought they were
i very fine pair of typical and representa-

,ive young Americans. Judy sat in a

straight chair with one foot under her.

rhe stiff little white shirtwaist with a

severe black bow and the straight tailored

skirt of black and white checks gave her
i trim, neat look—arj oddly feminine look.

Minnelli, in worn and sloppy tweeds with
i sweater instead of a shirt, sprawled at

;ase on the big divan, never taking his

;yes off her. Every move she made, every
word she said, seemed to give him a real

and evident delight.

We talked about the dialogue—which is

so all-important to pictures. Minnelli said

that he was in favor always of as little

dialogue as possible. We talked about that

classic made by the Army Air Force, “The
Memphis Belle,” and of the simplicity and
power of the real things the crew said to

each other in the midst of battle.

“When you see a thing like that,” said

Vincente Minnelli, “you get on your toes

and wonder if even Shakespeare could
equal the sheer drama of reality.”

They were excited about a concert they
had heard with Yehudi Menuhin at his

best—and about a new Tommy Dorsey
recording—and about house furnishings.
Vincente said, “Judy is a very remarkable
woman. She knows that chairs should be
comfortable to sit in. Oddly enough, very
few women know that.”

It came over me all of a sudden that
here were two people not only very much
in love but presenting that oneness, that
unity of purpose and intent that is so
reassuring. You could see them supple-
menting each other, supporting each other,

maybe fighting once in a while, but meet-
ing shoulder to shoulder the many prob-
lems of a Hollywood star’s marriage. You
could see there would be gaiety and ten-
derness and maybe pain in their lives

—

but always that oneness, that unity. So
that things would draw them together
instead of driving them apart. You felt

glad that there was such equality between
them, this brilliant young director about
whose future everyone is so enthusiastic
and the young star everyone loves.

So that the people who love Judy Gar-
land on the screen can all say, as I did

—

this is right, this is all right—and wish
them the happiness and the progress to-
gether that I saw so plainly between them.

The End

A/ext Month
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The Truth about the Acad-
emy Awards

(Continued from page 25) temperature s<

the Academy string-pulling got goinj

good. From 1931 to 1935 M-G-M moppec
up the rewards and the wisecrack arounc
Hollywood was, “When you sign with
Metro, they hand you the Award.”
Consider Metro’s sweep in those years:

In 1930 Norma Shearer for “The Divorcee,’
in 1931 Marie Dressier for “Min And Bill’

and Lionel Barrymore for “A Free Soul,’

in 1932 Helen Hayes in “The Sin Of Made-
Ion Claudet” and a special award to Wal-
lace Beery for “The Champ.” The othei

studios got so burned that M-G-M wa:
shut out of the Awards for the next thre(

years, and don’t think that was any acci-

dent.
The trick is that every guild and unior

and department in every studio has £

designated number of representative;
it can send to the Academy nomination;
meetings. The other studios began pour-
ing their workers out to these meetings
seeing that they got there, seeing to ii

that they voted “right.” But equally
as the big states of California, Illinoi;

and New York, for example, can swing
a national election, no matter how £

dozen smaller states may vote, so the

“big” studios could still keep control. Ii

wasn’t until 1934 that little Columbia goi

into the winner’s circle with the two star;

of its picture “It Happened One Night.’

That was the one and only time before

or since that co-stars of a single filrr

have won.

F
ROM the box-office riot of “It Happened
One Night,” from the new comedy

technique it demonstrated, from the ter-

rific direction and the more than terrific

performances, there couldn’t possibly be

any argument but that it was the besl

picture of the year. And its stars, Clau-
dette Colbert and Clark Gable, who, inci-

dentally, had been considered “through’
up until that moment, were incontestably
magnificent. But what was more magnifi-
cent was that while the film was Colum-
bia’s—the stars were, respectively, Para-
mount’s and M-G-M’s! By letting these

co-stars wi'n, three studios were made
happy. It was really a thing.

The only butterfly in the ointment wa;
a girl from Warner’s who had made a filrr

for RKO—Bette Davis in “Of Human
Bondage.”

Well, that was a row as was a row. One
of the peculiarities of the Academy voting

is that, while actors themselves will ac-

knowledge that comedy technique i;

actually more difficult than drama tech-

nique, these very same actors always spun;
comedy performances when they see them
and give the most votes to some great hunk
of drama.
Gable won in a clean sweep, but the

Colbert voters vs. the Davis voters thal

year were as bitter as the Roosevelt vs

Dewey camps in our last election. Friend;
became enemies, the Misses Colbert and
Davis got into a state of iciness toward
one another that has never yet been com-
pletely thawed out. After it was an-

nounced that Miss Colbert was running
way ahead in the votes, things were still

so hot a second voting was tried. Colberl

won that vote, too, but she was so em-
bittered by the controversy, which had
gone on through no fault of her own or

of Bette’s, that she headed for New York
and was only snatched back from the

train at the last moment and came to the

Academy dinner just long enough to take

the Oscar and to exit, one second later,

in a beautifully tailored suit, right straighl

out to her car and back to the station.
3 00



The next year, 1935, Davis got the Oscar
for her much less deserving performance
in a mediocre film, “Dangerous,” and
Victor McLaglen scored with “The In-

former” and thereby began two traditions

that have kept on ever since. One was what
Hollywood calls “the retarded take” on
Academy Awards—that is, winning a year
later for a performance given only a

“nomination” the year before. No one
has ever doubted but that Davis actually

got her Oscar for her unforgettable Mildred
in “Of Human Bondage,” just as seven
years later Hollywood felt Joan Fontaine
was getting the Oscar for “Rebecca” in

1941 rather than for “Suspicion,” which
she won it for in 1942.

The other tradition that started back
there in 1936 was the fearful one—the

effect the Oscar sometimes has had, not
of enhancing values—as it had with the
winners up to that point—but of marking
their virtual disappearance from the top
acting spotlight. Victor McLaglen works
very rarely these days; the feminine win-
ner of both ’36 and ’37 is now off the

screen, despite her valiant efforts to get

any sort of role; the man who won it in
’36 like the man who won in ’43, finds the
going tough, too.

The girl was Luise Rainer and she won
both for her work in “The Great Ziegfeld”

and “The Good Earth.” Paul Muni was
the man, for his performance in “The
Story Of Louis Pasteur.” Paul Lukas, you
will recall, was the 1943 winner, of whom
more presently. To the defense of Holly-
wood, it must be said that no more tem-
peramental beings ever snuggled down
under a spotlight than Rainer and Muni.
Rainer, in fact, was so very tempera-
mental that even the night she was to

get her second Academy Award, she got
so hard to manage that her long-suffering
hairdresser walked out on her and Luise
had to take her bows with her hair all

bound up in tulle to conceal her very real

need of a set.

M-G-M, having again made a sweep
that year, 1938, by snagging the mas-

culine award for Spencer Tracy in “Cap-
tains Courageous” (a role, incidentally,

that Spence had fought like mad against
portraying) and having put Rainer over
twice in a row, decided to do likewise—

-

and succeeded—with Tracy, getting him
for “Boys Town” (with Missy Davis pop-
ping up once more for “Jezebel”).

Right there happened a very amusing
event. A busy press agent got over-in-
spired and gave out the news that Spence
felt his Oscar didn’t belong to him, but to

Father Flanagan, the real head of “Boys
Town” whom he had impersonated on the
screen. The news item went so far as to

say that Spence was dispatching the Oscar
to the Reverend Father.

It was a lovely thought, the only trouble
with it being that Tracy hated it. Who
had said, he demanded, that he wanted to
give up his Oscar? He hadn’t! In vain
did the worried press agent point out
that he already had one of the things,
that they all looked alike that he could,
if need be, put the two winning plaques
on the one pedestal. No, siree, said
Spence. The pleadings went on. Finally
Mr. T. yielded to the extent that he
said, well, he’d give up this Oscar if

they got him a duplicate. By this time
too many people were in on the story
so it got quieted up and how it came out
nobody knows (save Tracy) to this day.
By 1939, when Vivien Leigh got her very

just reward for Scarlett in “Gone With The
Wind” and Robert Donat, equally as justly,
was honored for his Mr. Chips, such silli-

ness was developing around the Awards
that where you were seated at the dinners
became much more important than why
you were there. Speeches became the
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order of the night, speeches that went on
and on, speeches given by personages so
important in the industry that no one had
nerve enough to ask them to shut up, so
that it got to be one a. m. before the
Awards were presented and half the guests
had stolen away home. Even the glamorous
and witty Greer Garson, in accepting her
Award in 1943, went on for more than an
hour while thousands yawned.

It was to escape the nonsense of the
seating arrangements and those windy
speeches that the Academy (giving the
war as an excuse) moved the setting
for the prize-giving last year out of a
hotel and into the glittering Chinese
Theater. Everything went so much more
smoothly that it is now doubted that the
dinners will ever be restored, and the
rewards, last year and this, followed the
pattern completely, if you understood your
Hollywood. For there were, in 1943, three
big pictures up for best: “Casablanca,”
“The Song Of Bernadette” and “For Whom
The Bell Tolls,” and nominated, really for
all her superb performances in every pic-
ture she has ever graced, was Ingrid
Bergman, though actually the votes this
time said for Maria in “Bell.” So what
happened? “Casablanca” (which is War-
ner’s) got the best picture Award. Jennifer
Jones won for Bernadette (which meant
a score for Twentieth Century-Fox, and
also a bow toward David Selznick, who
having lost with Ingrid did win with
Jennifer.) The male Award? That went
to Paul Lukas for his transcendent work
in “Watch On The Rhine.”

THE Warner people were very happy as
' they took their Award. Jenny Jones
was very cute, excited and smiling. Ingrid
Bergman was disappointed and didn’t try

to hide it. She neither affected non-
chalance or phony enthusiasm. “But
everyone told me I’d get it,” she said
over and over, her face pink with em-
barrassed disappointment. “They told me
I would.” There was no meanness or
jealousy about it—just a display of honest
emotion. But Paul Lukas was stem.
Visibly he was remembering the thin
years he had gone through in Holly-
wood, the years in which, after his debut
as a glamour man at Paramount, he had
been told he was too old and couldn’t act.

He had been forced back to the New York
stage where he had got the same role in a
Broadway production that he was now
being rewarded for in a screen produc-
tion. He stood there, taking his Oscar,
and he told the Academy that. He said,

in effect, that he was grateful for his

reward, not to Hollywood, but to Broad-
way.
Katina Paxinou won for Paramount that

year as the best featured actress for her
wonderful Pilar in “For Whom The Bell

Tolls.” She was also acclaimed that night

—but she hasn’t worked one day since,

albeit her siege of poor health did its share
toward keeping her off the screen.

And now the Awards of 1944 repeat in

many respects the pattern of previous
years. Despite the fact that “Wilson” was
the year’s prestige picture, “Going My
Way” was the one that gathered the most
votes from Hollywood for its warm appeal.

It was written and directed by Leo Mc-
Carey, starring Bing Crosby. So McCarey
won for the best original screen play and
the best direction, Bing won for the best

male performance, Barry Fitzgerald, for

the best support.
The “Wilson” problem was solved by

giving Darryl Zanuck the Award as the
year’s outstanding producer.
Bergman? Oh, she won for “Gaslight,”

so they said. But those who know the
truth about the Academy Award are con-
vinced it was for Maria last year.

The End
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With a Song in His Heart

(Continued from page 31) Somehow it’s

always represented the spirit of Noel to

me. This past holiday I sent Bing a copy
with a note saying I thought maybe his

gang would like it too. I didn’t see him
for several weeks after that and had for-

gotten about it, but wasn’t surprised to

find he hadn’t. He came across a room
filled with people and said, “About the
book . . . Father . . . thanks.”

VOU can have only respect for the way
' in which he’s always fulfilled his duties

and obligations as a parent. He knows that

exacting obedience from children is very
important. That children who do obey
their fathers and mothers will make finer

citizens tomorrow. And he’s always de-

I

manded and gotten just that. Each of the

four is well disciplined, courteous, obe-
dient, refined and yet all boy.

If you were over in Beverly Hills around
the Church of the Good Shepherd on
Sundays you’d see them all coming up in

the station wagon for the 8:30 mass. Bing
and his gang, or four “half-backs,” as he is

wont to say.

In the years that the boys have attended
the Parochial school at the St. Charles
Church in North Hollywood, they’ve been
just normal kids, seemingly unaware that

they are the children of any celebrity. Just

boys among the other boys.
Twelve-year-old Gary is just like his

father. And proudly so.

This was especially evident in an amus-
ing anecdote that happened three years
ago there when the new choir master ar-

rived at St. Charles to pick out children

for the choir.

He had all of them assembled together

in school and was running them up and
down the scales trying them out. Suddenly
from one of the boys came a very deep
semi-croon that was straining and reach-
ing for the low notes. The choir master
almost dropped his hands from the piano
at hearing such a strained deep voice com-
ing from a nine-year-old. The child kept
on singing like “Deep River.”

Suddenly the music master turned
around. “Say, kid, you sound just like—”
The Sister who was standing nearby inter-

rupted by leaning over and whispering,
‘'That’s Gary Crosby.”
Gary looked up. The choir master smiled.

"I was just going to say that you sound
like Bing Crosby,” he said.

“I’m a baritone,” said Gary proudly, still

keeping his voice way down from the usual
childish tones. “I’ve got to be a baritone,”

he said, matter-of-fact.

It seems to me that Bing has always
used good judgment about his business, his

voice, his life. Always doing the best job
he can do. Taking it all in stride—yet with
a measure of dignity and reserve. There’s
none of the let-tomorrow -take -care -of

-

itself that has been popularly believed of

him. Tomorrow was usually taken care of

by him today.
It goes without saying that one with his

humble nature could never be otherwise
than generous and compassionate for his

less fortunate fellow man. Which is best
expressed by something I once heard a
friend say of him, “You can always count
on Bing to carry his weight in everything.”
Nobody knows the extent of his good-

willing. And Bing himself makes sure that
no one ever will. He says nothing. And
he’s always there carrying his weight.
This is true where affairs of the Church

and community are concerned as well.

Without fanfare. Always casually in his

own way. When they were building the
new church in the St. Charles Parish, of
which Bing had been a member for years,
they decided they needed a new organ for
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the church instead of the old “groan box,”
as they called it—the old-fashioned pump
organ they were using in the old frame
church. They knew Bing would buy it if

he thought of it and Hal Bock of NBC
was delegated as a committee-of-one on
the organ deal. That Thursday he went
down to the studio where Bing was re-

hearsing Kraft Music Hall and suggested
that it might be nice if he’d buy the organ
for the new church.

“Say,” said Bing, “that might not be a

bad idea. See me next Thursday and I’ll

talk it over out at the office with Dad and
the boys.”
His only comment when they thanked

him for the organ was to caution, “Now I

don’t want any publicity about this.”

Nobody in the parish said a word. But
the next thing they knew some Hollywood
columnist had gotten it from the studio
some way and was plugging the new
church organ with a commercial tie-up.

These are things that Bing is very adamant
about and always fears. He never wants
anything known that he does, but you can
always be sure that he carries his weight.

IT SEEMS to me that he was never so
' happily cast in any picture as the casual,

tolerant, happy singing priest of “Going
My Way,” which showed the human side
of religion. Christianity as something that
warms and comforts the soul and which is

human enough for all to understand. The
beauty and reality of the inside of a church
instead of the cold forbidding exterior.

In connection with this thought, I’m re-
minded of a little story in a child’s reader
that I’ve almost forgotten, but which goes
something like this: The wind and the sun
were having an argument about their re-
spective strengths and determined to prove
it by finding out which one could take the
cloak off of a traveler coming their way.
The wind howled and whipped. And the
cloak was drawn tighter. The sun came
out and shone down, down, warm and
kind. And the man removed his cloak to

bask in its warmth and kindly comfort.
This to me is “Going My Way” . . . and

Bing’s portrayal of the priest therein. A
warm picture of religion that comforts the
heart. As Bing said it in the picture, “For
some, religion is sour like the deep notes
of the bass. For me, religion is joy like

the melody on the treble side of the scale.

Religion can be bright . . . bring you closer
to happiness.”
Yes . . religion can be simple . . . human

. . . and understandable. And that’s just
the way I see Bing.
Most service men whom I have talked

with have seen the picture two or three
times and always have these same things
to say of Bing. Or a reasonable facsimile
to the effect, “I sure would like to know
that guy.”

Bing had a letter from a Franciscan
Father in New York who wrote that a
woman who’d been away from the church
for twenty-five years came back and got
straightened out after seeing “Going My
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Way.” And that he hoped Bing and all

connected with this fine picture will be
given an “assist” by the Recording Angel.
So do I.

Actually, though there may be some who
think so, there’s nothing unusual about the
people you saw in that film. I’ve known
many priests like Barry Fitzgerald. Un-
fortunately a lot of churches ride a heavy
mortgage. Somehow there seems to be
something that’s not quite normal about a
church that’s not in debt. And how many
times have all of us heard folks say, “I

hope I live long enough to live once in a
parish that’s out of debt.” That’s why
there are the Barrys . . . who spend sleep-
less nights worrying about how to raise

funds for church debts, new schools, play-
grounds, halls and convents.
Yes . . . and I’ve known others who did

the things with music that Bing did too.

“Toora Loora Looral” has been my favorite
song for thirty years. The priest I first

heard sing it had a rich baritone voice that
he used to advantage by leading a choral
group that he’d gathered from rough little

urchins from east of Main Street . . . Mex-
icans . . . Indians . . . and tough little sons
of parents who’d drifted by the way. Guid-
ing them mostly by means of song.
Father O’Malley has made it a little

tough on the rest of us. My own niece, for
instance, now says of me, “You know,
Father, you used to be like Bing. But now
you’re like Barry Fitzgerald.” No, I guess
I can’t clear that hedge any more.

It’s Bing himself who’s causing many a
heart to soar over other and higher hedges
just now. It’s a wonderful thing what
laughter and song can do when the world
needs it most.

THOUGH he must appreciate with justifi-
’ able pride the various “Oscars,” plaques,
or statuettes he’s received, we know that
still more valuable to him are the awards
that spring from the hearts of mothers,
wives and sweethearts throughout the na-
tion, and of the country’s sons and daugh-
ters now overseas. From these homes was
he chosen as the movie man of the year.
Not with statuettes made of bronze or from
a plaster mold. But just simple words and
heart-felt thanks that reflect what they all

feel way down inside for him. Awards that
have to do with the happiness that he has
inspired in an unhappy, wobbly world.
These awards come straight from the

heart . . . like the words of the service men
of whom I spoke ... “I sure would like to
know that guy.”
They may come from a sailor in the

South Pacific who expressed it in a little

poem:

“There are touching scenes on these Islands
green.

The most touching I’ll venture to say
Was the peaceful trace
On each shipmate’s face
When we witnessed “Going My Way.”

Or from a corporal in France who comes
from Bing’s home state of Washington and
who wrote his mother after seeing him
overseas: “He hasn’t changed, Mom, since
he used to sit on a stump or old log and
croon to us back in the black hills near
Olympia when we were working with him
in a survey party in 1929.”

Or messages that were sent home by
boys who would look up from Mass on
shipboard, or kneeling in the mud in
France, or in a piece of a bombed-out
church to find Bing kneeling at their side.
“He’s sure some heart-doctor, Mom. Came
to us just like a hunk of home.”
These are the kids of whom Bing said,

“You know, Father, it gave me the funni-
est feeling standing there at the mike look-
ing down into the faces of all those won-
derful kids. You get a lump the size of a
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AN ADVERTISEMENT OF PEPSI-COLA COMPANY

“Darling, I hope you’ll come home on your furlough soon.

I have everything arranged just the way you like it

dozen dog-tags in your throat. They’re all

winners. Not a photo-finish in the lot.”

The “awards” from these boys are still

coming in. And from their parents. Moth-
ers who say to Bing,
“Thanks for blotting out
war from his young eyes
for even a little while.

I’ve had some of these
letters, too. From a
nephew, Lieut. John Fol-
len ... a pilot who’s
been over Germany twen-
ty times. Another from
another nephew

,
J. E.

Jordan, RM 2/c, who’s
doing duty in the Mari-
anas on a vessel that car-
ries 10,000 tons of high
octane and ammunition.
Loaded for death. He
wrote me after seeing
“Going My Way,” “Did it

make us feel good. You
know Bing, don’t you,
Father? I told the other
guys that you did and I

was practically an admiral
on the ship for a little

while!”
Yes . . . these are the

“awards” that are coming
from these boys and from
the hearts of mothers,
sisters and sweethearts
here at home. Thanks to

Bing for blotting out war
from their minds and
hearts if just for a little

while.
For in the midst of the

baptism of destruction that’s going on on
battlefronts throughout the world, the

song, laughter and voice that is Bing’s

provide ammunition for the heart.

A good voice is like a good sermon in

that it reaches your heart. And Bing’s
voice is in this sense a very good sermon

Photoplay's Fred Sammis, Award
Rheinstrom and Paramount Producer

. . . for it certainly reaches millions of

hearts today.
Never were human voices in themselves

more important than they are now. For

this is the day of voices. There are ter-

rifying voices of hate and greed that shout
and rasp and rant. Tyrants who incite

and whip men with their voices into mad
animals. Voices of war
that egg on destruction
for all.

There are voices too

—

important voices—of a
different kind. The voice
of Pope Pius the Twelfth
pleading for world peace.
Other voices that inspire

for leadership.
Then there is a voice

that brings happiness
when the world needs it

most. A voice like Bing’s

that relaxes . , . eases ten-
sion . . . mends bruised
hearts and souls.

In these precarious and
heartbreaking times the
human heart can well use
a stimulant.
And what a wonderful

thing for a voice like

Bing Crosby’s to bring
surcease from worry and
a musical message that

reaches overseas to our
gallant men and to their

families here. Homey
and soothing. That seems
to promise peace, restored

homes and a better and
happier life soon to come.
Yes . . . his voice is for

making happiness.
Because of this come

awards from hearts that are making
Bing Number One in the nation’s heart

today.
The End

Gold Medal celebration:
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Courage Is a Girl Named Susan

(Continued from page 28 ) when I know
I have the love of such a fine boy?
“When they first took me to the Navy

Hospital in San Diego there were no nurses
for me because they couldn’t be spared
from the wounded men there. So Dick
nursed me every hour of the day and
night—never leaving my side. He obtained
permission from the Coast Guard, of course.
He was so gentle. So thoughtful. But best
of all, he was so cheerful, trying to make
me think everything would be all right.

Now we don’t pretend so much to each
other—and we are stronger for it.”

I noticed even while I talked with her
that she winced now and then with the
pain and she grows tired easily. She is so
completely honest about it that it bothers
her that there is a rumor she is completely
well and can walk around her room.
“God knows,” she said, “I wish it were

true. But it is bad that such a false thing
should be circulated. Many poor people
who hear the talk of my miraculous re-
covery write to me and ask how it hap-
pened so quickly. One woman wrote me
that she was the wife of a day-laborer
and she had been paralyzed in her side. ‘I

haven’t much money to get good doctors,’
she said, ‘but I will pay all I can to be
cured as you have been.’ Of course, I

w te her and told her the truth imme-
diately. I’m sure the columnists who cir-

culated the rumors of my recovery just
meant to be helpful. But the truth is

better.”

She hesitated a moment and I could feel

that she was beginning to grow tired. I

knew I must be going soon—but she said
she wanted to talk a bit longer. “I don’t
have many visitors,” she smiled.

I couldn’t help saying, “Darling, miracles
sometimes happen.”

“I know that,” she replied. “My doctor,
Dr. Prinzmetal, tells me the same thing
and that I may get better. But I know
that if I am ever able to walk again

—

it will be a miracle. I’m prepared.
“Most of the time, as I lie here, I go

over my blessings and make my plans
from them. Many women go through life

never knowing real love. I have that.

Many girls are frustrated in their careers
and never get to touch the hem of their

goal. I had a wonderful career—if just

for a short time. I have the love of a
wonderful mother.
“And friends—I’ve never known how

marvelous they can be until now. Believe
me, I would never work for any other
studio than M-G-M. If it weren’t for

them—keeping my salary going all this

time—I could not have all this comfort
and attention and medical care.”

F
OR a moment a slight shadow seemed to

cross Susie’s face. “I would have loved
to have had children,” she said softly.

“You know how I felt when I lost my baby.
But later on, Dick and I would love to

adopt a baby. They brought a little colored
baby for me to hold at the Mercy Hospital
—and it was so sweet.”
There wasn’t anything I could say to

that. I’ve never been so touched in my
life. But I did manage, “Susan, I’m not
trying to build your morale when I tell

you that I happen to know from Louis B.
Mayer, himself, that the studio expects
you back to make a picture.”

“Do you really think I’ll ever make
another picture?” she asked, just as a
child would put the question. “I want to

more than anything in the world. But it

is wrong for me to dwell on it. There are
other places for me besides the screen.

Radio I could do. I could sell something on
those morning programs. Of course, I’m
not a very famous actress—but I have a
trained voice and I feel I would like to

talk to women about things that would
help them. The thing I have learned best
out of all this is the feeling I want to help
other people.”
What greater lesson can life teach any

of us than to “love thy neighbor as thy-
self”? This little twenty-three-year-old
girl has learned it from hours of pain, from
sleepless nights and from days spent try-
ing not to let her husband and mother
know of the agony that racked her little

body. But through it all she kept the
gift of gentle laughter.
Just as I was preparing to leave the

telephone rang. It was Dr. Prinzmetal.
I answered the phone and heard his laugh-
ing voice saying, “Get out of bed, lazybones.
You’ve been in bed long enough.” I real-

ized he was kidding Susan, of course,
thinking he was talking to her.

“This is Louella Parsons,” I said with
mock dignity.

“Oh, my Lord!” said the charming
physician.
Susan held her sides with laughter. “He’s

that way all the time,” she laughed.
I could hear that laughter following me

as I walked down the hall before the auto-
matically-controlled hospital door closed.

It was the genuine, real laughter of a
twenty-three-year-old girl who had so
much in life, lost it, and who had re-
covered such wonderful new values. As
I went away I had the feeling that I wished
all troubled, afflicted people could see
Susan and talk with her.

For I believe in my heart that in this

instance, courage is a girl named Susan.
The End

4

No curative power is claimed for PHILIP MORRIS . . . but

AN OUNCE OF
PREVENTION
IS WORTH A POUND

OF CURE

PH/i/pMORR/S
FAR F/AfER FLAVOR-PM/S FAR MORE PROTECT/OF?

PHILIP MORRIS are scientifically proved

far less irritating to the nose and throat.

Eminent doctors found—as reported in

an authoritative medical journal—that:

WHEN SMOKERS CHANGED) TO PHILIP
MORRIS, SUBSTANTIALLY EVERY CASE OF
IRRITATION OF THE NOSE OR THROAT

-

DUE TO SMOKING- EITHER CLEARED UP
COMPLETELY, OR DEFINITELY IMPROVED!
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This little lady's brilliant smile is selling Bonds like hot cakes. Smart girl—to know
that super-fine Pebeco cleans teeth better. “Pebeco doesn’t wash right away when
you start to clean your teeth,” she says. “Stays with your brush and polishes!"

What does it? Pebeco Tooth Powder’s

special combination of polishing agents.

Micro-fine, non-abrasive—Pebeco particles

cling to your teeth— hold onto your tooth-

brush while you polish. Why wouldn’t

your teeth be super-clean and shining?

Pebeco Pete says:

60%Mote powder,

for /OUR MOA/ey,

POMS, THANAVERAGE

OP6 OTHER

CEAD/NG 6RANDS

Brighten up your smile with Pebeco

Powder. See how beautifully your teeth

can sparkle . . . how grand and fresh your

mouth can feel. Pebeco tastes so minty—
so zippy! For a super-fine smile, get super-

fine Pebeco Powder and use it regularly!
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PEBECO
TOOTH POWDER

Super-fine for Super Shine

Copyright 1945, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp.

i^ ALSO PEBECO TOOTH PASTE— CLEAN, REFRESHING FLAVOR— 10#, 25* AND 50*

Lee Bowman, Homesteader

(Continued from page 52) “Having Won-
derful Time” with Ginger Rogers.
Although he didn’t know it in those days,

there lay ahead of him some excellent
footage in “Love Affair” with Irene Dunne,
in “Stronger Than Desire” with Walter
Pidgeon and Virginia Bruce, in “We Were
Dancing” with Norma Shearer, and then
with Rita Hayworth in “Cover Girl,” and
opposite Jean Arthur in “The Impatient
Years.”

D ACK in Cincinnati, his family was still

saying— in 1938— that perhaps Lee
should have gone on with his law training,

after all. Only Lee realized that his read-
ing of Blackstone had always ended with
Mr. Bowman dramatizing the court room
scenes with himself in some startling role.

Probably as a crusading district attorney
because of his six-feet-one-inch height,

his 175 pounds of athletic prowess, his

brownish-topaz eyes, dark hair and crisp

mustache.
Or sometimes the family said that per-

haps Lee should have followed his early
inclination to become a writer. During
school he had been singularly successful
in English, French and allied subjects. And
just consider his ancestors—all statesmen
and, until the family moved to Cincinnati,

all fighters on the Confederate side.

Surely, the family reasoned, Lee could
do better than cool his heels out there in

that odd coastal city.

But out in Hollywood, people were saying
these pleasant things about Lee: That he
took his time about making decisions, but
that once he had made them his action
was incisive and permanent. He never
compromised; he did a thing right or not
at all. He never accepted a cheap imita-
tion of anything; he waited to acquire
the genuine or went without.

One day a friend of Lee’s called to ask
him to play tennis. When Lee agreed, the
friend suggested that Lee call for a girl

—

a good tennis player—who had also been
invited to the racquet session. Her name
was Helene Rosson.

Lee complied. When she answered the
door he gave her a quick double-o, in the

gallant manner of a man meeting a new
maid, and decided that she was excep-
tionally easy on the eyes. This analysis

persisted until she got Mr. Bowman on the

tennis court, whereupon she practically

ruined his eyesight. Trying to return her
lightning service was like trying to shake
hands with a freshly baked potato. She
had a lot of little tricks, too. She could
loft one ball limply over the net to draw
a man out of position, then scorch the next
into the southwest corner. Result of this

carnage: Six-love, six-three, six-two, six-

love in favor of Miss Rosson.

When Mr. Bowman took the lady home
he treated her with great respect. He
didn’t even ask when he was going to see

her again. He did ask about that backhand
stroke, but he was too weary to pay much
attention to the answer. It looked like

the end of a beautiful friendship.

Several weeks later the man who had
originally asked Lee to call for Helene,
telephoned again to say that he had a date

with her that evening. Why didn’t Lee an-
nex himself a girl friend and make the

party a foursome? Lee had been working
diligently on his backhand, so he agreed.

Besides, very little tennis is played in night

clubs except in those spots where there is

no egg shortage.

After Lee had danced several times with

his date, he asked Helene for the cus-

tomary courtesy dance. They had circled

the floor twice when they stepped apart

to exchange an amazed stare. They danced
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together beautifully! “You’re a surprise,”

Lee opined. “I didn’t know that any girl

eould play tennis and dance .too.”

After that they saw a good deal of each
other. Lee soon reached the stage where
he could beat Helene at tennis about fifty

per cent of the time, which was more than
most of her opponents could do. They
had other interests in common also. Both
liked to read and discuss the book after-

ward; both liked horseback riding. When
the opera season started, Lee thought it

might be a good idea to get cultural and
ask Helene to go. She was moderately
enthusiastic. “I like light opera and sym-
phony much better,” she said frankly. So
Lee didn’t have to go after all. “Don’t
you have any faults?” he asked with mock
suspicion.

Not until that time when they had
reached one of those comfortable junctures
in human relationship in which comrade-
ship is taken for granted and a vague sort

of future continuance begins to grow in

the mind of each, did they have their first

serious disagreement. They were playing

bridge with friends one evening when
Helene observed that she admired the

hosts’ home very much. She said she
could scarcely wait until she had a spa-
cious home of her own.
Lee looked at her as if he glimpsed her

for the first time. “You mean you like

big houses? You mean that, if you mar-
ried again, you wouldn’t want to take an
apartment where you’d have all the com-
forts of a hotel, and none of the responsi-
bilities of owning property?”

“There’s only one real way to live,”

Helene insisted. “That’s in a house with
plenty of space, surrounded by grounds
where one can have some outdoor living

in privacy.”

“I never want to own anything that I

can’t pack in a wardrobe trunk and two
suitcases,” said Lee with finality. “In this

business, the only smart guy is the one
who can pick up at any time and return
to New York.”

T
HEREAFTER, whenever they were to-

gether, the question of house versus
apartment seemed to sneak into the conver-
sation and destroy the harmony that had
been so fine a thing between them. Each
realized that the difference of opinion was
a serious one; it had to be adjusted before
they could think of marriage. Repeatedly
they broke up their romance in storms of ar-
gument. Weeks, even months, would elapse
between dates. Each stood by his princi-

ples and the result was misery for both.

And then came the night of February
21, 1940. Lee and Helene had been in-

vited, unbeknownst to the other, to the
same party. When Lee entered the long
living room and spotted Helene seated
across the room talking animatedly to

another man, he decided that she looked
like ten thousand dollars worth of dreams
come true. He strolled over and, with just

as much courtesy as the occasion required
and no more, snatched her away from the
other man and marched her into the
library for a talk.

End of talk: They opened a low case-
ment window, stepped into the soggy gar-
den and dashed, giggling, to Lee’s car. It

was a frightful night—typical of Cali-
fornia’s dewy season. Fog blotted out all

incidental landscape beyond ten feet of

the car and the rain came down with a
persistence that suggested the vacation
presence of Niagara Falls in Hollywood.
As the three-day marriage law was then

in effect in California, they drove to Tia
Juana and there discovered that Tia Juana
also had a three-day interim law. With
chattering teeth and dampened spirits they
went to the nearest cantina to glower at
their luck over a steaming cup of coffee.

FROM HOLLYWOOD . . . WESTMORE’S SENSATIONAL

NEW LIQUID-CREAM FOUNDATION MAKE-UP

NOT A CAKE . . . NOT A CREAM

DOES NOT CAUSE DRY SKIN

/'""'VVERGLO has a lanolin and oil base . . . Does

not give an artificial masked appearance . . .

Overglo effectively hides tiny wrinkles, lines, and

minor blemishes . , . Goes on evenly— does not

streak. Easy fingertip application —• no sponge or

cotton needed . . . Gives you a flawless looking

complexion and a fresh, well-groomed appearance

for the day without constant repowdering . . .

Overglo comes in six flattering skin-tinted shades

. . . One bottle lasts for months. $ 1.50 plus tax.

NEW . . . ONE-SHADE . . . OVERGLO FACE POWDER
A make-up discovery! Practically colorless— permits your
foundation-tinted skin to glow through with youthful beauty.

A face powder specially created for use with Overglo or any
tinted cake, cream or liquid foundation. $1 plus tax.

PRODUCTS OF THE HOUSE OF WESTMOREjgg

Bud Westmore, make-
up expert, who with
his brothers y Perc and
Wallyy comprise the

famous trio of Holly-
wood make-up artistSy

the Westmores .



Pointers for Skin Problems
See how nurses’ discovery can help YOU!

CHAPPED HANDS! Noxzema not
only soothes but helps heal!
Actual tests show definite im-
provement, often overnight!

UGLY BLEMISHES. See how
quickly Noxzema helps heal ex-

ternally caused pimples— helps

restore soft smoothness.

“DIAPER RASH.” Give your baby
quick, soothing relief from chaf-

ing, "diaper rash” with Noxzema.
Greaseless; won’t stain.

MINOR BURNS. Quick application

of cooling Noxzema brings relief

almost instantly. Helps heal mi-

nor burns and scalds. Try it!

Nurses were among the first to use Medicated Noxzema for these
skin troubles. Try it, too, for chapped lips, windburn, chaf-

ing, tired, burning feet. See how much it can do for you and
your family! At all drug counters; 104, 554 and 504 (plus tax).

TENSE NERVES
Don’t Let Them Come Between You

Tense nerves can make you Cranky and
Restless andWakeful. Can give you

and Nervous Indigestion. For the sake
of your family and your friends, as well as for your own peace
of mind, try DR. MILES NERVINE.
Get Dr. Miles Nervine, liquid 25c and $1.00 or effervescent tablets 35c

and 75c at your Drug Store. Caution; read directions and use only as
directed. Miles Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.

DR. Ml LES N E RV I N E
VOUH SHOES NEED

The Stick-on$<Ae4- thatStayOk
Protect the sole and you protect the shoe! The original

sole is the foundation that supports the upper part of

the shoe . , . helps keep its fine shape and appearance.

When it wears through the shoe spreads out of shape.

Cement Treds on your brand-new shoes and the original

soles will never wear out... your shoes will keep their

fine shape indefinitely. TREDS keep feet dry .. .provide

sure footing . . . never mar floors.

One pair TREDS, tube of cement, applicator and scraper

P ...all complete with full directions on display card. Only

HHH
25c at your favorite Hardware, 5c & 10c or General Store,

jyi

Due to war restrictions, your dealer may be temporarily

out of TREDS, but keep asking for them. Thank you.

AUBURN RUBBER C 0 R P.
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STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction,” describes the BogueUnit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
tering—successful for 44 years. Benj. N. Bogue,
Dept. 1171, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

New 15 Minute Home Trial

TINTS HAIR
as it shampoos...

without extra rinse

!

This remarkable discovery;
TINTZ Color Shampoo Cake,
washes out dirt, loose dan-
druff, etc., as it safely gives
hair a real smooth, colorful
tint that fairly glows with life

and lustre. Don't put up with
dull, faded, off color hair a
minute longer. Each shampoo
with TINTZ leaves your hair
more colorful, lovelier, sjfter

and easier to manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt per-
manents. 4 million already sold. Get this richer lather-

ing, quicker rinsing shampoo that gives fresh glowing
color to your hair. Seven lovely shades: Black, Dark,
Medium or Light Brown, Auburn (Titian), Henna or
Blonde. Only 50c at most drug or toiletrie counters.

Or writs TINTZ. 205 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1. III.

All natives of Tia Juana are alert to new-
comers and instantly classify them as either
mere tourists, mere drinkers, those who
have come down for the races, or those
who have rushed down to be married. A
soft-eyed boy in the cantina studied Lee
and Helene, and pigeon-holed them. Then
he sidled up to their table. “You drive
down to marry?” he said behind a smile
as white as moonlight on water.
They nodded glumly. “My father is

Justice of Peace in Tecate, a town not too
far away,” he continued. “No three-day
law in Tecate. You come with me—si?”

S
O the three of them started, in the
deluge, for Tecate. They turned off the

main highway almost at once and sloughed
down a road little better than a quagmire.
Luckily Lee’s tires were new so the tread
was almost as effective as football cleats.

Even so they swerved and swayed, pounded
up hills that no self-respecting goat would
have tried to climb, and shot down into

valleys running hub-deep in silt as thick
as chocolate-colored cream of wheat. To
this day they don’t know how, exactly,
but they did reach Tecate. The excited
boy roused his father from sleep.

By candle-light, in an ornate Mexican
living room against whose roof the rain
droned a wedding march, Lee and Helene
were married in Spanish, a language
neither of them spoke. When time for their

responses came, the boy pointed to Lee.
“You say, ‘Si,’” he ordered.

“Oh sure. Si. Si.” complied Lee.
Then the boy repeated the performance

with Helene.
The magistrate finished the service with

a flowery speech complete with gestures;

Mr. and Mrs. Bowman tipped him lavishly,

and left. It was 4: 30 in the morning. Their
guide returned to Tia Juana with them,
but Lee and Helene tendered their regrets

when he wanted them to be his guest for

breakfast. They went on to San Diego.
Lee needed a shave and Helene said her
hair was probably a fright, but their hap-
piness was so apparent that other early
breakfasters looked at them, then smiled
indulgently.

Thereafter they set up housekeeping in

a house that Helene had selected. Lee’s
career progressed rapidly in the right

direction so that his visions of returning
to the New York stage evanesced. In late

1943 Mr. Lucien Lee Bowman, III, arrived,

much to the pride and delight of his father
who carries seven pictures of the chubby
young man in a folder about the size of

two air mail stamps. And in June, 1944,

the Bowmans bought their first house.
Between scenes at Columbia for “Tonight

And Every Night” Lee rushed around
town with Helene, making arrangements
with repairmen, arguing with decorators,

and periodically wielding a paint brush
and putty knife himself. Apropos of his

athletic ability, there should be a popular
movement started to get Lee Bowman cast

in some role in which it is not necessary
for him to appear in a single night club
sequence.

Although Lee appears suave, dapper and
the owner of a drawing-room tan in his

pictures, in person he is a big bronzed
man who wears tweeds with authority.

Seen by the casual observer who did not
recognize him, Lee would probably be
labeled a brainy, but humorous, doctor,

lawyer or advertising executive who had
just returned from a rugged, muscle-
building trip into the wilds.

He also looks like a man who is happy
to get to his new home, having been con-

verted completely to the idea that an apart-

ment may be nice for everyone else on
earth, but the Bowmans must live in

a house.
The End



Inside Stuff

(Continued from page 17) chances and
say—no marriage. Know why? Because
we think Anne is in love, has been in

love for some time, and will continue to

be in love with Dick Derr, now a navigator
with the Air Transport Command flying

the Gold Coast. Dick was Anne’s first real

beau when he was an actor at Twentieth
and our hunch is—he’s still top man.
Does Charlie McCarthy have a new step-

mother or doesn’t he? At this moment it

looks as if Edgar Bergen will finally leap

into benediction. The lady’s name is

Frances Westerman, a New York Powers
model, and just like every other couple
they’ve had their spats and reconciliations

and misunderstandings. In fact, Charlie
could do a take-off on Edgar’s telephonic

wooing and unwooing that should be a
classic.

Donna Reed is dating her old beau,
Lieut. Bill Ryan, whom she knew as a

student at L. A. City College, while her
ex-husband, make-up man Bill Tuttle, is

courting Louise Allbritton. Music isn’t the
only thing that goes round and round in

Hollywood.

That Parsons Hospitality: We had sup-
per with Lana Turner and Turhan Bey at

Louella Parsons’s cocktail party and ex-
changed a lot of personal (yeah, personal)
chit chat. We took along Lieut. Ted
Tewksbury whom producer Walter Wan-
ger mistook for Tyrone Power and so did
the boys parking the cars. They even asked
the embarrassed navy officer for his auto-
graph.

It was old home week for Cal and Walter
Pidgeon, who hadn’t glimpsed each other
in a long time. Greer Garson was all aglow
after winning Photoplay’s Gold Medal.
And Maria Montez in a hat of blue roses

had to tell Lieut. Tewksbury all about her
husband in Paris, of course. Edgar Bergen
was there without Charlie, and Junie
Allyson couldn’t get over it. John Payne
and Gloria De Haven popped in and out
fairly beaming. We complimented Bob
Young on his role in “The Enchanted Cot-
tage” and unlike a blase movie star he
said, “Hey, say that so my wife can hear
it.” Pretty nice. And speaking of wonder-
ful hostesses you just can’t beat Louella.

Off the Record: Sonny Tufts and the
husband of a big feminine star almost said

it with fists in a Hollywood late spot—and
Hollywood almost had another headline
“bout” . . . Everyone at Paramount is rav-
ing over blonde little Joan Caulfield, said

to be terrific in “Miss Susie Slagle” which
stars Veronica Lake. They’ll bet you it will

make a star of Joan . . . Another find in

that picture is Billy de Wolf, headed for

the top as a comedian. You should hear
Dotty Lamour and others rave about his

talents . . . June Haver is around and about
with Dr. John Dizik mostly—but Cal knows
that her heart lies over the ocean . . .

George Brent is liable to be a bridegroom
by the time you read this. The gal—Janet
Michaels. They’ve been going together
on and off for so long. . . .

Co-incidence Worth Noting: That Kay
Francis and Connie Bennett, both of whom
rose to stardom and movieland’s positively

top salaries at the same time a few years
ago and then almost disappeared from the
screen, are now back in Hollywood and
both resuming their careers not only be-
fore the cameras, but as producers! Connie
is boss where Gregory Ratoff is directing
“Paris, Underground” in which she also

stars. And her portable dressing room is

also her “office”—and it’s plenty chic. Con-
nie and her almost ex-husband Gilbert
Roland don’t even bother to speak when
they come face to face these days!

CompletemahzM REFERENCE BIBLE

adorned with a GORGEOUS 24K. GOLD-ILLUMINATED COVER

and Sallman’s World-Famous Multicolor

CHRIST HEAD PORTRAIT

Beautiful 5-color broadside describing

in pictures and words our Gift Bibles.CLEAR BLACK-FACE TYPE

Approved by Eye-Specialists

FILL OUT AND MAIL COUPON TODAY!

including a

Gallery of 24 Masterful Reproductions

of Biblical Art in Full Color

remarkablVlow price

OU must see this truly fine Bible to appre-

ciate the resplendent beauty of its lavishly

decorated cover, illuminated with genuine

24K. gold leaf. Covers of comparable radiance

and gorgeous ornamentation are found only on
precious Pulpit Bibles. You can't help but admire
Sallman's masterly Christ Head Portrait, ac-

claimed by all as a truly inspiring representation

of our Savior.

An ideal Gift for Promotion Day, Graduation,
Birthday, Church and Sunday School
Attendance— for the Pulpit— or the Bride—

to be treasured forever.

Know the joy of owning or giving this Master Edition; it has

everything you could possibly desire in a Lifetime Bible!

• Contains 180 pages of Concordance.

• 60,000 Center-column References.

• 160 pages of Bible Study Dictionary.

• Presentation Page in Color -Family Register.

• 14 Multicolor Maps - Self-pronouncing Text.

• Beautifully hand-bound in Genuine Leather.

Authorized

KING JAMES
Version

KNOW YOUR BIBLE CO.. Dept. A4, Cincinnati 2. Ohio

Please send me the 24 K. gold-illuminated Cover COMPLETE
REFERENCE BIBLE. I am enclosing $8.50. It is agreed I may
return it within 5 days if not completely pleased with it and I

receive my money bad.

Check Enclosed | | Money Order
1 | Send it C. O. D. I I
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I I Just mail FREE 5-Color Bible Broadside

Certainly it is tragic for charming women to be forced to dress for concealment
because of unsightly psoriasis lesions. Is this your problem? Then try SIROIL.
Perhaps SIROIL can help the situation for YOU as it has helped in thousands of
other cases. SIROIL tends to remove the crusts and scales of psoriasis which are
external in character and located on the outer layer of the skin. If or when your pso-
riasis lesions recur, light applications of SIROIL will help keep them under control.

Applied externally, SIROIL does not stain clothing or bed linens, nor does it inter-

fere in any way with your daily routine.
Try it. Certainly it’s worth a trial, partic-
ularly since it’s offered to you on a two-
weeks’-satisfaction-or-money-refunded basis.

SIROIL
FOR SALE AT ALL
DRUG STORES

Write todayfor interesting booklet on Psoriasis, using coupon—

Siroil Laboratories, lnc.,Dept.M-30,Detroit26,Mich.

Siroil of Canada, Ltd., Box 488, Windsor, Ont.

Please send me your free booklet on Psoriasis.

NAME_

ADDRESS-

CITY -ZONE- .STATE-
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Be flower-fresh! Take your bath. Then
sprinkle every inch of your skin with
lovely Cashmere Bouquet Talc. Now
you’re one sweet spring song! Exquisitely

dainty. Fresh as a beautiful flower.

Be a fastidious lady! Use Cashmere Bou-
quet Talc generously and often. It keeps
your skin cool and comfortable . . . and
sets your daintiness on high with its

flower-fresh scent, thefragrance men love.

Be a smoothie! Give those chafable places,

those little trouble spots, some extra

Cashmere Bouquet Talc. Sprinkle it on
before you dress. All day long benefitfrom
its silky-smooth sheath of protection.

The Bluther mote, gay casual playshoe styled in California's

) own landscape colors. Red, blue, green, white, brown.

Two-tone combinations in white and brown; beige and

brown. Resilient platforms cushion every step. All-hand-

lasted! Non-rationed. About $5.95 at your favorite store. Write

for illustrated booklet and name of your nearest store.

/tltollyuioorJ

Skooters
STYLED . . .

MADE IN CALIFORNIA

PHOTO-RING
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend,
reproduced perm a- did
nently in this beau-
tiful onyx like ring
featuring the New

Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents

F
... .

postage. If you send cash we pay postage. Itxpernypainieo

(Photos Returned). 25c extra)

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO.. Dept. C-52, CINCINNATI, O.

CORNS
also Callouses; Ingrown
Nails relieved. Quick, easy.
Just rub on. Jars, 30f, 50fL
At your druggist. Money
refunded if not satisfied.
Moss Co., Rochester, N. Y.

removed by

M0SC0

VOGUE SHOES . DEPT. P-5, LOS ANGELES 21, CALIFORNIA

Californians have a
Foothold on Color

Party: No one knows how to entertain
service men in an impromptu get-together
quite so well as lovely Marjorie Reynolds
(wait till you see her in “Bring On The
Girls”) and her husband, handsome Capt'.

Jack. A stray soldier along the way, a
friend of Jack’s from the post, another that
drops in, and—zoom, it’s a party.

Cal dropped in on one of these famous
whiz-dings the other evening, and found
everyone smacking his lips over a punch
bowl. Well, of course, we had to sample
the ingredients of the flowing bowl, and
found it so good we asked Marjorie for the
recipe to pass on to you who may want
to whip it up for your service-men guests.
Marjorie calls it Pink Party Punch, which
is kind of purty, isn’t it?

Pink Party Punch

% cup sugar or honey
1 cup water
8 strips lemon peel.

3-inch stick cinnamon
12 whole cloves
IV2 cups orange juice

% cup lemon juice
1 bottle claret

2 cups carbonated water

Boil sugar (or honey), water, lemon
peel, cinnamon, cloves together for five

minutes. Strain, cool, and add orange
juice, lemon juice, claret and carbonated
water. Pour over block of ice in punch
bowl. Float thin slices of orange and lemon
on top. Makes 2 quarts, or 16 to 20 servings
of sparkling punch.
By the way, Marjorie says those sep-

aration rumors between her and Jack are
false, and after nine years of marriage they
are still happy.

Waxing the Comics: Our invitation to

the Command Performance read 9: 30 p.m.
but the show didn’t really get under way
until 9:40, as Frank Sinatra was busy over
on Dinah Shore’s program. When it did
get going, friends, you couldn’t buy a show
like that for five cool millions and yet
every week Hollywood stars give their

time rehearsing hour upon hour for a re-

quest radio program for the boys overseas.

This was a special night however, for the

boys had requested a Dick Tracy show
with stars taking the parts of the various
comic strip characters. And how’s this for

a line-up: Bing Crosby as Tracy, Bob
Hope as Flattop

,
Frank Sinatra as Shaky,

Dinah Shore as Tess Trueheart, Frank
Morgan as Vitamin Flintheart, Jimmy Du-
rante as the Mole, the Andrews Sisters as

the Summer Sisters, Cass Daily as Gravel

Gertie, Judy Garland as Snowflake, Jerry

Colonna as the Chief? From the western
front to the Philippines, in remote bases

over the world, on ships at sea, in hos-

pitals and at the very fronts, the boys
will hear this side-splitting show—one of

125 such programs that have been made
exclusively for them.

“Heavens, but I’m nervous,” Hope
screamed from the stage, which, of course,

was ridiculous. The script, highly sea-

soned, brought roars of laughter from the

invitational audience. The actors kidded

Bing’s baldness, Frankie’s slenderness and

Hope’s weight. At one point Bing produced

a picture of Hope clad only in long un-

derwear which was passed among the audi-

ence to Hope’s open-mouthed astonish-

ment. First time Cal ever saw Bob stopped.

Frank Morgan in a horrible fur coat ex-

actly like Vitamin’s, and carrying the usual

cigaret holder, was a riot. At one point

they altered Durante’s script and the look

on his face as he read the risque line was

so paralyzing neither Hope nor Crosby

could continue for five minutes. What an

evening!



SOLDIERS DON'T CRY!

But they must have the nurs-

ing care that is their right.

HELP is needed—the help of women—to supplement the services of

hospital staffs whose numbers are too few to cope with the increasing

flow of sick and wounded soldiers both here and overseas.

YOU CAN HELP SEND A NURSE OVERSEAS BY contributing ten

hours a week of daytime service as a Nurse’s Aide. The hospitals are

urgently in need of this daytime service. By meeting the need you will be

helping to relieve a nurse for service with our wounded men.

If your time is limited, you can still help. By offering your services for

any type of housekeeping duties in a hospital you help smooth hospital

routine, help save the time of nurses and doctors and enable them to give

their professional care to a greater number of patients. YOU COULD
GIVE TWO HOURS A WEEK, COULDN’T YOU? The coupon below

lists the ways in which you can relieve an alarming situation. Check off

the service you can best perform and we will advise you how to proceed.

1. Work in a hospital in any type of housekeeping

duties

2. Become a U. S. Cadet Nurse if you are eligible

3. Become a Red Cross Volunteer Nurse’s Aide

(Daytime Service)

4. Learn how to take care of your own family

by taking a Red Cross Home Nursing course

5. Join the WAC and serve in a U. S. Army
Hospital

Name

Address

City State

Mail to: PHOTOPLAY, 205 E. 42 Street,

New York 17, N. Y.

ASK FOR

Made by Bowman Gum, Inc., Philadelphia 44, Pa.

RIDE TO VICTORY ON WAR BONDS

A merry-go-round of flavors . . that'sAwdtat you get in

WARREN'S luscious FRUIT COO^^^^ewing Gum.
All your special ‘Truit^fayo^iM^'Llend together

in a new^exicitin^advelvture in taste.

WARREN'S FRUPT^O^MlT

.

. as sparkling as its name!

(Also MINT COCK,TAtUand ClN-A-MlNT flavor combinations.)

And WARREN'S is chewing gum at its best:

pure ingredients^nc^skanfcil blending of popular flavors

make it lb embered.
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Do You Want
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LONGER

HAIR:

Longer Hair Dresses Better In Latest Styles
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THEN TRY THIS
PROVEN EASY SYSTEM ON YOUR HAIR

Helps Prevent Brittle Ends from Breaking Off

Here is thrilling new hope for millions

who want their dry, lusterless, unruly

brittle and breaking-off hair more lovely

. . . longer. The Juelene SYSTEM has

helped men and women all over the

nation to find new happiness and con-

fidence in more beautiful, healthy ap-

pearing hair. Yes, hair may get longer
when scalp and hair conditions are nor-

mal and the dry, brittle breaking-off

hair can be retarded. This wonderful

Juelene SYSTEM helps relieve hair

dryness that is caused by lack of natu-

ral oils. See if Juelene’s tendency to

soften harsh, difficult-to-manage hair

can during application help yours to

become softer, silkier, more lustrous

than it has been before

—

in just one
short week.

Marvelous Help for DRY HAIR

Dry hair is not only hard to manage
but a continual source of embarrass-

ment. Try the Juelene System. See

how much more beautiful your hair

may be in such a short time, after the

dry hair condition has been relieved.

Actually make your hair your “crown-

ing glory!” So take advantage of

Juelene’s 7-Day Offer NOW!

Speak for Yourself

(Continued, from page 64)

$1.00 PRIZE
Critically Speaking

AN English film critic recently reviewed
the following American motion pic-

tures and these were his comments:
“Cobra Woman”: “Little can be said

about it except that the mountain has the
privilege of belching when it is dis-
satisfied; something that the well-bred
critic must not do.”
“The Seventh Cross”: “It’s about as

cheerful as a foggy morning in November.”
“Marriage Is A Private Affair”: “A

smart, up-to-the-minute serio-comedy
with Lana Turner giving a sensitive per-
formance and faced with a choice between
romance and stability.”

“Kiss The Bride Goodbye”: “A bedroom
farce of the same old pattern which de-
serves to be muffled in eiderdowns.”

J. Clifford Johnson,
Flushing, N. Y.

$1.00 PRIZE
Bouquet for Bacall

T
HERE is no similarity between Lauren
Bacall and anyone else. She is a con-

tradiction to all one expects of a star.

Here is a girl too lanky and too skinny,
yet she reeks of that unmentionable quality
known as sex appeal. Her hair is stringy
and multi-colored, and you wish yours
were that way too. Her first appearance
is in the role of a wench who pretends
no scruples. The money she needed she
stole. The kisses she wanted, she took.

Her clothes were suggestive and her man-
ner fresh. She had no noticeable virtues
and in spite of all this, her role was
sympathetic. You left the theater wishing
every picture you saw had a Bacall.

Harriet Anthony,
Oklahoma City, Okla.

$1.00 PRIZE
Brickbat for Bacall

EVERYONE seems smitten with this new
alluring, husky-voiced siren, Lauren

Bacall. That is, everyone but me.
After her appearance in “To Have And

Have Not,” this Aleutian Island was upset
with talk about her lascivious glances,
snake-like walk and liquor-baritone voice.

But to me, she is nothing but an autom-
aton who has been driven by her director
incessantly, repeating the same scene time
and again until, parrot-like, she can repeat
the dialogue and walk through the part
according to the cameraman’s specifica-

tions.

.
Beauty, of course, is a gift of God. Even

the studio’s talented make-up men were
unable to offer her as little more than a
taller, skinnier variation of the Veronica
Lake type. Her sudden piercing of the
hearts of critics, GI’s and civvies is beyond
me. Personally, they can place her back
on Vogue’s cover, where I never noticed
her and undoubtedly never would have.

Cpl. Joe Vine,
c/o Postmaster, Seattle, Wash.

$1.00 PRIZE
Here Comes the Team

B
OUQUETS for Bing! Hurrahs for Hut-
ton! Together they are my sunshine,

my cocktail, my vitamins! If you’re low
on laughter, weary of worry and tired of

tears, HURRY, HURRY, HURRY to see

“Here Come The Waves.”
If the scene in which Bing ribs The

Voice doesn’t lift you, if Hutton, that de-
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test JUELENE
iliMFOR 7 DAYS

Thrilling

Results or

MONEY BACK

Just try the Juelene System for 7 days and see for

yourself if your brittle, splitting hair can be softened,

made more sparkling and lovely. Your mirror will tell

you the thrilling results and so will your friends! If you
aren’t absolutely amazed with the glistening sheen ... if

you aren’t delighted with the ease in which you can man-
age your hair, we will refund every cent of your money.
So don't wait. Mail the coupon right now

—

today!

JUEL CO., Dept 0610,1930 Irving Park Rd., Chicago 13, III.

Yes, I want easy-to-manage. longer hair. I will try the JUELENE
SYSTEM for 7 days. If my mirror doesn’t show satisfactory results,

I will ask for my money back.

I am enclosing $1.00

Q Send C.O.D. plus postage

Zone State.

Our Customers Participate in Lovely Gifts



lightful daffy-dilly, doesn’t infect you with
her madness, then, HURRY, HURRY,
HURRY to your doctor for a transfusion
because you’re sinking fast!

More of the same, please, Crosby and
Hutton! Together, you’re merry, you’re
mad, you’re marvelous! Yea, Team!

Mrs. Preston Chapman,
Montgomery, Ala.

$1.00 PRIZE
Confusion

I

MUST confess I’m all confused,
And not a little bit amused.

Hollywood’s full of such shenanigans!
Is Annie “Sheridan” or “Hannagan”?
Why keep Bendix in those B’s?
Can’t Lorre be a “funny man,” please?
How about Bette? Will she wed?
Are De Haven’s tresses blonde or red?
Who’ll be the modern “Valentino”?
And why the numerous trips to Reno?!!
I’m bewildered and I’m all at sea—
Will someone please enlighten me?

Mrs. E. Vespi,
Dolgeville, N. Y.

HONORABLE MENTION

I VISITED France via Photoplay.
While he was laid low by the ravages

of disease contracted in the mud and cold
of the “Battle for Germany,” Pfc. William
G. Murphy Jr. of Omaha, Nebraska, wrote
to his dad: “Ralph Foral came to visit me
here in the hospital the other day. No—he
wasn’t actually here. I was lying in my
bed reading Photoplay and came across a
letter Ralph had written to the editor, re-
lating a story about Bing Crosby’s coming
to Omaha. Gee, I got a kick out of it.

And the rest of the fellows here in the
other beds did too. I related some of the
good times we all had with Ralph and
really it seemed like he was right here.”
Just think, Photoplay took me half-way

around the world to bring cheer and com-
fort to one of our boys.

Ralph Foral,
Omaha, Neb.

C OR the first time in a long time Ralph
' Bellamy has been given a difficult role
to prove his ability and he did that—and
then some—in “A Guest In The House.”
As the lovable, happy-go-lucky artist,

Ralph was truly superb. I’ll wager he put
out one of the year’s best jobs of acting
in this magnificent portrayal. Which
means they’ve been letting him go to pot
instead of giving him the meaty roles he
can so effortlessly sink his teeth into.

Doris Miller Billick,

Alexandria, La.

DECENTLY 1 got into M-G-M where I

watched some scenes on the set of
“Weekend At The Waldorf” in which Van
Johnson stars. I met him and he is swell!
He talked to me for quite a while and when
he found I was from Texas he kidded me
about being “another one of those Texas
beauties.” You couldn’t be around him
two minutes without being his fan for life!

Violett Foerster,
Cisco, Tex.

JIMMY DURANTE has definitely put the
J “more” in “morale.” In “Music For
Millions” he does a series of portrayals
that are hard to beat. His emotion when
little Margaret O’Brien tells him he is

handsome is worthy of a great actor. Many
an actor with a handsomer face would do
well to have that sequence run over and
over for him so that he could perhaps
come somewhere near the perfect per-
formance Jimmy gave.

Jeanette Illion,

Newark, N. J.

Your daughter

but hates to ask...

For frank discussion of intimate

J physical facts—mail this coupon to

y
Zonite Products, Dept. 503-U, 370

f Lexington Ave., New York, 17, N. Y.,

f and receive enlightening FREE booklet

f edited by several eminent Gynecologists.

feminine At/criene (
Nome

/ Address

' City-

FOR NEWER

- State-

I
t's your sacred duty to instruct your
daughter how important douching

often is to womanly charm, health and
happiness. It may spare her years of

unhappiness in her married life ahead.
But first—make sure your own infor-

mation is just as modern, up-to-date as
it can be! And it will be if you tell

her how important Zonite is for the
douche—how no other type of liquid

antiseptic-germicide of all those tested
is jo powerful yet so safe to delicate tissues.

Smart Young Brides No Longer

Use Weak Or Harmful Preparations

Certainly no well informed mother would
tell her daughter to use weak, old-fash-
ioned, homemade mixtures. Because these
do not and can not offer the great
germicidal and deodorant action of modern
Zonite,

Yet despite its great strength—Zonite
is non-poisonous, non-irritating, non-burn-

ing. It positively contains no creosote,
phenol or mercurial ingredients. No car-

bolic acid, no bichloride of mercury. You
can use Zonite as directed as often as
you wish without risk of injuring delicate
tissues.

Discovery of a World-Famous

Surgeon and Renowned Chemist

Zonite instantly destroys and removes
odor-causing waste substances. Helps
guard against infection. It is so power-
fully effective that no germs of any kind
tested have ever been found that it will

not kill on contact. Of course it’s not
always possible to contact all the germs
in the tract, but you can be sure of
this ! Zonite instantly kills all reachable
living germs and keeps them from mul-
tiplying.

Buy Zonite today at any drugstore. Ope
of the greatest advancements in feminine
hygiene ever discovered!
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Any woman who
chooses Tampons can

tell at a glance the

tampon that is bound
to be easy to insert:

It’s FIBS*, of course,

with the smooth, gently

tapered ends ... so

very different from any other leading tampon
you’ve ever tried in the past.

No need to take anybody’s word for it. Your
own eyes tell you it MUST be so. Your first

experience with FIBS proves it’s so

!

FIBS are "quilted," too!

For gentler comfort, for greater safety in inter-

nal protection, Fibs are “quilted” to prevent

any danger of cotton particles clinging to

delicate membranes.
Besides, Fibs don’t fluff up to uncomfort-

able size, which might cause pressure, irrita-

tion, difficult removal.

The next time you buy tampons

be sure to ask for FIBS

!

The Shadow Stage
(Continued from page 18)

^ Keep Your Powder Dry
(M-G-M)

|_|
ERE’S that WAC picture you’ve been

1 * waiting for and it’s not bad at all

—

rather entertaining and enlightening for

that matter. Frankly, we enjoyed it, trite

though it was. But who cares about that
with Lana Turner, Laraine Day and Susan
Peters—a trio of beauties who enlist to-
gether, endure together, work together and
finally graduate together.
Lana gives a nicely shaded performance

as the wealthy play girl who enlists merely
to gain her inheritance but who becomes a
woman and a patriot through it all. Susan
Peters has a less impressive role as the
even-tempered member of the trio who
attempts to keep peace between Lana and
the overly bumptious Laraine, the all-

knowing member of the group who has a
thankless role but she turns it into a wel-
come one through sheer ability.

Agnes Moorehead is good as the com-
manding officer and Bill Johnson as the
flippant captain registers strongly.
The training these girls go through is

interesting enough, at least to us, but the
added story and added beauty renders it

all to the good. We think you’ll agree.

Your Reviewer Says: Good enough.

^ The Picture Of Dorian Gray
(M-G-M)

VOU will be repelled, mystified, or fas-
* cinated—but you will not remain indif-

ferent to this incredible story by Oscar
Wilde.
Hurd Hatfield, the beautiful young man

whose portrait gradually takes on his com-
plete degradation of body and soul while
he himself remains untouched by age and
disease throughout the years, gives a fin-

ished coldness to his role. People will

want to know about this young man.
George Sanders, wit and cynic, mouths

his lines, deliciously Wilde-ish, or recites

them with such unwarranted rapidity it is

almost impossible to understand them.
Angela Lansbury haunts the memory with
a velvety smooth performance, and Lowell
Gilmore is excellent as the painter. Donna
Reed is gracious, lovely and charming.
We feel the picture would have been

immeasurably improved had the audience
been permitted to behold the gradual
decadence of young Dorian Gray (Hatfield)

on canvas rather than facing the complete
and horrifying reflection. Perhaps then
the revulsion would not have been so keen.

Your Reviewer Says: Not for the kiddies.

^ God Is My Co-Pilot

(Warners)

THE interesting points concerning this
1 picture are these. It’s a factual story

based on the life, hopes and ambitions of

a real man, Col. Scott Morgan, as written
in his book “God Is My Co-Pilot.” It

gives Dennis Morgan the chance he de-
serves. The story is full of action and
emotion and gives one the feeling he’s see-

ing for the first time the inside story of

some strictly inside events.

Good performances are the rule not the
exception, and next to Morgan we hail

Raymond Massey who plays Gen. Chen-
nault, Alan Hale as the priest, “Big Mike,”
and Andrea King as Morgan’s wife.

It’s become a fact that when good war
pictures are made, Warners makes ’em.

Your Reviewer Says: Action with a heartbeat.

For Clearer,Whiter,

Smoother

Try just one jar of MERCOLIZED WAX
CREAM. It contains a special ingredient

which bleaches sallow tan, dull dark skin.

Even stubborn freckles lighten and fade.

Your skin grows clearer, whiter, brighter,

your coloring lovelier. That's not all.

MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM helps you to

a firmer, smoother skin, one that really

looks younger. Get your jar of MERCOLIZED

WAX CREAM today. Just follow directions.

Startle your skin

to fresher loveli-

ness with SAXO-

LITE ASTRINGENT.

Temporarily con-

tracts loose surface skin, reduces promi-

nence of premature fine lines and wrinkles.

WOMEN THE WORLD OVER

EASE PERIODIC PAIN

This Way. They take 1 to 4 tablespoons ofI

I-
Dr. Siegert’s famous Angostura Bitters ir

a little water hot or cold. It’s pleasant tc

take, helps ease the pain of difficult days I

' —and is not habit-forming. Get Angostura
|

: your druggist’s.

r
LIGHT

a*

”Simple Home Shampoo Washes
Hair Shades Lighter SAFELY...
Made specially for blondes, this new sham-
poo helps keep light hair from darkening—
brightens faded hair. Called Blondex, its rich

cleansing lather instantly removes the dingy

film that makes hair dark, old-looking. Takes

only 1 1 minutes at home. Gives hair lustrous

highlights. Safe for children. Get Blondex

at 10c, drug and department stores.
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I NEVER TRIED MIDOL?

It's my

i This month, give Midol a chance
® to keep you brighter . . . more

| active . . . enjoying life at the time

when menstruation’s functional

1 cramps, headache and blues might
I have you miserable.

Take Midol at the first twinge

1 of pain. See how swiftly it acts to

| relieve your suffering. And trust

" these effective tablets ;
Midol’s com-

| fort does not depend on opiates.

« Millions of girls and women rely

I on it regularly as a

|
periodic pick-up. /^Guort

*
ed by%

K Ask for Midol at l Good Housekeeping!

1 any drugstore.

l MIDOL i
|j

Used more than all other 'products offered p
m exclusively to relieve menstrual suffering m

1 CRAMPS-HEADACHE -BLUES 8

Relieve ITPII
Misery of I lieI|i

| Relieve itching caused by eczema,
athlete’s foot, pimples—other itch-

ing troubles. Use cooling, medicated
D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, stain-

less. Quiets itching fast. 35c trial bot-

tle proves it—or money back. Ask
1 your druggist for D.D.D. Prescription.

* Guaranteed by r.

Good Housekeeping
Vfe, ,

”omt™«
nwri,mip

UJflGIlER
KOMB-KLEANED SWEEPER
'Setterx. Scuivi "PICK-UP"
E. R.WAGNER MEG. CO., Dept. MW, Milwaukee 9, Wis.

^ Thunderhead, Son Of Flicka

(20th Century-Fox)

G OOD NEWS we have for those who
enjoyed the story of Flicka, for in

this sequel we have an even better story,

pictorially and dramatically. The white
horse Thunderhead, a magnificent and
amazingly well-trained animal, all but
steals the show from the human actors.

Thunderhead’

s

thrilling battle to death
with the white stallion that has been raid-

ing the mares is one of the best of its

kind ever seen on the screen.

Roddy McDowall, who owns and loves

Thunderhead, and Preston Foster and Rita
Johnson as his parents, are swell, but the
honors go to the equine performers who
give us a truly entertaining show.

Your Reviewer Says: It will hold your
interest.

See My Lawyer (Universal)

I

T WAS a long dry spell between the
laughs, believe us. In fact, one cus-

tomer went out for a gulp of water and
never did come back. Too bad, too, for

no one can be funnier than Ole Olsen and
Chic Johnson with the right material. But
their humor is the madly insane kind and
should be written by people wearing
straight jackets and not California slacks.

Anyway the thing has to do with the
boys trying to antagonize night club
patrons to help break their contract to

leave for Hollywood, only the boys end
up the club owners and the resultant law-
suit is one of those things that happen in

nightmares after too many stingers.

Noah Beery Jr., Richard Benedict and
Alan Curtis are swell as poor but ambi-
tious lawyers mixed up in the deal. Grace
McDonald, Franklin Pangborn and every-
body at Universal got into the act but it

still remained mediocre stuff.

Your Reviewer Says: Another like this and
they’ll see my lawyer.

^ Circumstantial Evidence
(20th Century-Fox)

AT LAST Michael O’Shea has a role fit

to his particular build, and the results

are good. Of course Lloyd Nolan, that ace
of performers, doesn’t do any harm to the
picture, either, remember—nor does little

Billy Cummings whose new gift axe lands
his father, O’Shea, in prison. Three pier-

sons testify they saw O’Shea wield the
murder weapon and only at the very last

moment do the witnesses realize they have
testified to something they thought they
saw.

Best Pictures of the Month

The Enchanted Cottage

God Is My Co-Pilot

Best Performances

Dorothy McGuire in

"The Enchanted Cottage

”

Robert Young in

"The Enchanted Cottage”

Dennis Morgan in

"God Is My Co-Pilot”

Making Yourself Over

is FUN!
m -

— says Mrs. Ansil Fvlts, Detroit, Mich .

Overweight Business Girl

Becomes Slender Beauty!

They told Ansil
Fults she’dalways
be big and for
years she believed
it. But she got
tired of being
tired, decided to
try the DuBarry
Success Course.
The result—waist
and hips now slen-
der, legs slim and
graceful, a peach-
es and cream
complexion and a
gay new spirit.

What happened
to Mrs. Fults

Lost 37 lbs.

Waist 7 "less
Abdomen7" less

Hips 6%" less

Thigh 6V2"less

Before

“My husband is as proud
as I am," says Mrs. Fults.
"I simply cannot thank
you enough for all the Du-
Barry Success Course has
done for me. I regret I
waited so long to start."

Be Fit and Fair from Top to Toe
Ansil Fults is just one of more than 190,000
women and girls who have found the DuBarry
Success Course a way to be fit and fair. It shows
you how to lose or gain weight, achieve a
smooth, glowing skin, acquire increased energy
—at home. You get an analysis of your needs—
then follow the methods taught by Ann Dela-
field at the Richard Hudnut Salon, New York.

Gef the Full Story— In these days it’s impor-
tant to be at your best—ready for war work, for

personal and business success. So send for the
booklet telling all about the DuBarry Success
Course. Just paste coupon on a penny postal.

Ann Delafield, Directing

Richard Hudnut Salon
Dept. SS-8, 693 Fifth Ave.

New York, N.Y.
Please send me the booklet telling all

about the DuBarry Home Success Course.

Miss
Mrs-

Street-

Zone No.,
City .

u on, State

Accepted for advertising in publications of the American Medical Association
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12func&k> DIMITRI
ROMANOYSRY
This internationally famous beauty

is the wife of Dimitri, son of Grand
Duke Alexander of Russia. Until

recently she lived in London—now
resides in the United States.

*‘In international circles,

charm, good manners and
perfect grooming go
hand in hand, says Princess

Romanovsky. “And nothing
adds so much to the

subtle charm of a woman
as the fragrance she uses. I

use Djer-Kiss perfume
because it is so young, so
enchantingly lovely,

and in such exquisite taste”

Pronounced

"DEAR KISS"

THE WORLD’S MOST ROMANTIC SCENT

Trudy Marshall, Ruth Ford, Reed Had-
ley and John Elderedge bring warmth to
the cold gray of the prison story.

Your Reviewer Says: Seeing is not always
believing, remember.

^ The Body Snatcher (RKO)
DROTHER, check your hair at the door
^ lest it rise right off your head and go
sailing away, for here’s a horror num-
ber that would scare a totem pole into

splinters.

Boris Karloff, who snatches dead bodies
(if some aren’t dead Boris sees to it they
get that way) for the medical school of
Henry Daniell seems to us more horribly
wonderful than ever.

Russell Wade turns in a swell perform-
ance as the harassed young medical stu-
dent who eventually gets embroiled in the
unholy mess. And, oh yes, Bela Lugosi
creeps in and out for a quick boo or two.
Edith Atwater, Rita Corday, Sharyn Mof-
fett and Donna Lee are nice people in one
heck of a mess. But it’s Karloff and
Daniell who really make the picture for
our money.

Your Reviewer Says: This is a swell scare
’em show.

^ Frisco Sal (Universal)

“CRISCO SAL” is one of those strange
' mix-ups mostly about Turhan Bey

and ducks stuffed with oranges. Susanna
Foster who plays Sal comes to San Fran-
cisco’s Barbary Coast in the Nineties in

search of a brother she believed killed in

Turhan’s cafe. Her persistence finally

wins her a place as singer in the cafe of
Turhan, who falls in love with her. His
rival Alan Curtis is burned up and sets

out to kill Bey when—but we leave the
climax to you and don’t go trying to give
it back to us, either.

What we want to know is—why are
excellent performers involved in such
stories? Susanna, Turhan, Curtis as well
as Andy Devine and Thomas Gomez are
better than the material provided, that we
promise. Only Bey seems to override the
trite story with that certain something the
boy definitely has.

Your Reviewer Says: Good music, good food,
good feuding.

Docks of New York
(Monogram)

THE Dead End Kids (who will have us
dead on both ends if they don’t stop it)

are now known among the landed gentry
as the East Side Kids and what’s the
difference? Leo Gorcey still talks Tent’
Avenue fish peddler and what’s all this

about jools and Bolgarian royalty and
canes with daggers?
What romance can leak into the ridicu-

lous plot is carried on by Gloria Pope and
Carlyle Blackwell Jr. (his papa was
prettier). Betty Blythe is Mrs. Darcy,
Huntz Hall is the only member remaining
of the original kids besides Gorcey. Billy

Benedict and Bud Gorman are the new
additions.

Your Reviewer Says: This here pitcher is no
good.

^ Strange Illusion (PRC)

C ALL it supernatural or call it time in

reverse, or what you will, but it does
happen to people — warning through
dreams, we mean. It happens here to

young James Lydon while on vacation,

\\ my DonJuan

Lipstick
? STAYS ON!"

Says

Paula Stone
FAMOUS ON SCREEN,

STAGE AND RADIO

My lips stay lovely

hours longer without

retouching... That’s why
Don Juan is tops with me.

See what they do

for your lips

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when
you eat, drink, kiss, if used as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without

frequent retouching. Try today.

3. NOT DRYING or SMEARY.Im-
parts appealing glamour look.

Creamy smooth—easily applied.

4. STYLE SHADES.Try Raspberry,

rich, glowing, or Number 5,

medium red, flattering, youthful look-

ing. Other shades, too.

Deluxe size $1. Refills 60c. Junior size 25c.

Tax extra. Matching powder, rouge & cake
make-up. Trial sizes at 10c stores. In Canada also.

DON JUAN MILLION DOLLAR LIPSTICK

Get More
Comfort For
Standing Feet

NEW! 2-Second Method

For Underarm
Perspiration

PROTECTS YOU 1-7 DAYS*

Economical—35 Pads In Jar

At your drug or department

store

5 DAY
UNDERARM PAD

With An Ice-Mint Treat
Don’t let tired, burning sensitive feet steal

energy and make the hours seem longer. Rub on
a little Ice-Mint and feel the blissfully cool and
soothing sensation of comfort that follows, as this

frosty-white medicinal cream goes to work driving
out fiery burning and aching tiredneas. Grand, too,

to help soften up painful corns and callouses. So
don’t delay— get foot happy today the Ice-Mint
way. At aU druggists.

It’s an utterly different way to treat
perspiration problems! So quick
and easy—just pat underarms once
with tiny, perfumed pad—that’s
all! Instantly, perspiration is con-
trolled; underarm odor prevented
—and protection lasts up to 7 days*
dependingonyou and the weather.
Kinder to clothes, too—just follow
directions and it’s safe for even
delicate silks and rayons.
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LONGFELLOWS
20 luxurious minutes

with the world’s finest

cigarette tobaccos

Each Longfellow is 20 minutes of smok-

ing luxury .. .the proper length for full

appreciation of tobaccos such as no

20-for-15tf cigarette can possibly afford.

Enjoy this new kind of smoking . . .

after dinner . . . with a good book

... at all tranquil smoking moments,

light up a Longfellow! Tonight I

Made of the world’s choicest tobaccos

2 ... perfectly blended and rolled. Each

! Longfellow gives you 20 to 25 minutes of

b complete luxury.

Box of 20 . . . $1.00

At your tobacconist ... or direct, by mail,

• if your dealer doesn't regularly stock them.

J
Send $1 bill with coupon below to: Dept,

jj

R3,Penn Tobacco Co., Wilkes Barre, Pa.
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Address
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who through a nightmare perceives that

something concerning his father’s death
was amiss, unnatural, with still more
trouble to come.
Returning to his home he finds a man

similar to the one of his dreams in his

mother’s home and with the warning too
strong within to be ignored, he seeks the
aid of Regis Toomey, a doctor friend, and
step by step the man’s past unfolds for

them until finally his scheme of wealth
grabbing is laid bare.
Warren William is very good as “the

dream man come true,” Regis Toomey
splendid as the doctor, Charles Arnt ca-
pable as the nasty psychiatrist, Sally
Eilers we enjoyed more than we have in

a long time. Lydon holds up his end very
well, too.

The photographing of a mood, as it

were, has been accomplished with fair

success, and furnishes some good moments
of suspense.

Your Reviewer Says: Not bad at all.

Fog Island (PRC)

AN ex-convict, George Zucco to be exact,

sits in his lone abode on a fog-bound
island and broods on his ex-partners
whom he fancied railroaded him to prison.

So, to get even, he invites the lot to visit

him and each accepts hoping to find the
hoard of gold Zucco is thought to have
hidden away. So what happens? Panels
slide, passages go secret, walls pop open
and finally everybody goes down to the
cellar and tries to kill each other to death.
Some do, too.

No, we’re not kidding. It happened,
we’re sorry to report, before our very
eyes.
Lionel Atwill, Jerome Cowan, Veda Ann

Borg, Sharon Douglas, Ian Keith and
Jacqueline DeWitt are in it too.

Your Reviewer Says: Why weren’t the writers
killed, too?

The Man Who Walked Alone
(PRC)

K| OT too hard to take is this story of a
* ^ discharged overseas veteran who
thumbs a ride into the town he adopted
through a buddy overseas. The ride lands
him, and the girl who gives him a lift,

in jail on a stolen car charge and later

back they go to the hoosegow for break-
ing into a mansion.
Of course it turns out that the car and

the mansion really belong to his jail buddy,
Kay Aldridge, who not only has a pretty
face but a pretty sense of humor, let it

be noted. The lad, David O’Brien, looked
good to us too. What do you think?

Isobel Randolph, Ruth Lee, Guinn Wil-
liams and several others cover the plot
territory and very nicely at that.

Your Reviewer Says: Good-natured little

thing.

The Chicago Kid (Republic)

W ITH Red Barry, crime becomes a
habit, and even after the reasons for

his rebellion against society have been
proven false, he keeps right on going in

the direction of the hot seat which makes
us rise to ask—was that trip necessary?
You see, Red believed his father was

railroaded into prison by Otto Kruger. So,
in order to seek revenge, he worms his
way into Kruger’s accounting firm, joins
some gangsters, wins the love of Kruger’s
daughter Lynne Roberts, gets Kruger in

a nasty fix and then learns his daddy was

Scalp odor— that’s what her hair-

brush would have told her if she had

checked up. Too late, now. He's gone.

So many women don’t realize that

the scalp perspires, too . . . that hair

—

and particularly oily hair—absorbs un-

pleasant odors. Yes, you can have

scalp odor—and not know it.

But it’s easy to be safe—just by

using Packer’s Pine Tar Shampoo reg-

ularly. Especially developed to keep

hair and scalp fresh and clean, this

gentle shampoo contains pure, medic-

inal pine tar. Its delicate pine scent

does its work—then disappears, leav-

ing the hair soft and fragrant.

Don’t take a chance—and risk losing

romance. Use Packer’s Pine Tar Sham-
poo regularly. You can

get it at any drug, de-

partment or ten-cent

store.

SORE FEET
FEEL FINE
When You Do This at Night

For 10 minutes tonight, soak your sore,

raw, itching feet in the rich, creamy
lather of Sayman Wonder Soap—and
pat dry with a soft towel. Then smooth
on plenty of medicated Sayman Salve

—

over the watery blisters, the painful
cracks, the sore, raw skin. Do this for 10
nights and shout with joy for comforting
relief. 25c and 60c. All druggists. Ask for

!



THIS MAY BE THE

TROUBLE WITH YOUR

PRESENT LAXATIVE

!

It doesn’t pay to

dose yourself
with harsh, bad-
tastinglaxatives!

A medicine that’s too strong can often

leave you feeling worse than before!

Others*1*

*Joo

A laxative that’s

too mild to give
proper relief is

just as unsatis-

factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

8uf—
ex-iM*

/Medium!

Try the

"HAPPY MEDIUM"LAXATIVE
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a bad number after all. So, as twilight
creeps over the distant hills we bid good-
by to Red and sail off into the sunset hop-
ing never to land on these shores again.

Your Reviewer Says: What went on there
behind us?

Crime, Inc. (PRC)

TOM NEAL is the wonder boy of this
* wonder story (wonder how it got on
the screen?) whose book exposing a crime
corporation eventually breaks up the gang
and gets the girl in his arms. Which is

the hard way to get a woman, methinks.
Whistling is simpler—ask any sailor.

Based on experiences of Martin Mooney,
a crime reporter, the story has too many
ins and outs and, it seems to us, gangsters
are a bit old hat these days. For some
reason we can’t get our mind off boys who
tote guns through jungles and foreign
lands to care about these social misfits.

Martha Tilton sings right through this

shooting epic which seems so—well,

there’s a time for everything, isn’t there?

Your Reviewer Says: Too many gangsters.

^ Delightfully Dangerous
(Rogers-U.A.)

THIS is neither too delightful nor too
* dangerous, but it’s good in spots if you
like spots. It tells the story of youthful
Jane Powell who is kept in an exclusive
boarding school by her burlesque per-
former sister, Constance Moore.
When Jane, who believes her sister a

big Broadway star, discovers the truth, she
turns to Ralph Bellamy, Broadway pro-
ducer, for help. She gets it, he gets trouble
and before it’s over the stripper gets him.
Arthur Treacher and Louise Beavers at-

tempt to inject a little life into the tale.

Morton Gould and his band offer several
good numbers, Jane sings rather well and
Miss Moore does a good burley bump.

THIS NOT THIS

Cutting Cuticle

IS DANGEROUS!
Don’t Take Chances!

Wipe It Away with TAD!

1 TAD softens dead, loose cuticle

quickly ... so you can wipe it

away safely!

2 TAD prevents ugly, open cuticle

cracks that invite infection!

3 TAD does not irritate. Keeps
cuticle smooth and neat . . . keeps
nails lovelier looking longer!

4 TAD saves time. Does a better

job faster, safer. Costs only 10c
or 25c a bottle!

Ask for TAD today at any
department, drug or

ten-cent store.

Tad/
The Safer Way to

New Nail Beauty!

TAD SALES, 3950 N. Southport Ave., Chicago 13, III.

Ex-Lax gives a thorough action. But

Ex-Lax is gentle, too ! It works easily and

effectively at the same time. And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good — just like fine

chocolate! It’s America’s favorite laxa-

tive, as good for children as it is for

grown-ups. 10c and 25c at all drug stores.

As a precaution use only as directed

The Original
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Follow simple directions for amaz-
ing results. WOOLFOAM leaves

blankets soft, fluffy. ..dean as new!
At Notions, Art Needle-

work and Housewares
Depts. Also Drug and
Grocery Stores. 25<
— Economy Size: 50*.
Made lor Wool by a Wool Firm

WOOLFOAM CORP.
17 W. 19th SI., New York 11, N. Y.

Your Reviewer Says: From Burley to B’way.

A Song For Miss Julie

(Republic)

KJOT so good, peoples, not so good. It
* ^ tells the story of two New York play-
wrights who invade an old Southern manse
in order to get material on its former
song-writer occupant for a play.

What the Southern ancestors keep from
the Northerners is the fact that the old

boy was quite a cut-up in his day, but
you know how news like that gets about.

Shirley Ross plays an ex-fan dancer,

wife of Barton Hepburn, one of the writers.

The other is played by Roger Clark.
Cheryl Walker, Elizabeth Risdon and Jane
Farrar have good roles. But even the
dancing of Alicia Markova and Anton
Dolin fail to give it a lift.

Your Reviewer Says: Wish it were better.

G.I. Honeymoon (Monogram)

I

T’S the old story of the bride and groom
who can’t get together for that honey-

moon, due to circumstances brought on
when the groom has to report to camp im-
mediately after the ceremony. The train

sequences are funny in spots with most
of the happy yappiness provided by Frank
Jenks, to our mind, a very funny man.
Gale Storm is the pretty bride and Peter

Cookson the frightfully frustrated groom.

TEETHING PAINS

WHEN your baby suffers from

teething pains, just rub a few drops

of Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion on

the sore, tender, little gums and

the pain will be relieved promptly.

Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion is

the prescription of a famous baby

specialist and has been used by

mothers for over fifty years. One
bottle is usually enough for one

baby for the entire teething period.

Buy it from your druggist today

DR. HAND’S
TEETHING LOTION
Just rub it on the gums
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Gold Medal Lady

(
Continued, from page 27) notices and the

more discriminating among her audiences
remembered a human performance by an
actress they did not know, who wasn’t

too glamorous by the ordinary standards.

After which Greer remained idle and
watched the Garbos and Crawfords and
Hepburns walk off with the very roles up-
on which she had set her heart. It was not

easy for her during that first long, lonely,

idle year. She was British and strange to

our ways. She neither danced nor sang
nor posed for leg art—so both her oppor-
tunities and her publicity were limited.

I
The fact that her mother, a very pretty

: woman with pink cheeks and white hair,

weis with her proved her salvation. “Dur-
ing that disappointing and disillusioning

and humiliating period,” Greer said, “it

was my mother who kept me alive.”

It was, I think, the deep hurt Greer
knew at this time that resulted in her en-
gagement to an important producer. She
found his admiration and adoration warm-
ing. But whenever the question of mar-
riage arose one or both of them hesitated.

Perhaps he knew that at this point Greer
first sought the career—just beginning

—

for which she had waited so long.

The other day when I lunched with
Greer this producer also was with us. And
although his heart, like Greer’s, now be-
longs to another, it is evident they enjoy
such a friendship as a man and woman are

rarely able to salvage from a broken en-
gagement.

K atharine piepburn called upon
Greer that day too. We were regaling

each other with reminiscences of our days
together in the Noel Coward plays when
there was a knock at the door and Katie
asked, “May I come in?”
“Of course!” called Greer. She has the

lilt in her voice that blesses those with
natural gaiety. Whereupon Katie, looking
delightful and sweet in old slacks

—

you tell

me how she does it—joined us for dessert

and coffee.

May I come in? That request from Katie
Hepburn in itself shows Greer’s position.

Stars aren’t given to calling on each other

at the studio. Katie especially. However,
she adores Greer and Greer adores her.

"I’d love to do musical comedy,” Greer
told me that day after Katie and the pro-
ducer had left and we sat talking. “On the

stage or in pictures—preferably in pic-

tures . . . Much as I long to do a stage play

I’ll admit I get a little frightened at the
thought of returning to the theater.

“And I suppose it’s sheer nonsense for

me to think about a musical anyway. I’m
not a dancer. . .

.”

I laughed. That very morning on the

set of “Valley Of Decision” Greer, playing

a little urchin, had done the best kick and
tap step I have ever seen. She’s wonder-
fully facile, instantly responsive to any-
thing that goes on around her. If she
had music and dancing on her set she
would be right in there holding her own.
Greer’s dressing room is in Star’s Row,

very definitely top of the walk and red-
velvet-carpeted. It is here that the big-
gest Metro stars have their beautiful little

houses which comprise sitting room, bed-
room and bath. Greer’s little house fea-
tures the greens that are so becoming to

her and boasts every manner of contriv-
ance including a radio and steam bath.
Looking about this dressing-room house

I’m sure Greer thinks to herself, “Can this

be I?” For while she hoped for moderate
success in America I doubt she ever
dreamed of the wealth, fame and honor
that is hers today.
I’m also sure she never dared dream she

wouid be as happy as she is today—loved
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• See how vivid ROYLEDGE captures

your attention.

• Makes decorating easy. Just fold the

border down

!

• Keeps the kitchen sparkling. Colorful

double-thick edge won’t curl in steam or

heat. No laundering needed . . . just a

whisk of a damp cloth!

• So much, for so little! Only 6 <f for 9 feet.

• See the rainbow of merry colors at your

5 & 1 0, neighborhood, or dept, store, today.

ILEARN NURSING AT HOME 1

iii
High school not necessary. No age limit.

Send for FREE “Nursing Facts’ and sample
lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now!
Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing

|

160 N. Wacker Drive, Chicago 6, Illinois

PICTURE
RING $1.
any photo. Send No Money!
strip for ring: size. Pay poBtman only $1.00 plus post-
age. Hand tinted 26c extra. Photo returned with ring.
Money back guarantee. Send photo and ring size now.
PORTRAIT RING CO.. Dept. H-31, CINCINNATI. O.

What trims a booth,

a gym, a hall

When draped and
tacked upon the wall?
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CREPE PAPER

At Stationery Departments Everywhere

/

QUEST
AH-purpose DEODORANT

On sanitary napkins. Quest powder deodorizes completely
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DRAB HAIR

Whan You Uto This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse
In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 Important things

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:

1. Gives I ustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.

Tints the hair as it rinses.

4. Helps keep hair neatly In place.

LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. It Is a pure, odorless hair rinse.

In 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
Airiom which mil lollel goods

25t for 5 rinses

lOjf for 2 rinses

“COME-HITHER” SKIN

Lovely ladies apply Poslam
at the first sign of surface

Pimples or skin-outbreaks. Because they know
the 6 active U.S.P. ingredients work fast to re-

duce redness... soreness. Poslam actually helps
peel away ugly Pimple-layer! This Ointment
Without Disappointment—a 38 year success—
satisfies you or your money back. Try it . . .

see your complexion improve with its use.
Thousands sing its praises. Free Sample: Write
Poslam, Dpt.5-W.254 W. 54, New York 19, N. Y.

BEAUTIFY CONTOURS,
EASILY, QUICKLY 1

New, lovely proportions for your
legs: hips, thighs, calves, ankles,

etc.—in this healthful, new, as-

tonishingly easy way. Only a lew

minutes per day in year own home.

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS!

Used successfully by hundreds
of smart women everywhere.

WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE TODAVI
Surprise everyone: get started now, without obligation,

by mailing coupon immediately to

ADRIENNE
915 SHREVE BLDG., Salon E. SAN FRANCISCO, 8, CAL.

NAME _
ADDRESS _..

CITY STATE

by and in love with Richard Ney whom
she so fondly calls “my long-legged hus-
band.” If she were a pretentious person,
if she didn’t have a full sense of values, if

she didn’t remember her life in the English
theater and realize that there but for the
grace of God and the perspicacity of Louis
B. Mayer she might be still, she probably
would have avoided Richard Ney when she
first found him attractive. She might very
well have felt this young man, headed for

war and possessed of no such name as she
had on the screen, would not be a suitable
husband for her. However, she did nothing
of the kind. She knew he was in love with
her. And she allowed herself to fall in love
with him. She had not gotten ahead in

pictures by being played as a favorite.

She had earned her way, proved her worth.
She was in a position to marry whom she
wished, when and how. And with all her
heart she wished to marry Richard.
Last summer when Richard was home

on furlough it was great to see him and
Greer together. They have the same
wonderful humor about everything, in-
cluding themselves. They have the same
gift for enjoying whatever comes their way
whether it be tea at a little stand at the
beach or a great symphony. It is down-
right exciting to see them laughing and
loving and playing together.

Greer rarely talks about Richard in the
war. It’s only occasionally she says any-
thing to tell you how deeply she feels his

absence or how eternally concerned she
is for his safety. Recently, when the
headlines told of daring Naval activity in
the Pacific, Greer’s face grew a little sad
as she said, “My Richard was in danger.”

I told her, “Our Navy’s good, Greer!”
She smiled. “I know it is! Anyway I’m

glad my husband’s a sailor! I come from
a sailor country!”
Now that Douglas MacArthur and his

Fine 'Conqueror' Pen CIVEN AWAT

Mail us $1.25 and we will send you by prepaid mail 5 boxes
of famous Rosebud Salve (25c size) and will include with
salve this guaranteed precision -built “Conqueror” PEN
with instant push-button filler, deep pocket military clip,

silver palladium alloy point. In Jet Black, Dubonnet, Gray
or Green color. You can sell the 5 salve to friends at 25c a
box to get back the $1.25 and have fine Pen without cost.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box31. W00DSB0R0. MARYLAND.

PULVEX
FLEA POWDER

100% SATISFACTION
.. OR MONEY BACK

Women and Men. 18 to SO
Many Swedish Massage graduates make $80,
$75 or even more per week. Large full time
incomes from doctors, hospitals, sanato-
riums, clubs or private practice. Others make

. good money in spare time. You can
win independence and prepare for
future security by training at
home and qualifying for Diploma.

% Anatomy Charts and 3 2 -page
•^Illustrated Book FREE—Now!
THE College of Swedish Massage

Dpt.559-E,100E.OhioSt.,Chicagoll

BACKACHE,

LEG PAINS MAY

BE DANGER SIGN
Of Tired Kidneys

If backache and leg pains are making you miser-

able, don’t just complain and do nothing about them.
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need

attention. .

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking excess

acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help

most people pass about 3 pints a day. ...
If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don t

work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood.

These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheu-

matic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, Getting

up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head-

aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages with

smarting and burning sometimes shows there is some-

thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doans Puls,

used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney

tubes flush out poisonous waste from th© blood. u»
Doan's Pills.
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YES, relief you’ve never
known before! Anes-
thetic Nupercaine in
New Blue-Jay deadens
agonizing pain around
core of corn where it

meets tender flesh . . .

until gentle medication
lets you lift core out.

INSTANTLY, Blue-Jay’s
soft. Dura-felt pad ban-
ishes torture of shoe
pressure— pad won’t
slip, won’t rub off. Get
New Blue-Jay at drug
or toilet goods counter.
Don’t accept substi-
tutes, for onlyNew Blue-
Jay has Nupercaine.

A product of

BAUER & BLACK
Division of

The Kendall Company
Chicago 16

NOW
WITH

ANESTHETIC
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splendid fighting men have made Manila
ours again she plans to go there. She
knows it is the only way she will see
Richard again for a long time.

“Elsa,” Greer said to me the other day,
apropos of nothing except things she must
have been thinking a lot about, “you’ve al-

ways worked hard. But you’ve always
had fun too. That’s important! Before
I get very old I want to take time off and
have fun. . .

.”

“I don’t think you’ll have the slightest

obstacle placed in your way,” I assured
her. “Your boss, Louis B. Mayer, i3 a
very understanding man and very kind to

his stars—because he loves them. In fact,

I think he’s one of the few big producers
who does love those who work for him.
You’ve made good—completely. I know
he will arrange your schedule so you can
have whatever free time you wish.”
Eagerly she said, “I’ll come to New York

when I’ve finished this picture and we’ll

have fun together, you and I. You’ll be
in New York then, Elsa . . . That will be
only a short holiday, of course. I’ll need a
longer one when I go to Manila. And a
still longer one when the war’s over—and
Richard and I can go away together.”

I suspect she wants to show Richard her
native England. Everything that’s impor-
tant to them, everything they’ve ever en-
joyed, they want to share.

Here’s to Photoplay’s lovely Gold Medal
Lady! And here’s to her long-legged hus-
band. If possible he will be even prouder
than she is of the beautiful medal in its

velvet case which stands on the long table
in the Ney drawing room, shining in the
sunshine that pours in through the long
mullioned windows and symbolizing the
American public’s choice of Greer Garson
as the most popular actress of 1944.

The End
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to remove

Cake

Makeup

Fragrant Starlet Facial Pads—saturated

with an especially formulated lotion

—

quickly and easily remove cake make-
up and all other kinds of makeup . . ,

leave skin cool and refreshed. Here’s

a "One Minute Facial Pad” ready in-

stantly to provide you with a smooth
base for your new makeup.

100 PADS TO A JAR—WITH
PLASTIC PURSE-SIZE COMPACT

Purse-size compact holds about a

dozen pads...Jarand Compact com-
plete—$1.00. Ask for Starlet Facial

Pads at your favorite department,

drug store or beauty shop.
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Exclusive Sales Agencyfor Parfait, Inc.
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quickly learned at home by average man or
woman who is artistically inclined. Work fall

or spare time. Modern method brings oat natural,
life-like colors. Many have earned while learning.
FREE BOOKLET tells how to get started doing this

delightful home work for photog-
raphers, stores, individuals, and
friends. Send today for your
copy. No obligation.

NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL
1315 S. Michigan Ave., Dept, 1385 Chicago 5,

EASY TO
LEARN

Earn
$30 a week

AS A TRAINED

PRACTICAL NURSE!
Practical nurses are always needed 1

Learn at home in your spare time
as thousands of men and women—18 to 60 years of
age—have done through Chicago School of Nursing.
Easy-to-understand lessons, endorsed by physicians.
One graduate has charge of 10-bed hospital. Nurse
Cromer, of Iowa, runs her own nursing home. Others
earn $2.50 to $5.00 a day in private practice.

YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN!
Mrs. B. C., of Texas, earned $474.25 while taking
course. Mrs. S. E. P. started on her first case after
her 7th lesson; in 14 months she earned $1900! You,
too, can earn good money, make new friends. High
school not necessary. Equipment included. Easy
payments. Trial plan. 46th year. Send coupon now!

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept.185, 100 East Ohio Street. Chicago 11, 111.

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.
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BOIL MISERY RELIEVED

by the MOIST HEAT of

ANTIPHLOGISTINE
BOILS

• • •

SIMPLE

SPRAIN

BRUISE

SORE MUSCLES

• • •

SIMPLE

CHEST COLD

SORE THROAT

BRONCHIAL

IRRITATION

The moist heat of an
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice does two important
things:

One—helps ease the pain
and soreness. Two—helps

soften the boil.

ANTIPHLOGISTINE should
be applied as a poultice

just hot enough to be
comfortable. Then feel

its moist heat go right to

workon that boil—bring-
ing soothing relief and
comfort. Does good, feels

good.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice also relieves pain and reduces
swelling due to a simple sprain or bruise
. . . and relieves cough, tightness of
chest, muscle soreness due to chest cold,

bronchial irritation and simple sore
throat. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty
Flo) at any drug store TODAY.

iAntipmogistme

2222J money $ MONEY
19

k>rYOUR SPARE TIME
t

Your spare time Is worth money. It’s a cinch to

l make $$$ at club meetings or friendly calls with
V Everyday Greeting Cards, Birthdays, Anniver-
1 saries. "Get Well,” etc. They’re unique—clever.

( luxurious. "Diamond Dust” finishes, unusual
i papers, startling effects. No experience needed.
I Gives you YEAR ’ROUND EXTRA INCOME. Send

\ only 60 cents for SAMPLES worth $1.00—TODAY.
I ARTISTIC CARD CO.. 264 Way Street. Elmira. N. Y.

Vaving a
BABy?

Start right with Hygeia
Nursing Bottles. Easy to

clean—wide mouth and
rounded Interior corners have no crevices where
germs can hide. Red measuring scale aids in cor-

rect filling. Wide base prevents tipping. Tapere
shape helps baby get last drop of formula.

Famous breast-shaped nipple with patented air-

vent permits steady flow, prevents "windsucking.”
Cap keeps nipples and formula germ-free for stor-

ing or out-of-home feeding.

CONSULT TOUR DOCTOR REGULARLY
rSiiuSSilSSSSSSSaSaeSSiliXisa/S ilrSWHW

NEW COMPLETE PACKAGE
Ask your druggist for

Hygeia’s new package
containing Bottle, Nipple,

and Cap. No extra cost.

Brief Reviews

(Continued from page 23 )

i/i/NATIONAL VELVET—M-G-M: A picture to
be enjoyed by every member of the family is this story
about a little girl, Elizabeth Taylor, who wins a horse
in a lottery and enters him in the Grand National.
Elizabeth is a wonderfully talented youngster, Mickey
Rooney as the homeless kid is terrific, and Donald
Crisp, Angela Lansbury, Anne Revere and Jackie
Jenkins are all so good. (Mar.)

NOTHING BUT TROUBLE—M-G-M: Laurel and
Hardy are still going strong after all these years,
and this time they get involved in political intrigue,
attempted assassinations and kidnapping charges.
They have good company in their boy-monarch fool-

ery in the persons of Henry O'Neil, Philip Merivale
and John Warburton. (Feb.)

OBJECTIVE BURMA—Warners : Based on an
actual event in the horror of j.ungle warfare in the
South Pacific, this is an exciting story told with no
false heroics. Errol Flynn has been considerably
tamed in his war-winning antics, Jim Brown does
his best job to date, and William Prince, Henry
Hull, John Alvin, George Tobias and Dick Erdman
all turn in meritorious performances. (Apr.)

\/PAN AMERICANA—RKO: Phillip Terry, maga-
zine photographer, Audrey Long and Eve Arden
go off on a tour of the South American Republics
for the purpose of doing a magazine feature. Robert
Benchley is the foreign editor of the magazine and
as amusing as always. It’s full of love and romance
and there’s a lot of laughs and color. (Apr.)

PRACTICALLY YOURS—Paramount: A thor-
oughly delightful and enjoyable comedy reunites
Claudette Colbert and Fred MacMurray for another
hit. Fred as the returned hero who finds himself,
through a misunderstanding, engaged to a girl he
isn’t even fond of, and Claudette as the unwanted
fiancee, give bang-up performances. Gil Lamb and
Mikhail Rasumny are both so very funny. (Mar.)

/ROUGHLY SPEAKING—Warners: Louise
Randall Pierson’s widely read autobiography takes
on considerable life with Rosalind Russell a perfect
Louise and Jack Carson a fabulous Harold. The
picture is overlong, but there’s charm galore in the
episodic story of the often comic trials, tribulations
and predicaments of Roz and her five children.
Tack Carson is magnificent and Rosalind has never
been better. (Apr.)

y'SHE GETS HER MAN—Universal: Even in this

corny picture, Joan Davis is so very funny that
you’ll find yourself laughing all over the place.

She’s hired to run down a murderer who has been
plying his trade among the town’s leading citizens,

and you can just imagine Joan as a detective.
William Gargan and Leon Errol add to the fun.
(Apr.)

SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS—20th Century-
Fox: A typical Technicolor musical, with Vivian
Blaine, Carmen Miranda and Phil Silvers inheriting
a rundown southern plantation which is taken over
by Sgt. Michael O’Shea for army wives who cavort

all over the place. Miranda garnishes a few laughs
as a walking radio set and the tunes are pretty, but

on the whole its just an average movie. (Feb.)

4/VSUNDAY DINNER FOR A SOLDIER—20th
Century-Fox: Anne Baxter is head of a family con-
sisting of irresponsible Charles Winninger, two
small brothers and a little sister who live on a
Florida houseboat. When they decide to have a
soldier to dinner, he turns out to be John Hodiak
and the picture turns into a charming story. Anne
Revere is very good as the meddlesome widow. (Mar.)

^SUSPECT, THE—Universal: You’ll like and sym-
pathize with murderer Charles Laughton, who kills

his first wife and then marries Ella Raines, only to

have the past catch up with him. Stanley C. Ridges
is the relentless inspector, Dean Harens is Laughton’s
son, and both Ella and Laughton give fine perform-
ances. (Mar.)

SWING HOSTESS—PRC. Martha Tilton makes
her debut as an actress-singer, and puts over her
songs in fine style. The story has to do with a juke-

box operator whose voice leads to another girl get-

ting a singing job through an error, and it takes a

lot of time before it gets all straightened out. (Feb.)

\/THEY SHALL HAVE FAITH—Monogram: The
timely theme of this story on infantile paralysis deals

with the work of Army doctors with the disease as
applied to soldiers on battlefronts. Gale Storm is

suddenly stricken with polio and John Mack Brown
is the Army major who helps her regain her health.

The cast is splendid, including Conrad Nagel, Sir

C. Aubrey Smith and Mary Boland. (Mar.)

THIN MAN GOES HOME, THE—M-G-M : This
long-awaited renewal of the series proves very dis-

appointing in all departments, including the perform-

ances of Myrna Loy, William Powell, and Asta.

Lucille Watson and Harry Davenport are Powell’s

parents, and the suspects are Gloria De Haven, Helen
Vinson, Leon Ames, Anne Revere. (Feb.)

/THIRTY SECONDS OVER TOKYO—
M-G-M: Told with sincerity, integrity, simplicity

and authority, this picture of Doolittle’s first bomb-

ing of Tokyo is a great one. Van Johnson as Ted
Lawson proves himself a fine actor, and Phyllis

Thaxter as his wife is a charming, gracious actress.
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Let Dr. R. Schumanns ASTHMADOR
help reduce the seventy of your next

asthmatic attack, notice how its aromatic

fumes aid distressed breathing. Use it and

see how dependable it is— pocency rigidly

standardized through strict laboratory

control — quality always uniform. Ask for

ASTHMADOR in powder cigarette or pipe

mixture form at your favorite drug store.

Get ASTHMADOR today!

ASTHMADOR
WEDDINGand engagement

RING EASY PAYMENTS

Introductory c
every order
Sterling’ Silver Solitaire en-
gagement ring we will include, ^
without extra charge, exquisite
wedding ring set with eight imita-
tion diamonds matching in brilliance
the beautiful imitation Diamond
solitaire engagement ring (the
perfect bridal pair).

SEND NO MONEY
10 DAYS’ TRIAL. We ship both
rings in gift box and you make
just 2 easy payments of $2
each, total only $4. We trust
you. No red tape as you
make first payment and 20%
Federal Tax to postman on
arrival then balance any
time within 30 days. Money
back guarantee. Supply
limited. Send name, ad-

|

dress, ring size today.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.
Dept.ST-357, Jefferson, Iowa

ANY PHOTO
Size 8 x 10 Inches
od DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER

ENLARGED

3 for $1.25

Same price for full length or
bust form, groups, landscapes,
pet animals, etc., or enlarge-
ments of any part of group
picture.
Original returned with your

enlargement.

SEND NO MONEY Jn8tmanphoto .

negative or snapshot (any size) and receive your
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful
double -weight portrait quality paper. Pay
postman 67c plus postage—or send 69c with order
and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amusing offerlnow. Send
your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
100 East Ohio Street Dept. 155S-E Chicago (11). Ill-

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

I

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subject#
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

American School. Dpt* H-592,Drexel at 58th. Chicago 37

REDUCE
\A/HY burden yourself with unnecessary weight

when you can reduce easily, safely? You can,
you know. In her famous book. No More Alibis,
Sylvia of Hollywood tells you just how to go about
it. Tells how you can treat yourself to a slender,
youthful figure that will be the envy of your
friends in no time at all. In her 128-page book
you will learn the secret of how the stage and
screen stars keep their lovely figures. No starva-
tion diets—no medicines—no appliances.

25C Bartholomew House, Inc. Dept. PH-545

205 E. 42nd St. New York 17. N. Y.

embarrassing seal

inuuuaiiuo uu duuj
spots on body or scalp.
Grateful users, often after

{
ears of suffering, report
he scales have gone, the
red patches gradually disappeared and -

—

they enjoyed the thrill of a clear ®kln MT®in. Dermoil
Is used by many doctors and is backed by a Positive agree-

ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money Is re-

funded without question. Send lOc (stamps orcoto) for

f
enerous trial bottle to make our famous One SpotTest .

est It yourself. Results may surprise
your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Printyour icsi dociiv. wiuuvu. vne yy** Drua
plainly. Don’t delay.

.
Sold by and Walgreen Dru®

Stores and other leading Druggist*. UtKE UL»OfcATOj»W.
Box 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 6704, Detroit 4, Mien.



PAI
CAN MAKE YOU
LOOK olden:

ttthen you are suffering from Head-
’ * ache, Simple Neuralgia, Muscular Pains

or Functional Monthly Pains, you not
only feel uncomfortable—you look
uncomfortable. Why don’t you try

Dr. MILES ANTI-PAIN PILLS
for prompt relief? Regular package 25c,
Economy package $1 .00. Caution; read di-

rections and use only as directed. Miie»
Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.

FOOT RELIEF
New Soothing Foot Plaster.

EasilyCut toAny Size,Shape
Dr. Scholl’s KUROTEX, a
new, superior moleskin foot
plaster—velvety-soft, cushion-
ing. When used on feet or
toes, it quickly relieves corns, cal-

louses, bunions and tender spots
caused by shoe friction and pres-
sure. Soothes and proteas the sore
Spot. Splendid for preventing blis-

ters on feet and hands. Economical!
At Drug, Shoe, Dept, and 10? stores.

DrScholls
KUROTEX

Spencer Tracy plays Doolittle with strength and pur-

pose, and Robert Walker is splendid. The suspense
created throughout the picture is terrific. (Feb.)

)/THlS MAN’S NAVY—M-G-M: The story that

surrounds the activities of the blimps in sinking
submarines, rescuing wrecked planes and crews,
and other vital duties, tells of the experiences of

Wallace Beery, assigned to training young recruits.

Tom Drake is his protegee who joins the service,

Jan Clayton is the girl, and James Gleason is

Beery’s skeptical pal. (Apr.)

\/THREE CABALLEROS, THE—Walt Disney-
RKO: Three Disney characters, American Donald
Duck, Brazilian Joe Carioca and Mexican Panchito,
visit the Latin American countries and meet up with
such real-life characters as Aurora Miranda, Carmen
Molina and Dora Luz. The color is heavenly and the
magic of Disney’s pencil out of this world, but the

story lacks continuity. (Mar.)

THREE IS A FAMILY—Lesser-United Artists:

Babies are all over the place in this wartime prob-
lem story, even right in the apartment of Charles
Ruggles and Fay Bainter. Marjorie Reynolds is

the mother of twins, Helen Broderick the maiden
aunt, and Arthur Lake, Jeff Donnell, Cheryl Walker
and William Terry keep the plot whizzing. (Feb.)

S/'S/TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT—Warners: The
news of this picture is a newcomer named Lauren
Bacall, whose performance is so intriguing it has
Humphrey Bogart fighting like mad to stay in the

running. Despite the repetitious theme of Bogart in

Martinique, with Vichy France slugging it out with
its enemies, you’ll never lose interest. Hoagy Car-
michael as the piano player is very good. (Jan.)

yyTOGETHER AGAIN—Columbia: Irene Dunne
is a small-town mayor who goes to New York in

search of a sculptor to create a statue of her late

husband. So the sculptor turns out to be Charles
Boyer, who follows her back home, captures the fancy
of her step-daughter, Mona Freeman, and things
happen in all directions. Charles Coburn is cute as
her father-in-law. (Feb.)

yyTOMORROW ,
THE WORLD—Lester Cowan-

UA: Skippy Homeier from Germany comes into the
American home of Fredric March, bringing with him
all the hatred and trickery of his Nazi upbringing,
and sets out to break up the home and community.
In Skippy’s interpretation of a Nazi-bred youth we
see clearly the future of the Germans and the drastic
measures necessary to stop it. With Agnes Moore-
head, Betty Field and Joan Carroll. (Mar.)

yyTONIGHT AND EVERY NIGHT—Columbia

:

A musical which tells the story of a London theater
that stayed open during the bombing raids, this is

different, appealing and warming, adorned with Rita
Hayworth’s beauty and enhanced with the amazing
dancing of Marc Platt. Lee Bowman is. very hand-
some as Rita’s pilot beau, and Janet Blair is fair as
Rita’s best friend. (Apr.)

yyTOWN WENT WILD, THE—PRC: A crack-
erjack story full of surprises and cozy laughter,
with Eddie Horton and Tom Tully as bickering neigh-
bors. When it appears that Horton’s son, Freddie
Bartholomew, ana Tully’s son, James Lydon, may
have gotten switched at their birth, the town really
goes wild. Especially as Freddie wants to marry
Tully’s daughter, who may now be his sister. (Feb.)

\/'Ss/TREE GROWS IN BROOKLYN, A—20th
Century-Fox: Here is everything—tenderness, pathos,
reality, humor. Dorothy McGuire is Mama, growing
cold and bitter under the strain of poverty; Peggy
Ann Garner seems to feel every ache and sorrow of
Francie; Jimmy Dunn is a magnificent Johnny, a
man of weakness and charm; and Joan Blondell as
Aunt Cissy, Ted Donaldson, Lloyd Nolan and James
Gleason offer gems of performances. (Apr.)

UNSEEN
,
THE—Paramount: Joel McCrea hires

Gail Russell to take care of his two young children,
but strange, mysterious goings-on occur in the
neighborhood and right in his own home. The story’s
so garbled and the mystery so mysterious that you’ll
never quite figure it out. Herbert Marshall is

McCrea’s doctor friend. (Apr.)

L/VERY THOUGHT OF YOU, THE—Warners

:

Dennis Morgan and Dane Clark are soldiers on fur-
lough who plunge headlong into romance, Dennis with
Eleanor Parker, although her family tries to oppose
the match, and Dane with Faye Emerson Andrea
King plays Eleanor’s sister married to a sailor whom
she hasn’t seen for two years. It’s a delightful little

story. (Jan.)

yWHAT A BLONDE—RKO: Leon Errol as a
harassed man with five chorus girls living in his
house is very funny at times as the share-your-car-
driver who suddenly finds himself a share-your-home
husband whose wife returns unexpectedly. It’s a
silly story but it grows fairly comical as it prog-
resses along. (Apr.)

yyWINGED VICTORY—20th Century-Fox: An
entertaining, almost documentary film stressing the
personal angle of our Air Force. The story begins
with three boys, Lon McCallister, Don Taylor and
Mark Daniels entering the Air Force, preceeding
through basic training, on their ultimate destina-
tions. All the boys in the picture are members of
the Air Corps, and there are too many splendid per-
formances and touching moments to list. It’s an
American triumph. (Feb.)

"Hew— Hair Rinse

Gives a Tiny Tint

1.

Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.

2. Used after shampooing— your
hair is not dry, unruly.

3. Instantly gives the soft, lovely

effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint—in these 12 shades.
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde
2. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blondo
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4.

The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified
colors and .pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint... Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose

your shade at any cosmetic dealer.

Price 10 and 25^— or send for a
' FREE SAMPLE

Gold.nGllntCo.,S«»tH.,14,W*»h.,Bo«336<-BS3

Please send color No. as listed above.

Name

Address.

GOLDEN GLINT

EYES TIRED?

j |

QUICK RELIEF
Eyes tired? Do they smart and bum from overwork,
sun, dust, wind, lack of sleep? Then soothe and refresh

them the quick, easy way—use Murine. Just two drops
in each eye. Right away Murine goes to work to relieve

the d iscomfort of tired .burning eyes.
Murine is a scientific blend of 3even in-

gredients—safe, gentle—and oh, so
soothing t Start using Murine today.

[/tf/IVE,

F0B EYesYour

SOOTHES • CLEANSES • REFRESHES
Vt Invest in America—Buy War Bonds and Stamps
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LILTING LOVELINESS

FLORAL FRESHNESS
Rain - -washed petals of a rose —
fresh and fragrant after your

shower and over-all dusting w ith

a LeS onier Powder M itt. The

.Mother’s Day gift de luxe.

AT GOOD STORES EVERYWHERE

^ilABLZ
LE S ONIER, InC. New York — Boston

Your Spring Look . . . Thumbs down, says Hollywood, on exagger-
ated mouths, heavily made-up eyes, black-red lipsticks and nail polishes.
For beauty headquarters advocate a return to naturalness this spring.
Your lipstick is pinker, softer, or a truer red. You look scrubbed and

sweet, not siren-ish. You look young, almost child-like, in shorter, neater hair styles.
You wield your hairbrush lustily for high lights. You revel in fresh air for roses
in your cheeks. You weed out the fussy details of clothes and apply your make-up
lightly to put the emphasis on a blossom-lovely you.

Beauty in blossom—Barbara Britton, appearing in Paramount’s “The Virginian”

Dainty as a Flower ... “To
look fresh as rain, dainty as

white lilacs,” says lovely Bar-
bara Britton, “I like to use lots

of soap and suds each day.
Scrubbing brightens, helps skin

to flower transparency.” And so it does,
but most skins need a good cream or lo-

tion, too, to keep them petal-soft. With
more fun in the sun ahead for you, keep
legs free of fuzz with a good depilatory
or hair-remover stone. For you’ll be
wearing leg make-up soon and legs must
look and be smooth. Be vigilant about
underarm odor—even more than ever

—

for, unchecked, it’s fatal to charm. Every
girl needs a good anti-perspirant or deo-
dorant which she uses religiously because
the sudsiest bath won’t protect you for

long. Apply cuticle remover to your
elbows now and then before you scrub
them well. This will help to slough
off the dead, dark skin and it will make
your elbows whiter and smoother.

May-time Finery . . . And
Barbara Britton adds: “Clothes
must be flower-fresh too—from
the skin out, for wilted clothes,
like wilted flowers are never
pretty.” Make a fetish of tub-

bing the tubbables

—

often, keeping white
touches white. Rotate your costumes,
pressing them between public appear-
ances. Strive for the crisp look in clothes

. . . blouses, frilly collars, jabots, snowy
fabric gloves. Keep sachets pinned to

clothes hangers, dot them through your
bureau drawers. Call a perfect cologne
or light floral type perfume to the aid

of your springtime loveliness. An air of

daintiness must surround you.
* * *

Here’s a good trick: After your first

swim of the season, roll up your damp
locks on gay ribbons and tie the bows
where all can see. Your hair will dry in

soft curls and you’ll look cute to boot.

Cunning, too, as you toddle off to bed.



Casts of Current Pictures

>

BODY SNATCHER, THE—RKO : Cabman Gray,
Boris Karloff; Donald Fetes, Russell Wade; Dr.
MacFarlane, Henry Daniell; Meg Cameron. Edith
Atwater; Mrs. Marsh, Rita Corday; Joseph, Bela
Lugosi; Georgina, Sharyn Moffett; Mrs. McBride

,

Mary Gordon; Gilchrist, Carl Kent; Richards, Rob-
ert Clarke; Street Singer, Donna Lee.

;

CHICAGO KID, THE—Republic: Joe Ferrell, Don-
ald Barry; John Mitchell, Otto Kruger; Mike Thur-
ber, Tom Powers; Chris Mitchell, Lynne Roberts;
Bill Mitchell, Henry Daniels; Squeak, Chick Chand-
ler; Chief Rogers, Joseph Crehan; Pinky, Jay No-
vello; Carter, Paul Harvey; The Warden, Addison
Richards; Al, Kenne Duncan.

CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE—20th Century-
Fox: Joe Reynolds, Michael O’Shea; Sam Lord,
Lloyd Nolanj Agnas Hannon, Trudy Marshall; Pat,
Billy Cummings; Mrs. Simms, Ruth Ford; Prose-
cutor. Reed Hadley; Marty Hannon, Roy Roberts;
Freddy Hanlon, Scotty Beckett; Lefty, Leon Tyler;
Fatso, Marvin Davis; Murray White, Harry McKim;
Red, Hugh Maguire; Bolger, Byron Foulger; Pete,
William Frambes; Bolger' s Wife, Dorothy Adams;
Judge White, John Eldredge; Mike, Eddie Marr; An-
drews, Charles Cane; Doctor, Edward Earle; War-
den, Selmer Jackson; Chairman, William B. David-
son; Governor Hanlon, John Hamilton; Kenny, Ben
Welden; Willie, Jerry Mickelsen; Cleary, Ralph
Dunn; Kate Lord, Lynn Whitney; Policeman, Ray
Teal; Detective, Thomas Jackson.

CRIME, INC.—PRC: Tony Marlow, Leo Carrillo;
Jim Riley, Tom Neal; Betty Van Cleve, Martha Til-

ton; Pat Coyle, Lionel Atwill; Wayne Clark, Grant
Mitchell; Captain Ferrone, Sheldon Leonard; Com-
missioner Collins, Harry Shannon; Bugs Kelly, Dan-
ny Morton; Trixie Waters, Virginia Vale; Dixon,
Don Beddoe; Barry North, George Meeker; Lucas,
Rod Rogers; Sgt. Hayes, Ed Cronley; Stecker, Jack
Gordon; Convict, Monk Friedman.

DELIGHTFULLY DANGEROUS — Rogers-UA:
Cheryl Williams, Jane Powell; Arthur Hale, Ralph
Bellamy; Josephine Williams, Constance Moore;
Morton Gould and his Orchestra, Morton Gould and
his Orch.; Jeffers, Arthur Treacher; Hannah, Louise
Beavers; Molly, Ruth Tobey; Mrs. Jones, Ruth Rob-
inson; Professor Bremond, Andre Chariot; Nadine,
Shirley Hunter Williams.

DOCKS OF NEW YORK—Monogram: Mupgs, Leo
Gorcey; Glimpy, Huntz Hall; Skinny, Billy Benedict;
Danny, Bud Gorman; Saundra, Gloria Pope; Marty,
Carlyle Blackwell, Jr.; Naclet, George Meeker; Mrs.
Darcy, Betty Blythe; Cap't Jacobs, Pierre Watkin;
Millie, Joy Reese; Compeau, Cy Kendall; Patriot,
Maurice St. Clair.

,

ENCHANTED COTTAGE, THE—RKO: Laura
Pennington, Dorothy McGuire; Oliver Bradford, Rob-
ert Young; John Hillgrove, Herbert Marsnall; Mrs.
Minnett, Mildred Natwick; Violet Price, Spring
Byington; Frederick Price, Richard Gaines; Beatrice
Alexander, Hillary Brooke; Danny Stanton, Alec

J
Englander.

FOG ISLAND—PRC: Leo Grainger, George Zucco;
Alec Ritchfield, Lionel Atwill; Kavanaugli, Jerome

i
Cowan; Gail, Sharon Douglas; Sylvia, Veda Ann
Borg; Jeff, John Whitney; Emiline Bronson, Jacque-
line DeWitt; Dr. Lake, Ian Keith; Allerton, George
Lloyd.

FRISCO SAL—Universal: Sally, Susanna Foster;
Dude, Turhan Bey; Rio, Alan Curtis; Bunny, Andy
Devine; Mickey, Colette Lyons; Dan, Thomas Gomez;
Doc, Samuel Hinds; Hallelujah, Fuzzy Knight;
Judge, George Lloyd; McKinney, Ernie Adams.

i G. I. HONEYMOON—Monogram: Ann, Gale Storm;
Bob, Peter Cookson; Flo, Arline Judge; Blubber,
Frank Jenks; Ace, Jerome Cowan; Lavinia, Virginia
Brissac; Lt. Randall, Ralph Lewis; Jonas, Earl Hod-
gins; Mrs. Barton, Ruth Lee; Rev. Horace, Andrew
Tombes; Col. Smith, Jonathan Hale; Mrs. Smith,
Lois Austin; Maj. Brown, John Valentine; Mrs.
Brown, Claire Whitney; Capt. Stein, Frank Stevens;
Sgt. Harrigan, Jack Overman

GOD IS MY CO-PILOT—Warners: Col. Robert
i

L. Scott, Dennis Morgan; Gen. Chennault, Raymond
|

Massey; Johnny Petach, Dane Clark; Big Mike, Alan
Hale; Catherine Scott, Andrea King; Tex Hill, John
Ridgely; Col. Cooper, Stanley Ridges; Rector, Craig
Stevens; Bob Neal, Warren Douglas; Sgt. Balzridge,
Steven Richards; Pvt. Motley, Chas/ Smith; Col.

,
Haynes

,
Minor Watson; Tokyo Joe, Richard Loo;

1 Sgt. Aalconen, Murray Alper; Lt. Sharp, Joe Allen;
Chinese Captain, Frank Tang; Lt. Horner, Paul
Brook; Lt. Wilson, John Miles; John Allison, Bernie
Sell; Dr. Reynolds, William Forrest; Frank Schiel,
Danny Dowling; Jap radio announcer, Phillip Ahn.

|

IT’S A PLEASURE—International: Chris Linden,
! Sonja Henie; Don Martin, Michael O’Shea; Buzz
1 Fletcher, Bill Johnson; Gale Fletcher, Marie Mc-

Donald; Bill, Gus Schilling; Wilma, Iris Adrian;

j

Loni, Cheryl Walker; Cricket, Peggy O’Neill; Jack
Weimar, Arthur Loft; Maid, Alyce Fleming; Miss
Lmden’s Dancing Partner, Don Loper.

IT’S IN THE BAG—Skirball-UA: Fred Floogle,
Fred Allen; Jack Benny, Himself; William Bendix,
Himself; Eve Floogle, Binnie Barnes; Parker, Rob-

|

ert Benchley; Psychiatrist, Jerry Colonna; Pike, John
Carradine; Marion, Gloria Pope; Perry, William
Terry; Mrs. Nussbaum, Minerva Pious; Homer,
Dickie Tyler; Detective Sully, Sidney Toler; Hotel

1
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Manager, George Cleveland; Arnold, John Miljan;
Monte, Ben Welden; Mr. Buddo, Emory Parnell.

KEEP YOUR POWDER DRY—M-G-M: Valerie
Parks, Lana Turner; Leigh Rand, Laraine Day; Ann
Darrison, Susan Peters; Lieut. Colonel Spottiswoode,
Agnes Moorehead; Captain Bill Barclay, Bill John-
son; Harriet Corwin, Natalie Schafer; Gladys Hop-
kins, Lee Patrick; Junior Vanderlieusen, Jess Bar
ker; Sarah Swanson, June Lockhart; Captain San-
ders, Marta Linden; Captain Joseph Mantiering

,

Tim
Murdock; Major General Lee Rand, Henry O’Neil;
Mary, Mary Lord; WAC Hodgekins, Sandra Rod-
gers; WAC Polhemus, Marjorie Davies; Marco
Cummings, Rex Evans; Mr. Lorrison, Pierre Wat-
kin; WAC Brooks, Shirley Patterson; Captain John
Darrison, Michael Kirby.

MAN WHO WALKED ALONE, THE—PRC: Cpl.
Marion Scott, David OBrien; Wilhelmina Hammond,
Kay Aldridge; Wiggins, Walter Catlett; Champ,
Guinn Williams.

PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY, THE—M-G-M

:

Lord Henry Wotton, George Sanders; Dorian Gray,
Hurd Hatfield; Gladys Hallward, Donna Reed; Sibyl
Vane, Angela Lansbury;. David Stone, Peter Law-
ford; Basil Hallward, Lowell Gilmore; James Vane,
Richard Fraser; Allen Campbell, Douglas Walton;
Adrian Singleton, Morton Lowry; Sir Robert Bent-
ley, Miles Mander; Mrs. Vane, Lydia Bilbrook; Lady
Agatha, Mary Forbes; Sir Thomas, Robert Greig;
Duchess, Moyna Macgill; Malvolio Jones, Chairman,
Billy Bevan; Young French Woman, Renie Carson;
Kate, Lillian Bond.

SEE MY LAWYER—Universal: Olsen and John-
son, Themselves; Charles Rodman, Alan Curtis;
Arthur Lane, Noah Beery, Jr.; Joe Wilson, Richard
Benedict; Otis Fillmore, Ed Brophy; Sally Rosen-
field, Lee Patrick; Willie, Stanley Clements; Betty
Wilson, Grace McDonald; Mrs. Fillmore, Mary Gor-
don; Yvette, Herself.

SONG FOR MISS JULIE, A—Republic: Valerie,
Shirley Ross; George Kimbac, Barton Hepburn;
Marcelle, Cheryl Walker; Steve, Roger Clark; Julie,

Jane Farrar; Mrs. Charteris, Elizabeth Risdon;
Eliza, Lillian Randolph; Pete, Peter Garey; Mrs.
Calhoun, Rene Riano; John Firbank, Harry Crocker;
The Roberto’s, The Roberto’s; Vivian Fay, Vivian
Fay.

FLAME--GLO keeps lips

radiant and allurins hours longer

thanks to its water-repellent,

protective beauty film that

banishes blurry edges! Choose

FLAME=GLO for matchless

quality and youthful glamour.

Try fashion’s newest shade,

PINK FIRE... as well as other

popular Flame«Glo colors!

Uv«ly MARY ZAVJAK
destined ft>t KrMn
stardom

STRANGE ILLUSION—PRC: Paul Cartwright,
James Lydon; Brett Curtis, Warren William; Vir-
ginia Cartwright, Sally Eilers; Dr. Vincent, Regis
Toomey; Professor Muhlbach, Charles Arnt; Benja-
min, George H. Reed; Dorothy Cartwright, Jayne
Hazard; George, Jimmy Clark; Lydia, Mary McLeod;
Armstrong, Pierre Watkin; Mr. Allen, John Ham-
ilton; Miss Farber, Sonja Sorel; Mac, Game Warden,
Vic Potel.

THUNDERHEAD, SON OF FLICKA—20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Ken McLaughlin, Roddy McDowall; Rob
McLaughlin, Preston Foster; Nelle, Rita Johnson;
Gus, James Bell; Hildy, Diana Hale; Major Harris,
Charieton Young; Mr. Sargent, Ralph Sanford; Tim,
Robert Filmer; Dr. Hicks, Alan Bridge.

TV??????????????????????????

THE BLACK MENACE

A pair of shoes costs $4,000 in China!

WHAT VO THEY COST HERE?

The black menace starts in such easy

stages that it is hardly noticeable at

first. Then suddenly the money that

you counted on for your daily bread

has no value.

To buy on the black market is sabo-

taging your countrymen. Never pay

one penny above the ceiling price. Al-

ways pay your ration stamps.

THIS IS YOUR INSURANCE AGAINST

AN INFLAWN-FREE AMERICA!

aaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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leaves your hair so lustrous, yet

so easy to manage !

Only Drene with Hair Conditioner reveals

up to 33% more lustre than soap . . . yet leaves

hair so easy to arrange— so alluringly smooth !

Want all your hair-dos to look more glamorous? Then
be a "Drene Girl!" Always use Drene Shampoo with Hair

Conditioner. No other shampoo . . . not a soap in t he world

. . . can make your hair look so lovely!

Reveals far more lustre than any cake soap or liquid soap

shampoo. For Drene never leaves any dulling film, as all soaps

do, to rob vour hair of its lustrous beauty! Drene reveals up to

33% more lustre than any kind of soap.

Leaves hair so manageable ! Now that the new, improved

Drene contains a wonderful hair conditioner, it leaves hair far

silkier, smoother, easier to manage . . . right after shampooing.

Removes every bit of dandruff the very first time you use

it! So insist on Drene with Hair Conditioner ... or ask your

Gmis WHO KNUVV
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>''

New and
"Cover
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Teasy to ®anag

vet so easy

FROM THfc

Tms is Fra1

glamorous
model • •

"Drene Dir

has a real

cause her

too broad,

to narrow
i

adourslem

To make
loveliest, i

Shampoo
No other

lustrous,

Tonight . .

.

don't put it off. . . sham-
poo your hair the new glamour way

!

Get the combination ofbeauty bene-

fits found only in Drene with Hair
Conditioner! Extra lustre . . .

up to 33% more than with soap or

soap shampoos! y' Manageable
hair . . . easy to comb into smooth
shining neatness! yf Complete re-

moval of dandruff! Ask for Drene
Shampoo with Hair Conditioner!
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When francine wears her hair
down, she avoids flat tops and
width at the sides. "It takes
long, narrow lines or height,"
says Francine, "to narrow your
face." And, she adds, for shin-
ing-smooth, manageable hair,

remember that there's no
shampoo like Drene with Hair
Conditioner!

^ Guaranteed by ^
Good Housekeeping

Product of Procter & Gamble

beauty shop to use it!
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LIGHT
BROWN

BLONDE

TINTS AS IT WASHI

NEW 15 MINUTE HOME TRIAL
TINTS HAIR

BLACK • BROWN • AUBURN OR BLONDE

This remarkable discovery, Tintz Color Cake

Shampoo, washes out dirt, loose dandruff, grease,

as it safely gives hair a real smooth colorful tint that

fairly glows with life and lustre. Don’t put up with

faded, dull, off-color hair a minute longer, for Tintz

Color Shampoo works gradually— each shampoo

leaves your hair more colorful, lovelier, softer,

and easier to manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt

permanents. Get this rich lathering shampoo, that

gives fresh glowing color to your hair, today. In six

lovely shades. Only 50 cents each or 2 for $1.00.

BLACK

MEDIU
BROW

SEND NO MONEY . . . «IuhI mail coupon on

guarantee reHuita iiiuhI delight you or no coat...

•
Take advantage of this offer and mail your order

today. On arrival of your package, just deposit

50c ($1 for two) plus postage with postman and

Shampoo-tint your own hair right in your own
home But if for any reason you aren't 100%

satisfied, just return the wrapper in 7 days and

your money will be refunded without question.

Don't delay, order today]

nrcnrz
Color Shampoo

NOW YOU CAN GET TINTZ AT LEADING

DEPARTMENT STORES, WALGREEN'S,

WHELAN’S, MOST DRUG STORES AND

5 & 10c STORES

rmmmm
TINTZ COMPANY, DEPT. 1-B, 205 N. Michigan, Chicago 1, III.

Canadian Office: Dept. I-B, 22 College St., Toronto, Can.

Send one full size TINTZ COLOR SHAMPOO in shade checked

below. On arrival, I will deposit 50c plus postage charges with

postman, on guarantee that if I'm not entirely satisfied I can

return empty wrapper in 7 days and you will refund my money.

1 CAKE 50c 2 CAKES $1
(if C. O. D., postage charges extra)

'Hat at Tfaeci 'Deal&i'

4

. . . Tftail t£i& (£&ccfca*i

7-DAY
TRIAL

COUPO

(Tintz pays posti

if money witt

order)

(Print Plainly)

ADDRESS

Check shade:

Blonde

Black

Light Brown

Medium Bro 1

n Aiihiirn fTiti:

CITY. ZONE STATF.



There goes Yesterday— but how about Today?

Your bath only takes care of past

perspiration, but to guard your

future freshness— the word is Mum!

YES, YOUR bath washes away all past

perspiration. But it can’t protect you

against risk of underarm odor to come. It

can’t safeguard your future freshness.That’s

a job Mum does well.

So top off your bath with Mum—and

stay as sweet as you are. Don’t take chances

when your charm is at stake. Mum is one

quick trick that helps a girl to keep her

"date” dazzled!

Mum smooths on like a breeze. And takes

just 30 seconds’ doing. Mum’s protection

lasts all day or evening long. No risk of

offending odor now. And isn’t it nice to

know that Mum won’t injure fine fabrics

—won’t irritate your skin?

You're hitting it off! The one you dote

on has eyes and ears for you alone. He
thanks his lucky stars that you came into

his life. And you make a super-salaam to

Mum for keeping you so nice to be near.

Underarm odor hasn’t a chance. After your
bath, before every date, you make sure of

daintiness with Mum!

Mum
sMJM**?

llillitw* 1*

Product of Bristol-Myers

takes the odor o^Jt of perspiration
M

M
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There are several kinds of laughs. The
smile, the chuckle, the quirk of amuse-
ment—
None of these goes with the new

Tracy-Katharine Hepburn film

Love ”-

We’re talking about
the Abdominal Up-
heaval—the kind of
laugh that gets a
half-nelson on your
midriff and rolls you
around in your seat.

The handkerchief-stuffed-in-the-mouth
kind of laughter.

“Without Love” is sensationally funny.
And personal and warm.

This columnist saw the picture four

times before writing this. We laugh in

the same places each time.

Spencer was never immenser. Katharine
attempts to woo, but his attitude is

that it can't Hepburn here.

The picture is much better than that.

Donald Ogden Stewart has adapted
Philip Barry’s play with a fresh ap-

proach and a free hand. He has intro-

duced a sleep-walking motif.

Spence sleep-walks at first and Katie
sleep-walks right back at him. It’s a
sleep-walkie-talkie.

Lawrence Weingarten, who is awfully
good at producing this sort of clever

far.e for M-G-M, is up to his old tricks.

Harold Bucquet, the director, deserves

a bouquet for his excellent job.

The picture has one of the greatest

casts ever. In addition to Tracy and
Hepburn, there’s, to begin with, Lucille

Ball, a star on her own, who lives up
to her reputation.

Keenan Wynn never was funnier. Then
there are Carl Esmond, Patricia Mori-
son, Felix Bressart—and and and.

It started during Easter at the Radio
City Music Hall in New York and is

still running. It’s a long run picture.

Changing the subject, how many of you
have seen “The Picture of Dorian Gray”,
the most unusual film of the year?

This production based on
Oscar Wilde’s absinthe-
tinted drama is causing a
great deal of talk. It is so

superbly produced, so dif-

ferent in theme from con-

ventional fare. We think

you ought to see“Dorian”.

M-G-M has many wonderful offerings

on the way. You might look for “The
Clock”, “Son of Lassie”,

“The Valley of Decision”
“Thrillof a Romance”, and
“Ziegfeld Follies”.

Still roaring. _

FAVORITE OF AMERICA'S "FIRST MILLION" MOVIE-GOERS

PRESENTS FOR JUNE

Five Star Letter 27
Letter from Lew Ayres Adela Rogers St. Johns 28
That’s Hollywood for You Sidney Skolsky 30
“Ask Me No Questions ...”

. Louella O. Parsons 32
In which June Allyson gets quizzed

The Magic of McGuire Helen Louise Walker 34
Confessions of a Lazy Guy Joseph Cotten 36
It’s Fun to Be Bracken John Chapman 38
Life with Fathers Ruth Waterbury 40
She Had to Be Me . . Louise Randall Pierson 42

The author of “Roughly Speaking” on Roz Russell

The Dane Takes Over—Dane Clark Dorothy Deere 45
“Every Time I Leave You—” Adele Whitely Fletcher 47
My Worst Boner 48
If You Were the House Guest of Sonny Tufts Eleanor Harris 50
I’m Like This Lauren Bacall 54
Sunday in Hollywood . . . 56
Gingham Girl with Sequins—Gail Russell Harriet Eaton 58
Shy Girl with Nerve—Eleanor Parker Louise Irwin 59
Here Comes the Bride “Fearless” 60
What Should I Do? 62

Your problems answered by Claudette Colbert

Wedding in the Rain Alyce Canfield 64
The marriage story of Robert Cummings and Mary Elliott

Jim Brown with his daughters

Roy Rogers with his daugh-
ters

35 Bing Crosby with his sons . . 40

37 Alan Ladd with his daughter 41

40 James Craig with his son 41

Dane Clark 44

40 Marie McDonald 46
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HILARIOUS STAR-HIT!

SPENCER TRACY * KATHARINE

- LUCILLE BALL
KEENAN WYNN • CARL ESMOND • PATRICIA MORISON • FELIX BRESSART

Screen Play by Donald Ogden Stewart • Based on the Play by Philip Barry

Directed by HAROLD S. BUCQUET • Produced by LAWRENCE A. WEINGARTEN • An M-G-M Picture

WAS A BASHFUL BRIDE!

'4 WALKED IN H/S
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INSIDE STUFF

PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK

1

i

AH iig the family: Joan Blondell and son Norman gaily
check the program and the people on a theater date

.

F
or Sale: One motorcycle, by Van Johnson. And this

is no gag. Doubt if Van will ever go bouncing around
on a two-wheeler again—after the near tragedy that

befell his pal Keenan Wynn exactly two years after a

similar accident almost cost Van his own life! The very
day that Wynn figured in his motorcycle-auto smash
was the day that Eve Wynn was being brought home
from the hospital with the new baby. For three days and
nights Van never left Keenan’s bedside at the hospital.

Connie Moore stayed at Eve’s side, keeping the news of

Keenan’s accident from her and doing what she could
for Mrs. W. who was very ill for many days. Finally, as

both Wynns improved, each was told of the others

troubles. And here’s a so-far unprinted twist: Just a

few moments before Keenan hopped on his cycle to go
home, he had almost talked Connie into riding on the
back of it with him. Instead she decided to ride in the car
following him with her husband Johnny Maschio and
Van Johnson. Just two minutes before all reached the
Wynn home the accident occurred.

Thisa and Thata: Sinatra has finally been classified 4F.

. . . Vic Mature’s Hollywood leave leads everyone to be-
lieve he’s the same old Vic. Hasn’t changed a drop.
What’s more, rumor has it Dick Quine, also of the
Coast Guard and husband of Susan Peters, who is con-
fined to a hospital bed, may be given Vic’s role in the
picture “Tars And Spars” . . . When Van Johnson de-
cides to have a date he really does it up brown. A pho-
tographer trailed Van and his date, Jacqueline Dalya,
from Romanoff’s to Mocambo, on to Ciro’s and the Troc
and finally at Dave’s Blue Room gave up and went
home exhausted. . . . It’s our opinion, based on observa-
tion, that Diana Lynn is the young lady most admired
by the men in Hollywood. Lunching at Lucey’s one fine

Glamour and khaki: Dorothy Lamour and Army husband
Major William Ross Howard have dinner at the Crillon

Double-exposure date: Popular John Hodiak and Anne
Baxter have dinner at Giro’s before their break-up

day this week we glimpsed Dorothy Lamour in one
booth, Veronica Lake in another and nearby Diana Lynn.
Just by casually checking up, Cal discovered nine out
of every ten men had their eyes longingly and admiringly
fastened on little Miss Lynn. Hmmmm!

The Bride and Bonita: After the preview of “Hotel
Berlin” Cal found himself beside the effervescent Bonita
Granville at Mocambo’s newest and swankiest supper
room, the Crillon. Bonita was off to New York next day
for six weeks of radio and stage personals and camp
tours. At twenty-two she’s kept her heart intact, which
is something in this land of young brides.

Bonita, who used to be engaged to Jackie Cooper, told

us of her recent San Francisco hospital tour with Danny
Kaye. Who should be on the tour but June Horne,
Jackie’s bride. Bonita and ( Continued on page 6)



Hollywood’s most meteoric Star Sensation in his first

rough, tough and terrific role since his screen return . . .

falling for a girl with stars in her eyes while he tames

O man-killing horse and a lady-killing tough guy!

Paramount
Presents

The riotous roughneck of "Going
My Way" as the smartest little

jockey who ever booted home
o winner!

the Miracle Mart oh
"Morgan’s Creek" has a
new "Conquering Hero"
to hail!

j

THE THRILLS OF BIG TIME RACING YOU CAN’T SEE NOW
Original Story and Screen Play by Milton Holmes

That Fighting
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ROSEMARY Set* 237.50

Engagement Ring 175.00

ORLEANS Set* 425.00

Engagement Ring 300.00

*AIjo available in white gold

(ft I / GENUINE REGISTERED I *

Keepsake
DIAMOND ENGAGEMENT RING

For this lifetime gift of deep-hearted

significance you choose wisely if you

choose a Keepsake. Only one diamond
in hundreds meets the high standards

of color, cut and clarity that Keepsake

has maintained through six decades.

The Keepsake Certificate of Guarantee

and Registration is part of your pur-

chase. See the new matched sets at

your Keepsake Jeweler ... $100 to

$3500.
If it is a Keepsake" the name is in the ring

Rings enlarged to show detoils

Prices include federal fox.

*Trade Mark Registered

Keepsake Diamond Rings

A. H. Pond Co., Inc.

214 $. Warren St ; Syracuse 2, N. Y.

Please send the book, "The Etiquette

of the Engagement and Wedding,"
with supplement on "Wartime Engagements and Weddings."

illustrations of Keepsake Rings and the name of the nearest

Keepsake Jeweler. I enclose 10c, to cover moiling.

Nome.

Street and No.

So Precious a Moment

... So Lovely a Ring!

Paul Brook does the suggest-
ing and serving for menu-
minded Jeanne Crain at Ciro’s

(
(jal tyfyi'Jii'

INSIDE STUFF

Mrs. Van Heflin and Charlie
Morrison in a gay mood over
the return from overseas of
Lieutenant Van—at the Crillon

(Continued, from page 4) June became
fast friends.

“It was very funny,” Bonita said,

“when the boys in the hospitals asked
me about Jackie and what happened to

our engagement.
“I always said, ‘I’m not sure about

that, but I do know about his marriage.
And do let me introduce the present
Mrs. Cooper. Isn’t she lovely?’

”

Grant Again: Ye Gods! If you don’t

think Hollywood is agog over the Cary
Grant - Barbara Hutton - Betty Hensel
doings then you’ve never heard gab!
And, oh yes, Phillip Reed figures in

here somewhere too. The moment that

the second separation of the Grants
was announced, Barbara started see-
ing a lot of Phil, recently discharged
from the Navy and about to resume in

pictures. But someone remembered
that during their first separation Cary
had gotten a lot of consolation and
a beautiful eyeful from Betty Hensel,
a very rich and terribly attractive so-
ciety belle from St. Louis. But Cary
didn’t have to “meet her in St. Louis”
—-she was right in Hollywood the sec-

ond time he and Barbara busted up.

But wait! Just about the time that it

became known that la Hutton would go
to Nevada to get a divorce, Betty up
and announced she would marry Army
Lieut. William Dodge. Boy—was that

a surprise! And Cal hears that Cary

was just about going nertz at this

point. In fact, so was Betty—with inde-
cision. But the day before her wedding,
the nuptials were called off! Had Cary
talked her out of it and asked her to

wait until he was free? Or had she just
decided herself that she was so crazy
about Grant that she couldn’t marry
another fellow—and would take her
chances on what Cary might have to

say in the future?
Cal has a hunch that Betty will be

marrying Cary when he’s free.

Another Voice: We vote Louis Hay-
ward’s the best speaking voice in pic-
tures. It flows like liquid music, soft

but completely unaffected with its cul-
tured English accent. On the “Ten
Little Indians” set Cal sat with Louis,
Roland Young (a scream in old flannel
pajamas and raincoat) and June Du-
prez. We talked of the housing short-
age, with Louis trying to buy a house
in order to keep his dog with him; of

New York plays, with Roland returning
to Broadway for a Topper play; and of

the heat, with June all done up in black
for the scene.

Louis’s quietly beautiful voice seemed
to dominate every subject.

Incidentally, they told us on the set

that even yet tiny shrapnel fragments
work their way to the surface of Hay-
ward’s face—the same shrapnel he re-

ceived at Tarawa. (Continued on page 8)
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His first picture!

Meet that stage

sensation . ...

John Dali!

WARNER BROS
BRING ANOTHER GREAT
PLAY TO THE SCREEN!

A LOVE THAT RIPENED TOO FASTI
Directed by

'with JOHN DALL • JOAN LOR R I N G • NIGEL BRUCE* RHYS WILLIAMS • IRVI NG RAPPER
Produced byJACK CHERTOK • Screen Play by Casey Robinson & Frank Cavett • From the Stage Play

by EMLYN WILLIAMS • Produced by Herman Shumlin • Music by Max Steiner
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V. VIVAUDOU, INC., Distributors

MENTO THE DAINTY
vj 1

The same delightful

MAVIS fragrance in

Talc Mit, 69(4 and $1.00

Dusting Powder

with Puff $1.00m
7aZPasr?

FOR BODY BEAUTY

At all cosmetic counters, 590, 390, 230, 100

All prices plus tax

HER

IS THE SILKEN

Oscars for Barry Fitzgerald,
Ingrid Bergman and Bing
Crosby, who also won a Pho-
toplay Gold Medal Award

FRAGRANCE OF MAVIS

However hot the day, she walks
in cool, heavenly fragrance. For

she showers with sweet Mavis
Talcum, after her bath. Mavis
leaves skin smooth, pretty, dry;

armpits truly dainty. Clothes

and shoes slip on easily. She
starts fresh . . keeps fresh . .

appealing, adorable.

MEN: You’ll like the cool comfort
and freshness of Mavis, too

!

(Continued from page 6)

It's Oscar Time Again: The rib-tickling

remarks of Bob Hope, who was master
of ceremonies at the annual Academy
Awards affair, had the town in stitches.

When it came to the set dresser’s award
(the small group whose plight precipi-

tated the studio strike) Bob salaamed
before the winner and inquired anx-
iously if the other winners (only one
showed up) were outside. “Look,” Bob
said, pointing to the winner and his

plaque, “he’s already wearing it as a

sandwich board,” and the audience,
visualizing the picketers, roared.

“Now I know how Dewey felt,” Bob
remarked when Bing Crosby won the

Oscar for his work in “Going My Way.”
“When a director can take a broken-

down crooner like me by the hand and
guide him through a picture to this,”

Bing said, “anyone has a chance.”
In her tomato red frock and a coronet

braid atop her head, Norma Shearer
was a vision as she presented the Irving

Thalberg Award to Darryl F. Zanuck.
And judging by the applause, both
Ingrid Bergman and Barry Fitzgerald

were equally popular winners. Little

Margaret O’Brien, who received a spe-
cial award for the best all-around child

performer, had to be held in Bob’s
arms to speak over the mike.
When the photographers asked the

two to pose, Bob said
—“Stand over i:

here, Marg—you know where to stand,”

he interrupted himself. “I’ve seen you
work.”

Love-ly: Even yet, Bette Davis isn’t

telling anybody—studio or friends

—

just what she did in Georgia for those
three months. So whether or not she’s

Mrs. Corp. Riley is still anybody’s
guess. You can also guess whether it’s

love, marriage or just keeping a secret

that gives her a new glow. Because
Bette has just completed the most
starry-eyed set of portrait sittings at

the studio gallery that she’s ever made.
Positively glamorous . . . Lots of the

stars and starlets with sweethearts or

husbands overseas get all kinds of

souvenirs and sometimes jewels from
their adored ones. And then usually

dash out to have these trinkets or stones

made up into things they can wear. But
Marsha Hunt’s ( Continued on page 10)

Cary Grant greets Gene Tierney at the Academy Award ceremonies

^oal QJm'Jd

INSIDE STUFF



The fabulous, fascinating saga

of a love men tried for... the

Woman they died for— when

a fable of flesh and flame

came to life 100 years ago!

w« YVONNE DeCARLO
ROD CAMERON DAVID BRUCE WALTER.SLEZAK ALBERT DEKKER

Marjorie Rambeau J. Edward Bromberg Abner Biberman

Screenplay by Laurence Stallings From an original story by Michael J. Phillips Directed by CHARLES LAMONT

Associate Producer, ALEXANDER GOUTZEN Produced by WALTER WANGER
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If your heart is set oo a West Branch model that

isn’t now available, the date of its return is a date

worth waiting for . . . because a West Branch is the

chest that gives you most in beauty and in protection.

No. 7308T
.
(above) New West Brooch model in

popular design. Diamond matched Poldoo and

Oriental woods. Deep Waterfall lid- Automatic fray.

No. 30080. (right) Handsome Salem

chest in mahogany. Drawer in base,

simulated drawers on fop compartment.

Weil Branch ChetH Milton, Pa.

WEST BRANCH
Cedar Hope Chests

0”Tty£
/
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Baibasweet
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P
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INSIDE STUFF

The gorgeous gal Trocadero-ing
with Van Johnson is Jacqueline Dalya

(Continued from, page 8) husband,
Capt. Jerry Hopper, went the rest of

the boys one better. He collected some
beautiful sea shells and stones in his

travels in the Pacific and when he sent

them to Marsha they were already
made up into costume jewelry. Must
have had the natives work on them . . .

Maureen O’Hara is an eye -filler in a
breath-taking black lace dress in

“Spanish Main.” Just about the time she
was making scenes in the gown, she got

word that her husband Will Price was
in the thick of the fighting on Iwo Jima.
She almost went to pieces with anguish
and worry. Naturally, nobody could
tear her away from a radio and its

newscasts. This went on for several

days. And the next time she donned the

dress to play a balcony scene with Paul
Henreid—it hung off her in all the

wrong places. Maureen had dropped
seven pounds! Shortly after this, she
got word that Price was safe.

Bridal Party: There’s a grown-up
prettiness about Joan Leslie that’s

startling to a town that has watched
this young actress grow from a gangling
adolescent into a smart hair-on-top-
of-her-head chicness. Yet there’s a

natural eagerness about Joan that will

forever bar her from the glamour-girl
classification, for which Allah be
praised.

Cal glimpsed Joan at the cocktail

party photographer Paul Hesse gave for

the new bride and groom, Mr. and Mrs.
Robert Cummings. There she sat in

her smart checked frock, with Charles
Russell and Jinx Falkenburg, having
her picture snapped all over the place.

It occurred to us then she was the pret-

tiest gal in the room—except for the

bride, the former Mary Elliott, whose
radiant happiness shone all about her.

Among the guests greeting Bob and
Mary were pretty Joan Caulfield with
her beau, Lieut. Bob Davis; Sonny
Tufts and his ( Continued on page 12)
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and AUTHOR TREACHER • LOUISE BEAVERS • RUTH TOBEY * Produced by CHARLES R. ROGERS • Directed by ARTHUR LUBIN

Screen Ploy by WALTER DeLEON and ARTHUR PHILLIPS • Based on a story by IRVING PHILLIPS, EDWARD VERDIER and FRANK TASHLIN

Associate Producer! JOSEPH S. TUSHINSKY • Original Music and Arrangements by MORTON GOULD • Musical numbers staged by ERNST MATRAY

Released thru United Artists
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A special process keeps Kleenex

Luxuriously Soft —

Dependably Strong

Only Kleenex* has the Serv-a-Tissue Box

that serves up just one double-tissue at a time!

There is only one KLEENEX

In these days of shortages we can’t

promise you all the Kleenex you want,

at all times. But we do promise you

this : consistent with government reg-

ulations, we’ll keep your Kleenex the

finest quality tissue that can be made!

»T. M. Reg. U. S. Pat. OB.

you# NOSE KNOWS

-

THEAE'S OA/iy O/VE

KLEENEX

INSIDE STIFF
(Continued from page 10) Mrs., Billy

Gilbert and his wife Ella and Sonja
Henie who was busy denying that

she’d ever been out dining with Dick
Haymes—says she doesn’t even know
him.

Double Trouble: There’s a fellow
around Hollywood named Dave Willock
who has missed film job after film job
because he looks so much like Frank
Sinatra. It always hurts rather than
helps newcomers to look too much like

any already established star. But finally

Willock got himself a small part in “It’s

A Pleasure”—and if you look fast you’ll

catch him as the elevator boy in several
sequences with Sonja Henie. . . .

And speaking of Frankie-boy, isn’t

it swell the way he’s been giving sc

much time and effort to those talks he’s

been making on tolerance? Lots of

people talk about doing something to

help the boys and girls—but Frankie
really did something. He talked to

teen-agers in schools and auditoriums
in New York and Philadelphia—under
the supervision of the Board of Educa-
tion—and unless a scheduled overseas
tour interrupts, he’ll go right on with
his campaign to spread the right kind
of thinking among those who are only
too glad to listen to him.

Here’s wishing him lots of luck—he
has plenty of the right things to say!

(Continued on page 14)

Shirley Temple (note the ST on her
dress) at the Academy Awards
with sailor Guy Madison, co-work-
ers in “Since You Went Away”

12
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THE BIGGEST

THRILL OF THE TEAR!

Flaming with thrills,

adventure and romance

The exciting saga of the
West's most colorful days
, . .when men fought and
gambled for a woman's
eager heart. And a spec-
tacular climax such as the
screen has never known!

JOHN WAYNE

ANN DVORAK

FLAME OF
BARBARY
COAST

Maturing

JOSEPH SCHILDKRAUT
with WILLIAM FRAWLEY

VIRGINIA GREY and RUSSELL HICKS

JACK NORTON • PAUL FIX

MANART KIPPEN

A REPUBLIC PICTURE
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One powder-shade intensely flattering

to 4 different types of skin!

BLENDED BY ENTIBELY

NEW COLOR-PRINCIPLE

Makes even a bride look more romantic!

Here's something entirely new and differ-

ent in a shade of face powder!

Lady Esther’s exciting new “Bridal Pink”

is not just for one particular type of skin-

coloring. Blended by means of a new
patented color-principle, it's infensely flat-

tering to these four basic types:

IF you’re a Blond, “Bridal Pink” will

intensify your blondness, make you look

softer, more feminine!

IF you’re a Brunet, with fair skin . . .

“Bridal Pink” will intensify the contrast,

make you look more romantic!

IF you're Brown-Haired, with a medium
skin . . . “Bridal Pink" will give an exciting

lift to your entire appearance

!

IF you're Auburn-Haired, with a pale

complexion . . . “Bridal Pink” will wake up
your skin, give it life and warmth!

Lady Esther “Bridal Pink” Now
at all Good Cosmetic Counters

Look different tomorrow! Look more inter-

esting, more exciting! Apply Lady Esther

“Bridal Pink” — the new powder-shade
that’s so daringly romantic! See how it

lights up your face with instant new life
j

and warmth. 1

The medium-size box of Lady Esther Jl

Face Powder is sold at the best stores for S
55c. There are also handy pocket-book

||
’

sizes for 10c and 25c. Get your box of

Lady Esther “Bridal Pink” today!

Dana Andrews has reason to smile

—

it’s Mrs. Dana with him at the theater

(Continued from page 12)
Mad Hats: Went to a cocktail party

that would have .had the original Mad
Hatter jumping with joy. There was
Claudette Colbert with what looked just

like a large black valentine heart flat

on the top of her dome. There was
Maria Montez, in a John Fredericks
number—made entirely of huge blue
silk roses, just set at cock-eyed angles
all over her head—invisibly held to-

gether with heavenknowswhat! There
was Kay Williams in what looked like

a miniature derby perched on top of

her blonde curls. There was Greer
Garson, in a black cocktail suit, wear-
ing a tiny black chapeau, with an inch-
wide brim on which were about eight

little golden chess-men!

Hollywoodiana: Lucille Ball and Desi
Arnaz go right on fighting and making
up—their last spat was a humdinger.
But they haven’t reached their last

—

not by a long shot . . . The Alan Ladds
and Bill Bendixes, are friends again,

we are happy to say . . . Rita Hayworth
has her pre-baby figure back as all the

La Rue diners could see the night she
and Orson Welles dined there. They’d
just returned from Mexico—and Orson
is getting ready to do the new Clau-
dette Colbert picture—as her leading
man . . . Joan Crawford and Phil Terry
headed for a long vacation in New
York . . . Plenty of ice between Vero-
nica Lake and Sonny Tufts on thp

sets these days—but nobody car under-
stand why . . . Some people are be-
ginning to think that Ann Sheridan
doesn’t care if she never makes another
picture—certainly looks that way. She
remained glued ito Steve Hannagan’s
side for months back east—and nobody
would be surprised if she just stayed on
there as his Mrs. . . . Faye Emerson
swears she won’t be a mama in 1945
-—not that she wouldn’t like to be . . .

Prediction: That Bill Williams, who
debuts in “Those Endearing Young



INSIDE STIFF

Captain Ronald Reagan with his pipe
and his Jane Wyman on a theater date

Charms” with Bob Young and Laraine
Day, will be well on his way to stardom
before the year is out.

At the Maymes House: Hollywood
certainly hopes that the Dick Haymes
reconciliation will stick. It wasn’t such
a shock to a lot of people who had sus-

pected trouble in that household for

some time. And for many reasons. One
of the reasons is that Mrs. H. is deter-

mined to resume her acting career

where she left off when she married the

now successful crooner. She’s been tak-

ing dramatic lessons—and Dick feels

one career in the family is enough.

News of Our Boys: Billy Halop, ex-
“Dead End” kid, in service three years,

is now with the Army in France.
Mickey Rooney gives as many as

twelve shows a day from the back of a

jeep. He was last seen heading for

Germany.
Colonel Anatole Litvak is much

grayer and more subdued, we may say.

Cal found himself at the former direc-

tor’s table at Mocambo the other night
and learned he expects to go right back
over the pond again.

Deanna Durbin’s former husband,
Navy Lieut. Vaughn Paul, finished

work aboard an Essex- class carrier in

connection with the first strike on
Tokyo and transferred by breeches buoy
in rugged weather to a tanker where
his good fellowship won him a lot of

friends. Vaughn was grateful for the
cot set up in the crowded ship’s office,

and more grateful for the lift given his

crew and their two tons of equipment.
Paul is in charge of the “CinCPac News-
reel,” first Navy newsreel unit, and was
on Iwo Jima during the siege there.

A friend reports the last time he saw
Navy Lieut. Henry Fonda he had his

arms around the shoulders of fellow-
officers close-harmonizing over a cold
bottle. Hank had come ashore on a
Pacific Island as a member of an ad-
miral’s staff after many weeks of duty

Rung in with chimes for

lovers reunited . . . with a

ripening moon, big as a

stage prop, to light the

garden lawn. Another June

to be commemorated with

music, with poetry, with

perfume . . . Yardley’s own

“Bond Street” ... a scent

as dream-touched as a

summer’s night. Find it

traced through Yardley

Lipstick and “English

Complexion" Powder, too.

’ Bond Street " Perfume:

SI 3.50, $0.50, $4.50, $2.50.

Powders 8 *'Engllsfs

Complexion" shades, $1

.

Lipstick; in sttootK-glowing

colon, Si.

ADD 40% MBSRM. TAX

YARDLEY

Yordleyr products for America are created

in England and finished in the U. S. A.

from the original English formulae, com-

bining imported and domestic ingredients.

Yardley of London, Inc., 620 Fifth Avenue,

Rockefeller Center, New York 20, N. Y.
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Fashion Jewelry by Kreisler. Individual pieces

or matched sets designed with rare originality.

Some styles limited today, because Kreisler

is working first for Victory.

JACQUES KREISLER
Makers of Fine Jewelry for Men and Women

INSIDE STUFF

Starlet Marjorie Riordan and war
plant executive Ted Briskin dance

aboard ship. Hank, we’re told, likes to

relax when off duty, but on the job is

one of the hardest working, most con-
scientious men in his organization.

Incidentally, Van Johnson has again
been rejected by his draft board, due to

that head injury suffered in an accident.

Gene Kelly expects to ship out as

soon as his basic training is completed
in San Diego, California. Already the

town misses Gene’s genial grin and
good humor, to say nothing of his grand
acting.

Hollywood is Talking About: The sud-
den right-about-face of Mayo Methot,
whose obvious heartbreak over her
separation from Humphrey Bogart
turned to philosophical resignation as
she embarked for Las Vegas and a di-

vorce. “I saw Bogie the other night,”

Mayo told a friend, “and thought what
a nice person he was to know and that

was all.”

What Lana Turner will do if Turhan
reports to Turkey and the Turkish
Army is the question before the house.
There are no flirtatious qualities about
the blonde beauty, oddly enough. When
she loves a man she loves only him.
Turhan certainly discovered how

much he missed and loved Lana while
she was on her recent eastern tour. His
constant telephone calls left no doubt of

this in Lana’s mind. Cal firmly believes
that if Lana were free she would marry
Turhan before he leaves. We know
first-hand the actor has been in con-
stant touch with the Turkish consul in

Los Angeles, and is one foreigner who
remains loyal to his Turkish friends in

the city. Turhan told us he was an
officer in the Turkish Army prior to

leaving Europe and even wore a fez

with his colorful uniform. Now there’s

a romantic figure for you!
(Continued on page 18 )16



Explosive as the new bare fashions. That

real red-red you dreamt about—knew could

exist . . . never could find. Here it is in w “IJL
Nail Enamel and Lipstick—just plain dynamite! ®P\

(And with it "Sheer Dynamite" Face Powder.)
ipiii in
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Romance in the moonlight . . .
gaiety and

gracious living—reminiscent of the

Old South and inspiration for

lovely packages and fragrances that you’ll

love to have and love to give.

Old South Perfumers,

347 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Natchez
Rose Jar
$4.50

Old South
Cologne

$1.00 & $1.75

Cotton Blossom
Cologne $1.25

Plus Tax

INSIDE STUFF
Callers: Cal answered the doorbell to

discover Bill Eythe on the threshold.

“I just heard you live around the

corner from my studio and thought
I’d dash over while I’m waiting for my
check,” he said.

We were glad to see Bill. His dark
eyes have a glad-to-be-alive twinkle
and the incongruity of his high profes-

sional status that contrasts so oddly
with his shyness (a trait he tries des-
perately to hide) gives him a rather
appealing boyishness.

He’d just been recalled from the East
to test for “Dragonwyck,” but he was
more excited over discovering Elyse
Cox at the Pittsburgh Playhouse than
anything else that happened on his

brief trip. Bill said they had gone to

Carnegie Tech Dramatic School to-

gether and had fought through every
course. And suddenly here she was,
a brilliant actress, now being tested by
Twentieth at Bill’s request.

Bill telephoned his mother from New
York that he'd been recalled by the
studio for the test.

“Listen, Bill,” she said, “you don’t

have to work in Hollywood. I’ve saved
every cent of the money you’ve sent us
and you take it, get a good substantial
job in Kaufman’s Department Store in

Pittsburgh and settle down.”
Our old friend Sydney Greenstreet

absolutely filled the doorway. “Come
on, you,” he said, “we’re going over to

Phyllis Thaxter’s for dinner.”

He is abrupt to those he likes and
horribly polite to those he dislikes.

As usual Phyllis was all atwitter over
not being quite ready, having just come
in from tennis. And, of course, there
were the wedding pictures to be gone
over again and the latest news from her
bridegroom, Capt. James Aubrey, to be
discussed. Her husband’s being in ser-

vice brought Phyllis closer to Ginger
Rogers than anyone has come in a long
time. On the set of “Weekend At The
Waldorf” they greeted each other daily

with: “Any letters today?”
The following evening we were all

set for a quiet time at home when—yep,
the doorbell again.

Charlie Russell, the boy “with the
hands” in “The Purple Pleart” and more
recently in “Captain Eddie,” stood and
looked at us without a word.
“You—no—you did! You got the

role,” we shouted at him.
“I came over directly from the

studio,” he said, wiping away grease-
paint as he sat down.
We could only rejoice with Charlie

whom Hollywood regards as one of the
finest young actors in the business.

“They told me today when the test

was only half completed,” he said. “Only
you know what this waiting has meant
to me, so only you can know how I feel

now.” So watch for Charlie in the lead-
ing role in “The Embezzler” with Jimmy
Dunn and Sheila Ryan, and you’ll un-
derstand why all Hollywood has been
pulling for him.
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The lady and her likeness—Ruth Hus-
sey with her portrait painted by Costa

Cal Gets Around!: We sat at our
favorite corner table in Twentieth
Century-Fox’s dining room (where the

food is terrific and the studio hospitality

the best in Hollywood) with Mary An-
derson and Richard Crane.
Mary is an intense young lady who

never quite got the break she deserved

after her swell stage performance in

“Guest In The House.” She got all

absorbed relating to the young flying

officer with us her idea of how a magnet
should be placed on gun sights in our
bombers. And she stated her case well

against his more practical arguments.
And then in the midst of all their

technical discussion she turned wist-

fully and said, “I want to be a ‘feathery’

girl in movies.”
“What in heaven’s name is a ‘feathery’

girl?” we demanded.
“The kind of girl Dick here would

fall in love with on the screen,” she

added.
Young Crane blinked at her.

“Well?” we demanded. “Would you,

or did you, rather? Is your bride Kay
Morley ‘feathery’?”

“No,” he asserted. “She’s wonderful.”

And then everybody screamed. . . .

That night at Mocambo, with friends

from New York, who should we see

walk in with producer Mark Hellinger

but Humphrey Bogart and Lauren
(Baby) Bacall. The photographers
swarmed as one in their direction.

“Don’t snap me, boys,” Bogie shouted.

“I’m too hot right now. Lay off!”

“What does he mean he’s ‘too hot’?”

asked one of our visiting friends.

We explained, or tried to, that Bogie
meant that his love affair was too much
in the public eye right now.

“Well, didn’t he give out interviews

that would put it there?” the New
Yorker asked.
We allowed as how that made little

difference.

“Well,” they all agreed, “movie stars

are beyond us.”

Before After

//What Happened

^HEN I LOST
38 FOUNDS/ 99

—as told by Mrs. Ann Weir of East St. Louis, III.

“When I was married,” says Ann Weir,

“I weighed 127. But after I had my fourth

child, my weight went up to 166. I had
what men call a ‘bay window.’ I read re-

ducing diets, tried reducing exercises.

But all my efforts brought no results.
• “For two years I kept reading about
the DuBarry Success Course, which you
follow right at home, but I feared it would
be expensive. When I found how little it

cost, my husband gave me the Course,

and with my doctor’s approval, I started.

In six weeks I lost 22 pounds, kept on
and lost 16 more—right where I needed
to lose them—9 inches off my abdomen,
6 off my waist, 6V2 off my hips.

“People had always told me I had a
nice complexion, but it has improved
100%, and what I learned about make-up
has been a revelation. So here’s what hap-
pened when I lost those 38 pounds: I re-

gained my slender waistline, I wear my

clothes with assurance, I have more en-

ergy—and I look ten years younger. Far
from being expensive, the Course has
been an investment that has brought won-
derful dividends in health and happiness!’

HOW ABOUT YOU? Haven’t you
wished that you could be slender again, hear

the compliments of friends, wear youthful

styles, feel like a new person? The DuBarry
Success Course can help you.

It shows you how to follow at home the

methods taught by Ann Delafield at the fa-

mous Richard Hudnut Salon, New York. The
plan is intensely practical. It fits into your
daily life. You get an analysis of your neQds,

a goal to work for and a plan for attaining it.

You learn how to bring your weight and body
proportions to normal, care for your skin,

style your hair becomingly, use make-up for

glamour—look better, feel better, be at your
best for strenuous wartime living.

Why not use the coupon to find out
what this Course can do for you?

Accepted for advertising in publications

ot the American Medical Association

M/l
Ann Delafield, Directing

RICHARD HUDNUT SALON

NEW YORK

I Richard Hudnut Salon,

Dept. ST-8, 693 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send the booklet telling all about the

DuBarry Home Success Course.

Miss
Mrs.

With your Course, you receive a Cnest
containing a generous supplyofDuBarry
Beauty and Make-up Preparations. Citv-
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A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two checks, very good; three checks, outstanding

Nuptials to remember: Judy Garland
and Robert Walker in “The Clock”

Obviously with love: Alan Ladd and
Gail Russell in “Salty O’Rourke”

High-heart drama : George Brent ond
Joan Fontaine in “The Affairs Of Susan”
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^ The Clock (M-G-M)

L
OVE—it comes suddenly, tenderly, beau-
tifully and compellingly into the hearts

of Robert Walker, a corporal on a short
leave, and Judy Garland, secretary in the
city of New York.

It marches around the hours of the clock
in a succession of thrilling moments that,

in turn, bring laughter, tears and sympa-
thetic understanding, all of which makes
for a sure-fire picture that will appeal
especially to the romantic minded.

It is unquestionably a “director’s pic-
ture” with the brilliant touches of director
Vincente Minnelli at times outshining the
story itself with its message that love
transforms the humblest into shining story-
book people.
Judy, with nary a song, except the one

in her heart, comes into her own as a
dramatic actress of depth and charm.
Robert Walker, the boy who is bewildered
by his headlong collision with love, gives

one of the best performances we’ve
glimpsed in a moon’s age. There’s an au-
thoritative sincerity about Walker that
will secure him steadfast in the hearts of
his fans.

For a bit that outshines everyone and
everything about it, we nominate Keenan
Wynn in his brief scene as the realistically

inebriated gentleman of the lunchroom.
What a gem of a performance! James
Gleason as the milkman and Lucile Glea-
son as his wife take over with Judy and
Robert for a four-handed game of perfec-
tion in acting (and direction) in a break
fast-table scene that other directors should
flock in droves to see.

The whole film is a breakdown of ex-
quisite bits that, when strung together,
emerges one of the very best of its kind.

Your Reviewer Soys: Love time—around the
clock.

^ Salty O’Rourke (Paramount)

A LAN LADD, Gail Russell, Bruce Cabot^ and a lad you’ll remember, Stanley
Clements, are sucked into a whirlpool of

action and suspense that has the audience
going right over the rapids with them.
While it’s not Ladd’s best picture, the

way he plays it enhances his firm grip on
the fans who love the cold, hard smooth-
ness that precipitated him into focus. And
in this one he’s just as cold, just as calcu-
lating and just as appealing as ever.
The plot, of course, provides the back-

ground for all this frozen emotion dealing
with Ladd’s attempts to repay Cabot a
debt for which he isn’t responsible but
which, because Cabot’s a tough hombre,
has to be paid. As a means of quick retri-

bution Ladd buys a mad-minded race horse

whom only Stanley Clements can manage.
But again there’s a catch. Clements has
been barred from all tracks and must needs
pose as his younger brother, which sends
him into the schoolroom of Gail Russell,

and there’s where the love business
comes in.

The thing clips along cockily, with events
shaping up to high-blood-pressure sus-
pense toward the entangled end.
Clements is simply marvelous as the

jockey. Ladd, of course, is up to every
inch of his role. William Demarest, Spring
Byington and Marjorie Woodworth are

good in their little corners, too.

Your Reviewer Soys: All the elements of a

good movie.

The Affairs Of Susan (Paramount)

S
USAN, played by Joan Fontaine, was
four women to four men, and all of

the Susies were interesting, none of them
dull, and each one lovelier than the other,

which only goes to prove a woman can be
anything a man wants her to be, and
sometimes is.

The story, a gay, charming sort of thing,

rambles on willy-nilly, and if it consumes
too much time in the telling, the lightness

of its mood somewhat redeems its over-
length.

We first meet Susan through George
Brent—a New York producer. Honest,
naive, frank, childlike and unassuming,
Susan marries George, becomes a fine

actress who loses her husband through the
identical failings that won his heart. When
Don DeFore, a Montana lumberman, comes
along, Joan has become wiser, a siren out

to get, tease and tantalize her man. With
author Dennis O’Keefe she becomes the

intellectual, the bespectacled young woman
of learning who must be rescue ’ from
author O’Keefe by Brent and DeFore, al-

ways loyal to Susan.
It’s Walter Abel, the stolid solid citizen,

she finally decides to marry, however, and
who learns about all the various little

Susies from her three former swains. The
ending has been guessed from the begin-
ning, of course, but still it has a way of

being so darned entertaining it really

doesn’t matter.
Rita Johnson is a pretty heavy, if you

know what we mean. And Fontaine is

really delightful.

Your Reviewer Soys: Charm is the word for

this affair.

(Continued on page 22)

For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performances See Page 22

For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 128

For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 24
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Produced by Maurice Geraghty • Directed by Ray Enright

Screen Play by Brenda Weisberg and losepb Hoffman
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BOURJOIS
Tune in "Here’s to Romance,” with
Jim Ameche and Ray Bloch’s Or-
chestra, featuring Larry Douglas
with guest stars—Thursdays, 10:30
P. M., E.W.T., Columbia Network.

BECOMING

^Triple Color-Blended”

for a Lovelier Complexion . .

.

Thank your beauty stars for Evening in

Paris "triple color-blended” face powder

. . . thrilling result of a marvelous French

blending process exclusive in America with

Bourjois.

You’ve never seen such face powder shades!

Clear, fresh, vibrant colors that seem to

touch your skin with a delicate flower-like

bloom ... in a texture of sheer silk velvet.

Try Evening in Paris "triple color-blended”

face powder, won’t you ? See why they say

"to make a lovely lady even lovelier . . .

Evening in Paris face powder.”

FACE POWDER $1.00 . LIPSTICK 50c

ROUGE 50c • PERFUME $1.25 to $10.00

(All prices plus tax)

(Continued from page 20)

^Without Love (M-G-M)

X/ITAMIN A, vitamin B, plus a dash of
’ high-powered paprika has been needled

into the situations and dialogue of Philip
Barry’s rather dull stage play, “Without
Love,” and the results are hilarious. But
the premise of the tale? Well, not ex-
actly original is the story of a woman
who hides from the world because a past
love was too perfect, and a man who is a
refugee from love—past imperfect.
Katharine Hepburn is so very Hepburn-

ish as the woman that we had the feeling
Katie was kidding us with the best Hep-
burn imitation to date. Forcefulness, the
frightening kind, melts to a kittenishness
when Katharine and Tracy, both scien-
tists, marry without love and develop the
grand passion along the way.
Just how Carl Esmond, a prospective

buyer for Katie’s house, suddenly develops
into an amorous suitor is never explained.
But no explanation is necessary for Kee-
nan Wynn as Katie’s cousin. His every
appearance (especially in the taxicab with
Wynn stewed to the .eyebrows) is signal

for joy among the fans.

Felix Bressart is amusing as a fellow
scientist and Lucille Ball equally amusing
as the realtor in pursuit of Wynn. Lucille
is a gladsome thing to eye and ear and
does a bit of plot needling on her own.

If it’s pure (well, not pure exactly)
escapist entertainment you seek, light, airy

and feathery, “Without Love” is it.

Your Reviewer Says: Try not to laugh.

Best Pictures of the Month
The Affairs Of Susan

Salty O’Rourke

Music For Millions

Without Love

The Clock

Salome—Where She Danced

Best Performances

Joan Fontaine in

"The Affairs Of Susan”

Alan Ladd in

"Salty O’Rourke”

Stanley Clements in

"Salty O’Rourke

”

June Allyson in

"Music For Millions”

Margaret O’Brien in

"Music For Millions”

Jimmy Durante in

"Music For Millions”

Tallulah Bankhead in

A Royal Scandal”

Katharine Hepburn in

''Without Love”

Spencer Tracy in

''Without Love”

Judy Garland in

''The Clock”

Robert Walker in

''The Clock”
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^ A Royal Scandal
(20th Century-Fox)

A MERE incident in the flavorsome life

of Catherine the Great has been blown
up into a full-fledged movie. The result

is a fluffy concoction, good to look at but
not exactly satisfactory to a hungry man.
The story lacks sufficient body and strength
of plot to qualify as a picture of rounded
maturity, but we dare anyone not to be
amused at some of the risque lines.

Tallulah Bankhead is Catherine. Her
lines under the Bankhead skill come to life.

What’s more, she looks beautiful. Those
years of stage trouping certainly serve
her well in this tricky role of Catherine.

Bill Eythe plays the innocent victim of

Bankhead’s charm. He looks and acts the
part. Charles Coburn as the chancellor is

up to every minute of palace intrigue, and
Anne Baxter, who loves Eythe, has much
too little to do, but does it well. But it’s

Bankhead’s picture, make no mistake.

Your Reviewer Says: Naughty, but nice.

•^Counter Attack (Columbia)

COR several reasons we found “Counter
' Attack” an interesting and worth-while
picture. One reason is the subdued and
well-tempered portrayal of Paul Muni
whose usual indulgence in artistic postur-
ings has been controlled admirably by
director Zoltan Korda.
Another is the well sustained mood

—

steady, quiet, and in time fascinating.
The story, however, seems a bit untimely

and comes too late in the current events
of the havoc of this world to create more
than average interest. It tells the story of
Paul Muni and Marguerite Chapman, Rus-
sian guerrilla fighters who find themselves
trapped with seven Germans in a cellar.

The psychological battle that is waged
between the minds of the peasant Muni
and the Prussian officer Harro Meller
fastens the interest and holds it.

Larry Parks is a pleasant addition to
the cast of a picture that would have
proven more interesting a year ago.

Your Reviewer Says: Moody.

^ Hotel Berlin (Warners)

A SUSPENSEFUL, timely tale, enhanced
by a spine-tingling musical score,

“Hotel Berlin” points the way for Ger-
many’s tomorrow while the stench of its

today still reeks in the nostrils.

Changing headlines during the picture’s
making account for a lack of focus which
is the story’s main weakness. Helmut
Dantine, a German citizen, is presented
in a sympathetic light as a member of
the underground. And he’s not only
handsome in looks but in performance.
Raymond Massey as one of the generals

who plotted against Hitler’s life and must
needs take his own, exerts a sympathy-
getting influence. Newcomer Andrea King
gives all sorts of fancy promise as the Nazi
actress who thinks of self before love. Miss
King has an interesting face, easy assur-
ance and naturalness. Faye Emerson turns
in a warm and finely shaded job as the
hotel hostess who snitches to the Nazis but
redeems herself in her dramatic defense of
the Jewish boy she loves.

Peter Lorre, a German professor, is one
more member of the cast to rate sympathy
with his muddled mind that eventually
clears in time to redeem himself.

Your Reviewer Says: Warners even beat the
Russians to Berlin.

(Continued on page 121)

Are you in the

permanent, which is a "must"? Is this little beach belle—
A skilled operator

A cold wave

A machine wave

Frizzy flub— or dream girl? That depends
largely on the skill of your operator. Let

her decide the right type of wave for your
hair-texture. Slick grooming requires infinite

care. And guard your daintiness with care

. . . especially at "certain” times.

Now there’s a deodorant locked inside

each Kotex napkin. The deodorant can’t

shake out, because it is processed into

each pad—not merely dusted on. No extra

charge for this new Kotex "extra” that

aids your charm, your confidence.

D Playing patty-cake

Dive balmy

Collar-bone conscious

No, she’s not “tetched” . .
.
just collar-bone

conscious. And if you have hollows around
the base of your neck, try: Standing erect,

arms out (as shown), elbows stiff. Swing
arms backward, forward, touching finger

tips. This also banishes shoulder-blade prob-

lems. To banish problem-day discomfort
— choose Kotex, for Kotex stays soft while
wearing\—far different from pads that just

"feel” soft at first touch. And the special

safety center of Kotex gives you plus
protection.

than all other sanitary napkins pat hgethet

More women choose KOTEX*

Now— a DEODORANT
in every Kotex napkin

Why attempt to freeze or reform him? Be smart and
go smilin’ through his clowning. It can be fun— and
he’ll tell the world you’re wonderful! Learning to

laugh in a trying situation helps build self-confidence.

That goes for trying days, too . . . when you laugh off

"telltale outline” fears with thfe patented, flat tapered

ends of Kotex. So unlike thick, stubby napkins, those
flat pressed ends don’t show revealing lines. Kotex
keeps you confident!

If you're stymied with a show-off, should Try to reform him

Go smilin' through

Make with the icicles
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Your ring, the symbol of your per-

fect love should be perfect, too!

Select a Bluebird Diamond and be

sure—they’re guaranteed perfect!

WHY BLUEBIRD IS THE WORLD

STANDARD FOR FINE DIAMONDS

1. Every Bluebird Diamond is

free from cracks, flaws, car-

bon spots.

2. Cutting and polishing by ex-

f

ierts assures maximum bril-

iance, beauty.

3. Less than 1% of all diamonds
mined meet Bluebird’s stand-

ard of quality and perfection.

4. Permanently registered for

your protection.

FREE— Know your diamonds. Send
for new informative FREE booklet,

"The Book That Lovers Love.” It

explains all you’ve wondered about

judging a diamond’s color, brilliance

and perfection. Supply limited. Mail

coupon to be sure of getting yours.

I MAIL COUPON NOW —
1

|
BLUEBIRD DIAMOND SYNDICATE, Dept. 5-HH

)

55 East Washington St., Chicago 2 , III.

Please rush your FREE booklet, "The Book
That Lovers Love.”

Name

Address.

L
City Zone State

I

I

Dorothy Lamour and Arturo de Cordova in “A Medal For Benny”

BRIEF REVIEWS
V'W INDICATES PICTURE RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED
k'V INDICATES PICTURE RATED “VERY GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

V INDICATES PICTURE RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED

\/BETWEEN TWO WOMEN—M-G-M: Van John-
son takes over in the Dr. Kildare series as Dr. Red
Adams, and is very likable in the role of the young
medico who solves the case of why night club enter-
tainer Gloria De Haven can’t eat. Marilyn Maxwell,
who tries to annex Van, Keenan Wynn as a night
club master of ceremonies and of Qourse Lionel Bar-
rymore as Dr. Gillespie are all present. (Mar.)

BIG BONANZA, THE—Republic: Richard Arlen,
a disgraced Union officer, goes west, but instead of
joining his boyhood pal, Robert Livingston, saloon
proprietor, he helps the miners fight for their rights.

Bobby Driscoll is swell as Arlen’s kid brother, Jane
Frazee sings and Lynne Roberts teaches Sunday
school. (Apr.)

BIG SHOW-OFF THE—Republic: Arthur Lake is

a meek little pianist who pretends to be a wrestling
sensation and Dale Evans is the supposed victim of
this unfunny deception. Lionel Stander, George
Meeker, Paul Hurst and Marjorie Manners go
around for a couple of whirls. The harder it tries

to be funny, the worse it gets. (Apr.)

\/BODY SNATCHER, THE—RKO: A horror
number that would scare a totem pole into splinters.

Boris Karloff, who snatches bodies for the medical
school of Henry Daniell, is horribly wonderful, and
Russell Wade turns in a swell performance as the
young medical student who gets embroiled in the
unholy mess. Bela Lugosi adds to the horror and
it’s all a swell scare ’em show. (May)

l/BRING ON THE GIRLS—Paramount: Eddie
Bracken is a millionaire who joins the Navy be-

cause all the girls want to marry him for his money.
Sonny Tufts goes along as his chaperone and Eddie
gets mixed up with Sonny’s ex-girl, Veronica Lake,
until Marjorie Reynolds, night club singer, comes
along. It’s pretty silly in spots, but you’ll get a

few laughs. (Apr.)

\/\SCAN’T HELP SINGING—Universal: Deanna
Durbin’s new picture is a Technicolor musical with
Jerome Kern’s tunes, gorgeous scenery and romance,
but it’s structurally weak. Robert Paige is uncon-
vincing as the romantic hero, Deanna sings beauti-
fully. Akim Tamiroff and Leonid Kinsky attempt
comedy hut rarely achieve it and Andrew Tombes,
David Bruce and Thomas Gomez are also in the cast.

(Mar.)

CHICAGO KID, THE—Republic: Red Barry be-

lieves Otto Kruger railroaded his father into prison,

so in order to seek revenge he worms his way into

Kruger’s firm, joins some gangsters, wins the love of
Lynne Roberts, Kruger’s daughter, and finally gets

Kruger into a pretty nasty fix. You can take it or
leave it alone. (May)

CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE — 20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Proving you can’t always believe what
you see, this has Michael O’Shea landing in prison
when three witnesses testify they saw him wielding
a lethal axe. Lloyd Nolan is excellent as always
and Billy Cummings, Trudy Marshall and Ruth

Ford bring warmth to the cold gray of the prison
story. ( May)

CRIME INC.- PRC: This is based on the experi-
ences of Martin Mooney, a crime reporter, but it
seems to us that gangsters are a bit old hat these
days. Tom Neal plays the reporter whose book
exposing a crime corporation eventually breaks up the
gang and gets the girl in his arms. Martha Tilton
sings right through this shooting epic. (May)

----- . i aimmium; ICODeri
.Lowery gets in more trouble when he tries to evade
enemies seeking his inherited fortune by boarding
a slow steamer. Instead he runs into a phony insur-
ance plot, a secret agent, a night club entertainer and
all kinds of troublesome things. Phyllis Brooks andLowery are both good, but you’d think they’d have anervous breakdown at least. (Mar.)

(.Continued on page 125)
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Madame La Couturiere (neeMinnieMooney) whis-

pered about Barbara—now trying on herfourteenth hat—
was cruel, but it was the truth. Everybody in town knetv

what Barbara's trouble was except Barbara herself . . .

why men fell over themselves to meet her, then turned sud-

denly indifferent . . . why she was the "last resort” when a

fourth at bridge or an extra girl was needed tofill out a party.

How Aboul You?

Clothes, charm, good looks can count for little when
your breath is off-color. You perhaps do not realize that

halitosis (bad breath) is so common and that anyone

may be guilty at some time or oilier

—

without knowing it.

It’s wise to be always on guard against this condition,

which can put you in such a bad light so quickly.

Listerine Antiseptic, used as a mouth rinse and gargle,

offers you a simple and wholly delightful precaution

that so many popular people rarely omit. Use it always

before any "date” where you want to be at your best.

Listerine’s rapid germicidal action halts food fermenta-

tion in the mouth and the odors it causes. And, although

halitosis is sometimes systemic, this food fermentation,

in the opinion of some authorities, is a major cause of

unpleasant breath. Almost at once, in such cases, your

breath becomes sweeter, purer, less likely to offend.

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Missouri.

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC
for Oral Hygiene

S.. A little loving care is what your teeth need, and this delightful dentifrice helps give it. LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE
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Five Star letter

Our new world is in the hands of these

great men. The editors ask you to read their message then act

TO THE AMERICAN PEOPLE:

Your sons, husbands and brothers who are

standing today upon the battlefronts
are fighting for more than victory in war.

they are fighting for a new world of

freedom and peace.

We, upon whom has been placed the

responsibility or leading the American
forces, appeal to you with all possible
earnestness to invest in V/ar Bonds to

the fullest extent of your capacity.

Give us not only the needed implements
of war, but the assurance and backing
of a united people so necessary to

hasten the victory and speed the return
of your fighting men.

>0
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Letter From

LEW AMES



/ST

The postmark was the South Pacific, the envelope was addressed

to one of America’s most, gifted writers, the letter— she gives

\ Am miAIL /

it to you here and asks only that you read with an open heart

“ | HAVE,” the let-

1 ter says, “strong,
i. irrepres sible

surges of optimism
even out here at

times. For He does
walk with us. He
does indeed. The
proofs are so many.”
The letter is head-

ed simply, The Phil-
ippines.

Across the envel-
ope, beside that U. S.

Army Postal Service
mark with which s<5

many of us have be-
come familiar, is

written: “Sgt. L.

Ayres, 39309326, 36th
Evacuation Hospital, A.P.O. 26 c/o

P. M., San Francisco, California.”

The history of a soul’s struggle to-

ward the light, of the transformation

of a brilliant and successful young
movie star into a chaplain’s assistant

is all in that brief address. From the

flamboyant background of Holly-
wood emerges a life story that is

unique in our times.

Lew Ayres, who started as a banjo
player in a jazz band and ended as

the box-office sensation Dr. Kildare,

has made a good many headlines
since the opening days of the war,
when he declared himself a con-
scientious objector. But none of

them can paint the true picture.

I think it is a story at which you
and I can warm our chilled faith

sometimes, and because the letter

from the Philippines speaks for him
so simply and clearly, I think the
time we should hear it is now.
Lew Ayres, a movie star whose

name blazed in neon lights on
every main street in America, who
had everything of wealth and suc-
cess and popularity that this country
could offer, is a man who became
convinced that Jesus Christ meant

often as it should be.

The time has come
when we must try

it.”

Out there today in

the Philippines, dy-
ing and wounded
men, helpless little

children with bullet

holes through them,
lost and shattered
old women, call
aloud for Dr. Kildare
and in response to

that call, under shell

fire and bursting
bombs, Lew Ayres,
who began this war
in a labor camp for

conscientious objec-
tors, moves quietly among them do-
ing what he can for their smashed
bodies and even more for their be-
wildered souls.

A long road from the glittering

sets of the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
studios—and he traveled it alone,

the hard way.
When it began—how it began

—

that Lew Ayres, the handsome
young favorite who was once mar-
ried to Ginger Rogers, desired to

give up everything to follow that
road of faith and service, is a true
story of revelation.

Lionel Barrymore who, as the be-
loved Dr. Gillespie in the “Kildare”
pictures, observed Lew as keenly as
he did fondly, says it began long ago
and grew steadily to that dramatic
and dreadful moment when Lew de-
clared that in his country’s greatest
war he must be listed as a conscien-
tious objector with religious scruples
against killing.

I want, first, to set down here some
things about Lew Ayres. I have to

do that because it is vitally import-
ant that you should know him as he
lived around our town of Hollywood,
as the men ( Continued on page 103)

Before war—Lew as Dr. Kildare

exactly what He said. In this letter

to me Lew writes, “It’s there, in

black and white, clean-cut and dazz-
ling. It just remains for us professed
Christians to begin living up to it.

All of it. Living by what we speak
and preach and declare as our faith.

All of it. It has not been tried as

Lew Ayres trades news from home with Coastguardsmen in the Pacific
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That’s Hollywood

1

HAVE been informed that Greer
Garson believes that I don’t like

her because I once wrote that she
is too much of a lady. She has asked
me to visit her, but I haven’t done so

for I like her so much I might not

be a perfect gentleman . . . Lauren
Bacall, I want you to know, is in-

fluenced so by Humphrey Bogart
that off the screen she talks more
like Bogie than he does ... So far

as I’m concerned, no singer has come
along to even question the suprem-
acy of Judy Garland, in the female
department, and as for the males,

Bing is still the king—go on, throw
your bobby socks at me. The runner-
up is Harold Arlen, the songwriter,

who should have a radio program.
He sings his “Bloomer Girl” songs
better than the players in the show
... I am getting a little tired of

Betty Hutton’s display of energy,
and I guess Betty’s getting a little

tired from displaying it ... I like

Hugo Friedhofer’s remark that any
man who marries for the second time
doesn’t deserve to lose his first wife.

I can recall when movie audiences
were very prissy, and their heroes
had to be pure and unmarried.
Francis X. Bushman, the Clark Gable
of the silents, found himself practi-

cally through when his admirers dis-

covered that he was a married man.
Now the gals swoon over married
men, even going so far as trying to

tear the clothing from them. Noth-
ing a movie hero does can affect their

love and devotion, as witness Errol
Flynn ... I admire Sam Hoffenstein,
the scenario writer, for his excellent
poetry. My favorite poem of his,

which is not included in any collec-

tion of his verse, tells the story of

his life. It is: Wherever I go, I go
too, and spoil everything.

* * *

I believe that the most promising
of the younger actresses, regardless
of what any poll discloses, is Angela
Lansbury, and I predict that she
will do great things on the screen . . .

I can’t, however, get excited about
Carole Landis, who puts up a good
front, but is not in a class with, well,

say Angela Lansbury ... I like to

go strolling about the streets of Bev-
erly Hills, for the shopping district

there has a mark of distinction and
a quality all its own. It is fascinating
to watch someone like Ingrid Berg-
man marketing, and see that she is

as concerned about points as you
and you. It was Tom Jenk, by the
way, who, while discussing these
modern times, said, “Money isn’t

everything. You gotta have points.”

. . . There’s a regular wolf circuit

that the pretty young actresses play,

and it’s a sure bet that every new-
comer will have a date with Peter
Lawford. I do wish that, although it

is strictly a gag, Peter would remove
the following sign from his den: “Do
Not Disturb—Wolf At Work.”

* * *

I have made it a practice—what do
I mean practice, it’s almost a busi-
ness—to know how Lana Turner,
Betty Grable, Rita Hayworth and
Ann Sheridan, etc., sleep. I can tell

you that Lana wears a nightgown,
and that Betty sleeps in pajamas,
even to such detail as to whether
it’s the top or the bottom. In fact,

I will tell you that Betty is the tops
... As proof, and it is the only proof

The Voice has a word for swooners

MacMurray gels scared by MacMurray

permissible, I have been photo-
graphed on a couch with Ann Sher-
idan, with Rita Hayworth in a similar

setting, and now, as you can see on
the opposite page, I have been photo-
graphed with Dorothy Lamour on a
bed. You can also see it is perfectly
harmless and innocent. Honest . . .

Marguerite Chapman, who is a cutie,

has told me that she is shopping for a
suitable nightgown, something dif-

ferent and very attractive, and that
when she finds it, she will let me
know. It’s all in the line of duty, I

repeat, and when Maggie gets that
nightgown I’ll be there, and I’ll let

you know about it. Gee, the things
I do for my readers!

* * +

I admire Frank Sinatra for his

desire and courage to make speeches
about juvenile delinquency, and if

there is any person that the young-
sters will listen to, it is Frankie-boy
. . . I know of no actress who re-
sembles a movie actress more than
Joan Crawford. Even to the new-
comers in the business, Joan Craw-
ford is their idea of what a movie
actress should be, and look like . . .

I don’t know, but every time I see
Maria Montez all dressed up, she
looks like she got all dressed up, if



Just so you’ll know—that mail’s on

the prowl again, ferreting out the

foibles of cinematown’s local talent

BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY
SKETCHES BY THE BALDWINS

All in fun—Dottie Lamour lets Skolsky sit on her bed—but just for a minute

you know what I mean ... I go for

Fred MacMurray’s candor, for, dis-

cussing “Double Indemnity” with
me, he said, “I wish I weren’t in it,

for it’s a good picture and I’d love

to see it. But every time I do, I’m so

nervous watching myself that I can’t

really see and enjoy the picture.”
* * *

I always like to wander into the

offices and dressing rooms at the

studios and look at the pictures and
signs on the walls. A man who is

connected with what is called “the

art” at Paramount has an unusual
photograph in his office. It is a pic-

ture of a pretty girl, and next to it

are listed the various things the
Hays Office won’t allow to be shown
in a motion picture. They are: Law
Defeated. Inside of Thigh. Lace
Lingerie. Dead Man. Narcotics.

Drinking. Exposed Bosom. Gam-
bling. Pointing Gun. Tommy Gun.
And this photograph shows the

girl, Peggy Brooks, in lace lingerie,

one leg placed on a chair, and she is

pointing a gun at a dead policeman
on the floor who has a tommy gun
next to him. There is a bottle of

whiskey on the table, some narcotics
next to it, and a deck of cards is

spread out on the floor. This one pic-

ture shows everything that the Hays
Office won’t allow, but since I saw
it I’m telling you about it for I want
you to know everything about
Hollywood that I know.

* * *

I am very fond of Veronica Lake,
and although some people insist that
she is difficult, I find her very easy
to get along with, and an interesting
person to be with for dinner and

merely gaze across the table and
look at ... I don’t know of any two
fellows who have taken their success
better than Sonny Tufts and Van
Johnson. They sincerely act as if

they are surprised by it and grateful

for it, and I believe they are ... I

know of no actress who is better fun
on a set than Binnie Barnes, and I

completely detest those performers
who believe that they are giving out
with art and must be alone. Gener-
ally they discover that audiences
leave them alone ... It is amazing, I

say, how Linda Darnell has devel-
oped into a glamour lady, and I am
using the correct word when I say
developed ... I am especially fond of

that story about a certain movie pro-
ducer who, wanting to get away
from it all, bought a ranch and hired
experts to plant avocado trees. When
this producer checked his orchard
over, each tree had a little card on it.

And on the card was written a fancy
botanical term for each type of avo-
cado. Then one night the wind blew
all the cards off the trees. The next
morning the producer printed his p

own cards, naming each avocado M

after a famous sweater girl, and M

that’s Hollywood for you!
The End
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In which a relentless star reporter

meets her match—almost—when

she tries to get June Allyson to

talk about a certain man in her life

EFORE I tell you what June Allyson had to say
about Dick Powell, I want to tell you first what 1

think about the way she feels about him. I say
that because I have lived longer than June (I ain’t

saying how much longer!) and I think I can tell

when a girl is very much in love.

And does June love Dick? Does a spring garden love
the sun? It’s in everything about her. In her eyes when
she softly speaks his name. In the excited little flush that
comes to her face when she mentions his new successes
on the radio and the screen. And it is there in the quick
alertness of her attention when someone else mentions
him.
Ah, yes—I’m convinced our little Junie is in love and

because, it seems to me, it is the real thing, she can’t talk
about it—much. As I talked with her and watched her,

it was very clear to me that this is the first mature, full-

blown emotion of June’s life. There have been other
beaus, other crushes. There was even the excitement that

she was secretly married>to her friend, Van Johnson. But
that blew up in smoke where it belonged all the time.

There wasn’t even a spark between June and Van, except,
perhaps, the nice steady glow of a real friendship between
a boy and a girl.

She had come over to my house one sunny afternoon
during the time Dick was away on a camp, hospital and
radio tour. She looked like a school girl in a simple little

suit with no make-up except lipstick and a once-over-
lightly with the powder puff. After we had talked a little

while about the zany new hats and other such “women
talk,” Tasked her point-blank:
“June—are you going to marry Dick Powell, and

when?” She hesitated just a minute and I could sense the
inner brace she gave herself. For there is almost a prim-
ness about June, rare in a young girl today. She believes
in the good old-fashioned conventions of society and prac-
tices them.

“I can’t say anything about that,” she answered. “After
all, he’s not yet a free man.”

“Let me ask you a hypothetical question, then. Assum-
ing you do marry, what about your career?”
“Assuming I marry,” she mocked, “I can tell you quite

frankly that my career would be second. I’ll do what my
husband wants me to do. But of course I can hope that he
would be sympathetic to my work and would want me to

continue on the screen. If he were an actor it is entirely
possible he would understand how I feel, isn’t it?”

Suddenly we heard someone approaching. It was Marie
McDonald, looking like a million.

June Allyson of “Her Highness And The Bellboy” suppers-

“Ask me no
“I didn’t catch all that conversation,” said the stunning

blonde gal, “but I heard something about marrying an
actor. June, don’t ever do it—they don’t make good hus-
bands!”

I like Marie—but I could have spanked her for that
when June and I had been getting along so well. That’s
the way I felt at first. But later I was glad Marie had
shown up. She and June are graduates of Roosevelt High
School in Yonkers and when the girls started arguing I

could feel Junie relaxing.

“What’s the matter with actors as husbands?” she flared

a little. “Those generalities are silly. It’s like saying that

postmen aren’t good husbands, or fliers or sign painters.

Some of the happiest marriages in Hollywood have been
between actors. Look at Lucile and James Gleason and
Mildred and Harold Lloyd and Mary Pickford and
Buddy Rogers and Jeanette MacDonald and Gene Ray-
mond.

“Actors understand each other. They understand all
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for-two at Mocambo with Dick Powell of “Murder, My Sweet’

questions...”

about the long hours and being tired and getting up at

ungodly hours in the morning. And,” Junie was running
out of breath, “all sorts of things!”

“Particularly if the actor’s name happens to be Dick
Powell,” Marie and I both kidded her.

“I miss him, I admit it,” June said soberly. “We have
such wonderful times together. Not just night-clubbing,
because neither of us cares for that sort of thing, but just
sitting and talking. It’s wonderful to know someone to

whom you can really talk without self-consciousness or
pretense.”

It was not a case of love at first sight between June and
Dick. She didn’t feel her heart go pitapat and apparently
he paid little attention to her in the beginning when they
were introduced on the set of “Meet The People” at

M-G-M.
“During the making of the picture we never played a

single scene together,” said little June. “I thought Dick
was very nice and cordial and easy to know—but he never

asked me for a date. In fact, we discussed only the most
impersonal things.”

I asked. “Then when did you first start going out with
him?”

“It was a chance meeting in New York after Dick was
separated from his wife,” replied June. “I came into Toots
Shor’s restaurant and Dick was having lunch alone. He
invited me to sit down and we had our first long talk. I

got to know him better during that luncheon in New York
than I had during all the weeks we had worked on the
picture. It ended with his saying that he would like to

telephone me when I returned home.
“Our first date was at Romanoff’s. We just sat and

talked. I thoroughly enjoyed my evening. He seemed so

sensible and intelligent after some of the young men I had
gone around with.”

Marie said, “Goodness gracious, I think the girl likes

him.”
But Junie wasn’t to be joshed. “He’s a fine person,”

she said in that level-headed, sensible little way of hers.

If I hadn’t known how June and Dick feel about each
other, I would never have suspected from their actions
that they are deeply, deeply in love. I saw them dancing
at Mocambo one evening not very long ago. June looked a
possible sixteen in her little tailored suit with her blonde
hair smoothly combed back from her forehead. There
was none of that cheek-to-cheek business nor silly neck-
ing on the floor. They danced exactly as if they might
have been brother and sister for all the emotion they
showed.

I watched them closely, saw them go back to their table,

and thought: Oh, well, now they’ll hold hands. But
nothing of the sort. There was no flirtatious fluttering of

eye lashes on her part, nor surreptitious hand holding
under the table. They were engrossed in conversation,
and so, so dignified that a stranger at Mocambo would
never have suspected their feelings. Only June’s eyes
which were frankly adoring when she danced with and
talked with him showed how she felt.

June belongs to that great army of young American
girls who have saved themselves for the man they love.

And, in spite of the isolated cases to the contrary that

you read about in the newspapers, these girls outnumber
the “experimentalists” ten to one.

June has been living in Hollywood nearly two years
now but she is certainly not “of” it in the typical sense of

the word. She lives quietly in an apartment with an
elderly housekeeper, the mother of one of her friends,

who babies her, scolds her and ( Continued on page 92)
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This is “Miss Cupcake” who is as cute as the name

—with the gift to give dullness a dazzling glow

BY HELEN LOUISE WALKER
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U OMETIMES a child is

\ born touched with
magic as priceless as

that which fairy godmoth-
ers were wont to bestow in

the old stories. It sur-
rounds her like an aura
and when she walks into

dull, dark places, they
seem to light up suddenly.
Dorothy McGuire must

have it. That must have
been why, when Violet

Heming saw her, at the age
of thirteen, playing the

slavey in “A Kiss For Cin-
derella” at the Omaha
Community Playhouse
with Henry Fonda, she ex-
claimed, “The child has the

spark . . . that thing, what-
ever it is, that means
everything in the theater.”

. . . And Violet Heming
went back to Broadway to

talk to veterans of the

stage about the wonder
child she had seen in the

middle west.

That must have been
why, when Dorothy walk-
ed into John Golden’s of-

fice, tired and discouraged,

her hair tousled, a smudge
on her nose, Rose Franken
recognized instantly that here was
the heroine of her play, “Claudia.”

It hadn’t been a nicg day for Miss

Franken or Golden, either. They
had been interviewing scores of pos-

sible Claudias without success and
they were tired and hot. But there

was that glow about Dorothy that

decided the issue for them.

David Selznick recognized it later

when he saw her in the play and,

smart showman that he was, signed

her to a long term contract.

Probably no actress since the very
young Janet Gaynor has had that

exact, strange quality—the power to

be luminous in the dusk—and pro-

“The Enchanted Cottage” star, Dor-
othy, when she married John Swope

ducers have made good use of it in

the drab, yet strangely exciting roles

they have given Dorothy in “A Tree
Grows In Brooklyn” and “The En-
chanted Cottage.”
She doeesn’t feel luminous ... to

herself! She doesn’t glow especially

to a casual stranger, meeting her for

the first time, either. She is a tall

(five feet seven inches), modest,
brown-and-blue person and on the

set of “The Enchanted Cottage”
everyone called her “Cupcake.”
They couldn’t explain exactly why
they called her that. There was just

something wholesome and
sweet and unpretentious
about her which made the
name seem to fit. Grips and
a few others called her
“Miss Cupcake.”
There doesn’t seem to be

the slightest excuse for her
special knack for playing
drab roles, either. Daugh-
ter of a prosperous Omaha,
Nebraska, attorney, Thom-
as McGuire, and his wife,
Isabel, Dorothy led an al-

most pampered life when
she was very young. A
friend who knew her well
in her little theater days
says that she was gently
reared, sheltered and al-

ways so exquisitely dressed
as to be the envy of a good
many other little girls. She
attended the Ladywood
School at Indianapolis and
went on to Pine Manor at
Wellesley, Massachusetts.
And when she went to

New York to try her luck
on the stage she was never
in any danger of starving,

never had to live in a gar-
ret for even a week.
While she was playing in

the hugely successful
“Claudia” in New York, her friend,
Helen Morgan Elliot of Life Maga-
zine, brought two brothers backstage
to meet her—Rob and John Swope.
Later on, when she came to Holly-
wood to make the picture version of

the play, John called her and invited
her to dinner. By that time he had
become a member of the light-

hearted Jimmy Stewart-Burgess
Meredith-Henry Fonda group which
spasmodically inhabited a surprising
“bachelors’ hall” on the outskirts of

Culver City. A few months after

Dorothy arrived in Hollywood and
after one of the quietest courtships
on record ( Continued on page 81)
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L
OOKING back is an uncomfort-
able way to realize that one has
often been silly. Yet if it’s possi-

ble for another person’s experience
to guide one (personally I doubt it),

I’ll be glad to be silly again here

—

though I hear in advance my friends
chuckling, “Cotten a good example?
That’ll have novelty value!”
To get the ball rolling we’ll brief

the vital statistics. Bom, enough
years back, in Petersburg, Virginia.

Had the same kind of childhood and
family life as thousands of other
American kids. My earliest mem-
ory is Grandmother, rocking on the
porch. Three rocks, a pause, then
two rocks: 1-2-3— 1-2, 1-2-3— 1-2.

I’ve counted it a thousand times.

Grandmother’s image remains
vivid because she was my standby in

a difficulty that has never diminished
—even as a small boy I always
needed money. Her memory de-
serves to endure because she tried

to impart a major secret. . . Each
time that her clean, gnarled hands
slipped me that needed life-saver

(at first a nickel or a dime, then a
quarter or a half and later, in high
school days, a folded dollar bill) she
would whisper, “Go spend this—and
watch your time. You can get more
money, but not more time.”

How much did I hear of that?

Only the magic word, spend. The
value of time—the fact that you can-
not win any valuable progress you
want in life except by working a

definite fixed amount of each day’s

time—would come to me later.

Meanwhile, I was to make the first

Cotten discovery. That came about
diming The Case Of The Sawmill
Hand. Two uncles, one of whom was
a part-owner in the mill, conspired
to “arrange” a summer job. Three
summers I worked in that mill, ten
hours a day, for $3.50 a week. I can

still smell the fresh-scented sawdust
—enough sawdust, it seemed, to stuff

all the dolls in the world.
Knowing the family finances

weren’t such that I had to work that
hard, I grumbled bitterly but si-

lently—and did what I was told.

The third summer I overheard my
uncles talking. The one who was
part-owner in the mill said, “I know
it’s severe, Whitworth, but he’ll be
in the habit of working hard when
he gets to the University.” They
wanted me to be a lawyer and I saw
myself (if this mill training was nec-
essary as a conditioner) lugging
giant tomes from University library
to dormitory and studying all night.

I had heard in school about Wil-
liam Shakespeare—though I hadn’t
read his plays, which seemed to me
more formidable than even the
dreaded law books. If a man could
succeed as an actor as Shakespeare
did, I reasoned, and yet find time to

write that huge, small-type volume,
then the acting end must be a cinch.

I had the fool’s delusion that being
an actor consisted of wearing good
clothes all day and sort of showing
off, behind footlights, every night.

The first Cotten discovery was
creeping up on me: 1 was lazy. I

still am. I’ve had to smack down
laziness every day of my life. Be-
tween pictures I argue to myself,
“You really ought to go away and
rest, Cotten—you owe it to your
work.” Bunk!

Laziness is mankind’s greatest en-
emy, and it’s universal. I know that
many people keep it down; women
who are moved by self-sacrifice to

superhuman effort; men who support
large families through long bouts of

adversity; handicapped people who
work as if they had no handicaps,
because they refuse to be downed.
Only great (Continued on page 94)
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You bet it is—just ask Eddie,the “Out Of This World” star

with the dead-pan face and the ad lib tongue, who

takes the hows from fans and family

38
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Humor at home—Connie, Judy and Eddie let the maid Bernice dictate the diet

I

F the art of acting is pretending
you are somebody else—which
isn’t a bad lowbrow definition

—

then Eddie Bracken, the village cut-
up, is a great actor. If you saw “The
Miracle Of Morgan’s Creek” you
were persuaded at one time without
knowing it that Eddie was Betty
Hutton, and at one time he was
able to make people believe he was
the late Franklin D. Roosevelt. Be-
ing either one of these characters

would be quite a career—but in ad-
dition Bracken is Bracken, and this

is the most fun of all.

Eddie began as a public performer
at the age of four by gagging around,
and now, at the age of twenty-four,
he has made a fine thing of funny-
business. Although he does not
yearn to play Hamlet—not yet, any-
way—he has some serious plans for

himself, for he can remember when
he was all washed up in the movies
at the age of nine.

Bracken’s first gag was pulled on
a sister at Our Lady of Mt. Carmel
School in his native Astoria, New
York, which you can get to by sub-
way from New York City if you
could ever think up a reason for

going to Astoria. The school was
putting on a show and needed a
singer. When a sister asked for vol-
unteers the small Bracken said he
could sing.

“Let’s hear you,” said the sister.

So Eddie gave out with:
“Mary had a little lamb;

She also had a bear,
I’ve often seen her little lamb
But have never seen her bare.”
A fine thing to pull on a sister in

a parochial school—but she liked the
performance and put the lad in the
show with some more elevating
words to sing. Bracken can’t re-
member what they were, but they
started him singing all over town.
He warbled at the big annual pageant
of the Knights of Columbus in the
Palm Garden in New York. His
ability as a chanter kept him from
going beyond the eighth grade, for at

this stage he decided that a clamor-
ing public deserved all of his time.

Actually, the public hasn’t done a
lot of clamoring until recently; but
now it wants to see Eddie in any-
thing he does, from personal ap-
pearances in which he imitates a
ball player to appearing in Preston
Sturges movies, in which he imper-
sonates the luckless oaf we are all

glad we are not.

Bracken now is such a success in

Hollywood that he can afford to live

simply in a small house on two acres
in Brentwood, which he calls Nicker-
Brack—the Nicker derived from his

wife’s maiden name of Nickerson.
There he shares a bedroom with his
wife, clowns with his kids, two-year-
old Judith Ann and six-months-old

Caroline Jeanne, makes phonograph
records for fun, toys with a large
collection of cameras and works on a
modern version of “The Pirates Of
Penzance.” Four years ago, not be-
ing established in filmland, he and his

ex-actress spouse felt they should
live in a twenty-room house with a
pool, badminton court, three ser-
vants, thousands of thirsty friends

and an overhead running between
$1,500 and $2,000 a month. Eddie
and Connie did this for a year and
don’t regret it; but now they are
geared to their little place and a half

dozen friends, and they take $25 a
week spending money.
Many film fans don’t know that

Eddie Bracken was in the movies
years ago—as a member of Hal
Roach’s famous “Our Gang” cast,

which included the immortal Farina
and the dog with the black eye. He
can’t remember a thing about his

“Our Gang” career, except that he
is sure he was never very important
in the plots.

“I was just cute,” he says. He still

is, and is always saying, defensively,
“I’m older than I look.” This fools
nobody, for he really is younger than
he thinks he is, thanks to practically
inexhaustible good spirits.

When Eddie got too old to look
cute to Hal Roach, somewhere around
the age of nine, he came back to
New York (Continued on page 98)

Bracken takes a crack at the art of kitchen mechanics Judy’s pet duck waddled in to make this a threesome



Jim Brown’s daughters are wise to Dari’s discipline

Gold Medal Award winner Bing Crosby ought to get a medal

Roy Rogers has two miniature admirers—his daughters

LIFE WITH
Some data on famous dads and

tlieir unpredictable offspring

•T OBODY will gainsay the fact that Father is a mighty
1 important guy throughout the world. His word is law

in the household even though Mother may be the real

power behind the throne and what he rates from his

children ranges on a sliding scale from awe to affection.

But in Hollywood Dad is virtually terrific. Oh, he may
have his individual attitude, that of stem father or in-

dulgent dad, and in this respect he falls into the categories

of fathers everywhere. But there his resemblance to the

general male parent stops. For right there he begins

to take on glitter, become a super-parent, a super-male,
famous, ricb and awe-inspiring.

Such a dad may not overwhelm his wife, his public or

his producer, but to his children he is regarded as a god,

but literally.

For example, consider these very true tales of Holly-

wood’s cutest tots.

The most rabid version of the mutual admiration so-

ciety of daughter and father is Roy Rogers. Roy, who is

the greatest single contributor to the success of Republic
40



Alana I,add lakes up her spanking problems in her prayers

for settling the birthday problems of the four junior erooners

James Craig with his son who is nicknamed “The Bub”

BY RUTH WATERBURY
Color Condids by Hymie Fink

Studio’s current tenth anniversary, is adored by kids all

over the country and his daughter Cheryl is no exception.

He and his wife had given up hope of having a youngster
of their own and had adopted Cheryl when they found a
baby was on the way to them. Cheryl was discovered by
Roy while he was on tour when she was less than six

months old. She’s five and a half now, all of which time
they have been separated scarcely a moment. Wherever
Roy goes, there goes Cheryl even right up to and in front
of the camera. She has her own Shetland pony with
markings just like Roy’s Trigger and she rides it in an
outfit which is a duplicate of Dad’s. Baby Linda Lou,
three years old, is too young to do more than be held on a
horse, but she, too, has her own pony and cowboy outfit.

Both youngsters are so devoted to their father that his

slightest wish is their most delightful command, so no
further ordering is ever necessary.
Danny Milland’s father-adoration comes under a dif-

ferent heading. In fact he has his “Fathers” a bit mixed
up. He was saying his prayers ( Continued on page 88)
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I

’D been at Warner Brothers two
weeks, working on the screenplay
of my autobiography, “Roughly

Speaking,” when Henry Blanke, the
producer, came into the office with
the news that Rosalind Russell was
coming over to the lot to have lunch
with us.

As this was the first time in the
fifty-four years of my life that I’d

been within spitting distance of a

screen star, I was pretty excited. All
I really knew about Rosalind was
that she was a top-drawer come-
dienne, that she hailed from New
England, as I did, and that she was
mad about big hats.

Feeling that something drastic was
called for, I dashed over to the drug-
store and bought some wave set,

which I applied so lavishly that in

no time I looked like a stand-in for

a drowned rat. Then I drew black
rings on my white slip right under
the cigarette holes in the old rayon
number I was wearing and they
wouldn’t have shown at all if there
hadn’t been a high wind.
At 12:00 the phone rang with the

news that Miss Russell was in Mr.
Blanke ’s office. At 12:02 I arrived
breathless with the cold sweat run-
ning down my hands. As I entered,

a tall, slim, handsome girl in a
checked suit with a huge Chinese
straw hat and bag, rose and came
forward.
“You look exactly as I expected

you would,” she said.

That remark is typical of Rosalind
Russell. She is the least self-con-
scious person of fame I’ve ever met.
She’s always more interested in her
family, friends, fellow workmen and
employers than she is in herself.

By the time lunch was over, Rosa-
lind had allowed as how she wouldn’t
mind playing me in “Roughly Speak-
ing.” And I had decided if she didn’t

play me, the rest of my life wouldn’t
be worth living.

“I hate to introduce a sour note
into this mutual admiration meet-
ing,” said Mr. Blanke, “but you’ve
both overlooked one little trifle—the

script isn’t written yet.”

“But it will be,” I said with the
sublime confidence of inexperience.
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How would you like to watch Rosalind Russell play you? The author of ‘‘Rough-

ly Speaking” did just that—and tells you about it in this gay turnabout story

BY LOUISE RANDALL PIERSON

The author and Rosalind talk about the fun and fumblings of Louise

There were some bad hurdles to

take, but before a month had passed,

Mr. Blanke, with infinite patience,

had beaten the facts of screen life

into my thick head. Once in a while

I would have a relapse and have a

character rise from his chair before

he’d even sat in it, but my secretary

fixed that.

Finally, four months later, the

script was actually done and mimeo-
graphed. I was so impressed to

think I had written it that I couldn’t

do anything but sit and look at it for

two days. I suggested to Mr. Blanke
that when my name appeared on the

screen as author we add a little note

to the public: “Don’t be too critical.

It’s a heck of a lot harder to write

a screenplay than you think it is.”

But for the first time in my long and
spectacularly unsuccessful life, luck

was with me. Everybody seemed to

like it, including Rosalind.
I could hardly wait for the first

days of shooting. I visualized the
star sweeping up to the studio about
11:00 in a limousine driven by a liv-

eried chauffeur. And I had some
vague notion of silver fox coats,

orchids and possibly a footman fol-

lowing with a wicker basket of

champagne. So I was pretty disillu-

sioned when Rosalind drove her car
briskly onto the lot at 7:00 a. m.
and jumped out simply clad in a

bandana, cotton shirt and slacks.

nOSALIND, I might mention here,
is always on time. She gets up at

the ungodly hour of 5: 30 and is ready
for her call, no matter how early.

At night, after shooting is over, she
stays and looks at the rushes and is

home and in bed by 9: 30 at the latest.

If by any chance she gets home
earlier, she plays with the baby or
takes him for a quick whirl along
the sidewalk in his carriage; still

dressed in her studio outfit, I

might add. When she’s not behind
the studio lights, she’s just an old-
fashioned wife and mother, not an
actress.

After working with Rosalind on
the set for three months, I learned
that she was not only simple and
unaffected, but enormously intelli-

gent. She has brains and she uses
them every minute. She doesn’t just

learn her Jines in a picture. She
studies them. And if she thinks a

speech is illogical or out of charac-
ter, she says so in no uncertain
terms. But she’s never arbitrary.

She expects you to come back at her
with your rebuttal hot and heavy.
If your reasons are convincing, she
says, “You’re right. I’m wrong.” And
there are very few persons, stars or

otherwise, who are big enough to do
that.

Not only does Rosalind put her
mind on the script, but she studies

the sets, camera, rushes and cuts.

Mr. Michael Curtiz, who directed

“Roughly Speaking,” said he never
had such cooperation and so many
helpful, constructive suggestions
from a star in all the sixty-three
pictures he has directed.

One of Rosalind’s pet phobias is

that she will be expected to look
young and beautiful at the expense
of the story. In the last sequence of

“Roughly Speaking” she plays me at

the age of fifty-two. When she came
on the set her hair was so white and
she had so many lines in her face I

was horror-stricken. But before I

could sound off, she looked at me, and

then in the mirror. “I look much too

young,”' she said to the make-up
man firmly. “Make the chin sag

some more. And lots more lines in

the forehead.” I crept dismally off

the set and looked into the mirror.

She was right! Fortunately, there

was nothing they could really do
about her eyes, which are very beau-
tiful, so I was really lucky. But it

was days before I recovered.

The fact is that Rosalind, like most
New Englanders, is a perfectionist.

She is exceedingly critical of every-
thing, including—and this is unusual
in stars—herself. As I have a jaun-
diced eye which I can turn inward,
this often led to a very frank but
bracing exchange of dialogue be-
tween us. I remember one night in

the projection room when we were
looking at rushes which were not as

awe-inspiring as we had expected.

When they were over, Mr. Curtiz
said gloomily, “Well, what has any-
one to say?”
“Maybe we should throw the script

in the ash can,” I suggested.
“No,” said Rosalind quickly. “It

was I who gummed it up.”
There were murmurs of amaze-

ment from the others in the room,
who were (Continued on page 72)
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Gags between bets—Dane and Coastguardsman Gig Young

You catch your breath and wonder

how Dane Clark does it—combines

cave-man force and dream-man appeal

BY DOROTHY DEERE

Dane, who used to be a fighter, still has plenty of punch

OverThe Dane Takes

T
HE place is a neighborhood movie in Los Angeles.

The picture is “The Very Thought Of You” with Dennis
Morgan and newcomer Dane Clark playing a pair of

fighters on furlough. . . .

The scene is that one in which Dane, a kind of jet-

propelled romanticist, tells Faye Emerson, the sub-deb
he sights and eventually will sink, that they are about to

go dancing. To deploy any objections she may be about
to make, he picks her up and prepares to carry her out
her bungalow door. On the threshold Faye, a victim of.

arms and the man, asks helplessly, “What would you do
with a guy like this?”

“Don’t answer that, girls—!”

The warning comes in a feminine voice, not from the
screen but from the theater, and precipitates a bedlam of

shrieks and “Ohhhhs.”
This will give you an idea what’s happening these days

when the public meets the Clark who isn’t Gable. Since
“Action In The North Atlantic,” this young man hasn’t
had much time for inaction.

Dane is one of those fellows you feel as if you’ve met
before, but know you haven’t. He’s definitely not pretty,

even his wife Margo will tell you that. He has dimples,
but he also has the kind of face that looks as if no great
harm had been done by a GI haircut. Outside of that,

he is best described as a fellow who must be making
Bogart, Cagney, Tracy, et al, look back ten years or
more and sigh, “Those were the days!” Force and cocki-
ness, an inescapable quality as an actor, he has them not
to get, but now, with the driving power of youth behind
them.

Off-screen he is a young man with a grin, and with a
personality like the shortest distance between two points.

Meet Dane on the screen—and you know you’ve been in

a scene. Meet him off-screen—and you know you’ve been
in a conversation. He talks pungently, positively and per-
petually, with a talent for both humor and argument.
What, or whom, he likes is “fabulous”—what he doesn’t

like “stinks.” He doesn’t want his enthusiasms cheated,
or his un-enthusiasms to get anything that isn’t coming
to them.
As a quick example, there is the view he takes of those

actors who treat movie-making as a sideshow to New
York.
“What’s their great passion for New York?” he asks.

“I was bom there, I got my start there, but I’m not aching
to go back. The town tore my heart to ribbons . . . Most
of the people who go around talking about New York
now weren’t doing anything back there but breaking their
necks to get out here—the same way I was. I hate
pretense.”
The disinclination to mince talk or time was congenital.

While there is no available record of the infant Clark’s
first spoken word, we can imagine when and how it

occurred: There he is on the first day of release from
his crib, toddling to a window, looking the world square
in the eye, and saying, “Well—?”

Without waiting for an answer, he dispatched his child-

hood in a hurry. “Nothing but work,” he sums it up with
a grin. “I even worked when I played. My dad owned a
sporting goods store and I played all the hard games

—

football, baseball, boxing—the kind you have to knock
some guy in the head to win.”
At the end of high school he had a professional ball

contract with a minor league. Then he became a middle-
weight fighter for a while (his name was Bernie Zanes-
ville, those days) but with no desire to get punch-drunk,
decided to study law. He worked (Continued on page 84)

45



eaiure'arie 'coLJona* ouie ant



She’s a Calamity Jane—this Marie McDonald! The body

is beautiful and the brain is bright, but every time the lady takes a step

she puts her foot into the most embarrassing spot

BY ADELE WHITELY FLETCHER

A palmist predicted the wonderful present— Marie and Vic Orsatti

“IIVERY time I leave you, some-
m, thing happens,” Vic Orsatti tells
** his beautiful wife Marie Mc-
Donald. It is both a boast and a
complaint, the way he says it, with
an over-all feeling of resignation.

He knows Marie will go right on
being true to her impulses; that

off the screen and on she will play
her scenes with a high sense of com-
edy or drama'—and her tongue in

her cheek.
Practically up until the day they

were married Vic and Marie disliked

each other. Vic thought Marie was
a silly kid. Marie thought Vic was
an egotist. Their conversation was
tinged with sulphurous sarcasm.
Fortunately, they didn’t see each
other often. Vic, a top-flight agent,

spent most of his time with top-flight

stars. Marie, previously a singer
with Tommy Dorsey’s band and
comparatively new to Hollywood,

was serving her apprenticeship at

Universal Studios. The fact that she
was getting nowhere may very well
have been due to the fact that her
time and energy were largely ab-
sorbed socially. The eternal Holly-
wood man shortage, exaggerated by
the war, was something she knew
nothing about. Considering the pride
men know in being seen with a girl

other men turn to look at, it’s easy
to understand the constant stream of

gentlemen who always were trying
to date her. Aware of her warm
gaiety it’s also easy to understand
why steady dates, too, jammed her
calendar.
At first, Marie admits, her popu-

larity made her deliriously happy.
“Then,” she says, “I began to feel

the way you do when you’ve been
too long on a merry-go-round—

a

little ill. Also too dazed to do any-
thing. I wasn’t happy, certainly;

only restless and dissatisfied.”

One of Marie’s dates, a blond and
titled Englishman, was so determined
and persuasive that she really con-
sidered marrying him. Until they
went to Elmer’s, a little after-hour-
spot, and she had her fortune told.

“The palmist at Elmer’s told me
that before the year was up I would
break my contract and gign a new
one,” Marie says. “And that in the

early part of the new year I would
be married to a man I had known
for a long time, a man with dark
eyes, dark hair and a dark com-
plexion.”

Marie’s Englishman laughed at that

prophecy. The palmist, however,
shook her head and said quietly,

“You will see! Everything I told

her is in her hand, plain as day!”
. “I kept trying to think of someone

I had known for a long time who
was dark,” Marie says. “Vic never
occurred to me. Even when I left

Elmer’s that night and was attracted

by a light burning in .Vic’s office

which, curiously enough, was just

across the street, I didn’t consider
him for one minute.”
Then, out of a clear sky, Vic tele-

phoned her. Did she have a certain

girl’s telephone number? She gave
it to him and thought no more about
it. He called a second time for a
second number. He called a third

time. “What’s the matter with you,
Vic Orsatti?” she demanded impa-
tiently. “You know you have any
number you want on file in your
office.”

Vic chuckled. “My office force has
left for the day and I don’t know
where they keep things. Inciden-
tally,” he added, “how far in advance
do I have to ask for a date with
you?”

j

“No further in advance than your
own crowded schedule would re-
quire, I (Continued on page 114 )
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I DIDN’T make one boner, but two
* full-fledged ones recently. On the

set of "Together Again,” Charles

Boyer introduced me to a pair of gen-

tlemen who were visiting the studio.

At the end of the day, Charles asked

whether he could drop me home and I

accepted, as my car was at the garage

being repaired.

Charles’s friends drove along with

us. On the way down Hollywood
Boulevard, one of the gentlemen of-

fered me a cigarette which I de-

clined, saying, "I don’t smoke.” He
looked at me rather strangely. A few

minutes later the second man sug-

gested we stop somewhere for cock-

tails. I thanked him and again de-

clined, stating that I was in a hurry

to get home and besides, I added, "I

don’t drink.” He, too, looked at me
strangely.

Next morning on the set, Charles

burst into laughter when he saw me.

"So you don’t smoke and you don’t

drink,” he chided. "No,” I answered,

"I don’t and you know it.” Charles

continued laughing and I demanded

to know what was so funny. "Oh,
nothing,” he said, "only one of the men
you met yesterday is president of a cig-

arette company, and the other is one

of the largest distillers in America!”

Withlam

II NE day a few years ago, before I

” became an actor, I walked into tele-

vision station WNPB in New York
City. I was on my way to try to sell

a radio script I had written when a

man came up to me. He explained

that they needed an announcer in a

hurry and he’d like me to audition

for it. I’d never done any television

work before, but I saw no reason to

refuse. I auditioned by reading want
ads for him. That got me the job

as master of ceremonies on their Radio

City Matinee each day. It was in that

job that I pulled my worst boner.

One day I was interviewing a prom-
inent interior decorator for the tele-

vision audience. I don’t know what
I could have been thinking of, but I

found myself saying: "I would now
like to introduce Mr. George McAllis-

ter, the famous inferior decorator.”

Television is a wonderful thing, but

it certainly boomeranged that day.

Because, of course, everyone listening

in could see his expression—and be-

lieve me, that expression must have

scared every housewife on Long Island!

I ’VE pulled a lot of boners, but I

* think the worst one happened when
I did a picture on loan-out to Colum-
bia one time.

The lot was strange to me, and

when lunch time came the first

day I meant to follow my fellow-

workers to the commissary, but was

delayed. When I finally started out,

there was no one to follow, so I asked

directions from the gateman. Unless

you’ve been on a studio lot, you prob-

ably can’t imagine how confusing the

directions can be. . Turn left—turn

right—turn, turn, turn. That’s the

way his directions sounded to me and

I was very relieved when after trying

to follow them, I at last found my-
self in a room which had a long table

and saw several men sitting there

busy with menus, so I sat down, too,

and gave my order.

I was so engrossed that I didn’t no-

tice until after I ordered, that abso-

lute silence had fallen on the gather-

ing, and that most of the gentlemen

were glaring at me. Mr. Harry Cohn,

the boss of the studio, was seated at

the head of the table and I smiled at

him. I wouldn’t describe his answering

expression as enthusiastic. I took an-

other look around the room and then

the truth dawned on me. I was in

Mr. Cohn’s private dining room

—

sitting in on his midday conference!
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Some outstanding verbal blunders of six outstanding people.

They, like you, can laugh over them now, but at the time—

!

IlNE of my most embarrassing mo-
" ments occurred during the World’s

Fair in New York several years ago.

I hadn’t gotten a break on the stage

yet and I was working as a guide for

Rockefeller Center. My job was to

take parties through the buildings, in-

cluding a few minutes’ stop in the bal-

cony of the Music Hall, which gave

the people a chance to catch a brief

glimpse of the show.

One day when I was more bored

with my job than usual, I sat down in

the balcony with my party and relaxed.

I relaxed too completely because, I

regret to state, I fell asleep. My
party was delighted, of course, because

they had a chance to see the show
free. Needless to say, no one woke me
up.

About an hour later, I came to.

By the time I got back to my starting

point, several parties were lined up,

waiting for their guide. My boss, of

course, was purple with rage and I was

ready to admit that Peck had really

pulled the prize boner of all time.

I PULLED my worst boner on Christ-
*

mas of 1943. My husband, now
Major Kenneth Trout, had been in the

Army only a couple of months and was

in town on leave. I decided to give a

party for him, inviting as many of my
husband’s Army acquaintances as my
house would hold. Ken’s commanding
officer, a colonel, happened to be in

Hollywood at that time and I invited

him, too.

By the time everyone had arrived,

there were so many officers present, I

was confused. I couldn’t remember
how many bars was a captain, or what
rank was which. The only thing I was
sure of was that I mustn’t neglect

Ken’s commanding officer. I was anx-

ious to make a good impression on him
and made it a point to introduce him
to everyone. The only trouble was
that I finally became so thoroughly

muddled during the introductions

that without realizing what I was say-

ing, I introduced him as "Corporal”!

if Y pride in my dog Maxie caused

my worst boner. I had just arrived

in this country from England with
my wife Lisl and we were going
through the United States Customs.
As an alien, in wartime, I had been

permitted to take only a small sum of

my money out of England and, not
being too practical, I had used up most
of what we had brought on the boat

coming over.

Lisl and I both agreed that we
must watch every penny from that

moment on. We had barely enough
to get by. While we were waiting
for our luggage to be inspected, a

man admired our little dog.

Maxie being my pride and joy, and
the man being friendly, I entered de-

lightedly into a long history of our
Scot tie’s pedigree, making it up as I

went along. Because the truth is that

while Maxie is a thoroughbred, the blue

ribbons I was figuratively pinning on
his chest existed only in my imagina-
tion. By the time I was through, the

man seemed very impressed. I found
out why when he said: "It will cost

you plenty to bring him into this

country.” I learned then, to my
very great discomfort, that he was
the customs inspector for dogs!
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Sonny's and Barbara’s proudest possession—this house, the first they ever owned

50

Ambidextrous Sonny, appearing soon in “Miss Susie Sla-

gle,” gives an impassioned rendition of “Egyptian Ella'"



you were the house guest of

I

F you were a house guest of Sonny Tufts, you’d learn
more things about an original way of life than you’d
ever thought of before. You’d also learn that when

you saw the giant Tufts couple out of an evening and
said, “There’s the most sophisticated pair in town!”—how
wrong you were! But wait—let’s start at the beginning.
You have no idea of staying overnight when you start.

You are merely going to drop in of a Sunday afternoon,
as all their friends do. You therefore get into your cat

(there’s no way of reaching the faraway Tufts house
except by car) and you begin driving out of Beverly
Hills up Cold Water Canyon—noticing on your way up
the Canyon the homes of George Raft, Paulette Goddard,
Olivia de Havilland, Ginger Rogers and Harry James
and Betty Grable.
On one of the highest mountain ridges, you come to

a sign that says “Hidden Valley,” and here you turn down
a pot-holed bumpy road into one of the loveliest little

valleys in America. Birds sing in its trees, crickets chirp
in the grassy hillsides that form the valley and in the
midst of its tranquility are only three houses—each
entirely hidden from the other. The one looking toward
the entire valley is the Sonny Tufts home.
You turn in through stone gateposts to a circular drive-

way which winds right through the structure of the house,
dividing it into two parts—the big main part, and the
small wing enclosing the playroom and maid’s room. The
house is two-story ranch style, maroon-colored (exactly
matching in color the one Tufts car, which is a convert-
ible)

;
its irregular shingled roof is weather-beaten brown,

and its windows and doors are edged in sparkling white.
On a fieldstone veranda stretching almost the length of
the main house-front are several old-fashioned rocking
chairs, and in one of these is Sonny’s wife Barbara,
sewing on a loud plaid shirt for her husband.
Barbara is one of the few women in the world who

deserve the words “striking” and “stunning.” She’s a
strapping young woman in her middle twenties, with
gleaming black hair parted in the center and drawn into
a big knot in back. Her eyes are green and she has a
warm, generous mouth; and she’s dressed in black slacks
with a smart red jacket and red sandals to match.
As you park your car near an old wagon wheel propped

against one of the thirty Tufts orange trees, Barbara sees
you and rushes forward, yelling into the distance for
Sonny. At once the whirr of a lawn mower stops and
around the comer of the house comes Sonny himself at
a lumbering run.
His size always amazes you. He’s one of Hollywood’s

biggest men—he’s six feet four, he weighs 210 pounds,
and somehow you never get used to the brightness of his

You’d find this “sophisticated” pair are

utterly unsophisticated—and you’d do a

double-take over all the gorgeous trimmings

BY ELEANOR HARRIS

Sonny hits the jackpot on the penny-peanut-slot-machine
lamp in the playroom—another of Barbara's brainstorms



Waca, the precocious macaw, certainly has no inhibitions.

He strolls -up and down Sonny as if his master were a tree

the eight-room house—the first they ever owned in the

seven years of their marriage, and they adore it. Writer-

Director Billy Wilder sold it to them a few months ago,

along with its three and one-half acres of up-and-down-

hill property, 130 different types of trees—and thirty

chickens and six mallard ducks! But as you walk through

the Dutch-door from the driveway into the main room
downstairs, you forget all of their chatter in the sheer

pleasure of looking around you.

The master’s bedroom—man’s right to laugh while the Mrs.

makes the bed. Her picture and his boots adorn the dresser

yellow hair and the blueness of his eyes. But here he

comes now at a gallop, with his famous grin flashing for

your benefit. He looks like anything but an ex-night club

singer from New York—he looks like California incar-

nate, in a brown and white checked shirt, brown slacks

and Mexican huaraches thrust on his bare feet. He gives

a cheerful yell at sight of you, and then you find yourself

out of your car, surrounded by the Tuftses and their

animals.
And what animals! You fully approve of the two French

poodles who are now jumping all over you. Coco’s a

prize-winning poodle whose color is “apricot with silver”

according to dog experts, and Dash is black, and both are

clipped in that puffy fashion that makes French poodles

look like ridiculous big toys. But what you don’t approve

of is something that flies up, squawking, “Hello! Hello!”

and settles violently on Sonny’s shoulder—a huge fire-

engine-red macaw the size of a healthy hen. This creature

is Waca, who has been part of the family since 1938. He
lives in a big aviary in the garden, but more than often

he’s flying behind Sonny’s lawn mower of a Sunday; and

nearly every evening he’s crawling up and down Sonny

as if the big actor were a tree.

But now Sonny, Barbara and Waca are escorting you

inside the house. They are both talking at once about

Y OU’RE in a great big L-shaped room, the floor of which

is covered in tan woven carpeting. The walls are irregu-

larly sectioned, with parts papered in pearl gray wall-

paper while other parts are wooden paneling, painted in

the same pearl gray tint. The leaded windows have dark

green drapes on either side of them—but none of this you
notice at once, because your eye is so distracted by a

dozen fascinating things in the room. You see two stun-

ning porcelain lamps—the bases decorated in little pastel

blossoms and butterflies. It isn’t until you’ve studied

them closely that you realize both of them are chamber
pots, carefully painted by Barbara’s hand. “I liked their

shapes, so why not use them?” she laughs when she sees

your astounded expression.

But that’s not all, by any means. Beside the big radio-

victrola you 'see a small screened-in aviary—smaller than

Waca’s big one outdoors but still an aviary . . . and

inside it is a gray parrot-like thing which, Sonny explains,

is a cockateel. It chatters incessantly in bird language

until Sonny finally yells, “Keep quiet, Stinky!” To your

surprise, it falls silent.

Meanwhile, you’re staring in delight at the big field-

stone section in which the fireplace is set above a raised

fieldstone ledge.

“You two chat, while I get our late Sunday lunch

ready,” Barbara tells you—for the Tufts house has no

servants. She disappears, and Sonny (with Waca lurching

from one of his shoulders to the other) proudly shows you
the rest of the room, from a sitting position on one of the

loveseats in front of the fire. Studying them, you realize

that they are a four-section circular couch,- which Barbara

divided into two matching sections; they face each other

over a big square low table—once a library table, but

with its legs shortened to coffee-table height. “Barbara,”

Sonny tells you, “upholstered these loveseats herself.”

“Chow!” Barbara calls now, and you and Sonny parade

into the dining part of the big room and sit down at the

I
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The cockateel -watches while Sonny checks up on the day’s
schedule scribbled on the family blackboard in the kitchen

_ I .

dainty mahogany table. Two comers of the room contain
plate cabinets lined with truly rare China. But by now
you’ve stopped observing and are diving into your lunch-
eon—which consists largely of a mixed green salad,

flavored with a delicious French dressing. A bowl of

apples is also on the table, a bowl of walnuts and a plate

of cheese. This, with a pot of coffee, is lunch. You devour
it, trying not to smack your lips over the completely
French feeling of the food; but then you can’t help asking
if this slight meal is filling enough for giant Sonny.
“Enough?” says he, mildly surprised. “This is all I

ever eat—salads. Learned to like this kind of a meal in

France, and can’t get over it.” Thus you find out that the
great blond hulk eats like a bird—with desserts and
between-meal snacks strictly out. Food has no fascination
for him. Swimming has, though; and during lunch he and
Barbara enlarge on their dream, which is to build a
swimming pool someday complete with a baby seal,

to which Sonny could teach tricks. “We like strange
animals,” he admits, grinning, as your eyes widen over
the seal news. “Fact is, ever since reading ‘The Yearling’
I’ve been thinking how much I’d like to get hold of a pet
deer . . . and I’m not kidding!”

^FTER lunch, the three of you carry the plates back
into the kitchen and together wash and dry until the

kitchen is immaculately neat again. It’s a divine kitchen
anyway—a cheerful, sunny big room with white wall-
paper dotted with scenes of farms and countrysides, and
with the floor done in red linoleum tile. On one wall
hangs a blackboard with messages scrawled on it: “Bill

Irish called,” “Red Cross ball game at 1: 30 at Sawtelle

—

Sonny to throw opening ball,” and so forth. Here they jot

down all phone or other messages for each other.

The peaceful kitchen fades from your mind as you
trail Sonny and Barbara outdoors again to greet a sudden
rush of arriving guests—actresses Ella Raines, Leone
Sousa, Gail Russell, Barbara Britton; actors Alan Ladd
(and Sue), Turhan Bey, Billy de Wolfe and the Bill

Step out the back door with Sonny and see the garden
where dwell contentedly the chickens, dogs and ducks

Bendixes. Barbara and Sonny lead them gaily into the
playroom.

It has tan carpeting, a brick fireplace, and rough barn-
walls painted apple green. There’s a long window seat
of red and green linen and a red leatherette bar (made
from start to finish by Barbara), with four ordinary
kitchen stools in front of it painted green; there’s a
baby-grand piano, with Sonny’s drums behind it and two
of his many guitars—as well as a huge guitar belonging
to Roy Rogers, who forgot it during his last visit. Sonny’s
mad for drums, especially for the big one given him by
Bill Bendix last Christmas; so from now on he divides his
time between drumming, singing and playing at the piano
and bartending. Meanwhile, most of the group settle
down happily to listen to him entertain—they particularly
want him to sing “Egyptian Ella” over and over.
You listen, with your foot tapping; and presently your

eye fights on another of Barbara’s fabulous lamps. This
one is a peanut-vending machine full of peanuts and
topped by a lampshade. Then there are French wooden
shoes that look as if they’re walking down the wall, with
ivy trailing out of them.
The party goes on until early in the evening, when

Barbara rustles up a huge spaghetti dish and another
of her luscious salads. Then (Continued on page 119)



She’s glamour
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in slacks—this completely gay and relaxed Bacall

BY

LAUREN BACALL
COVER GIRL

Her favorite guy is Humphrey Bogart with whom she stars in Warner’s “The Big Sleep”

I

’VE always been exactly like this:

Relaxed—and taking myself with
a grain of salt! The thing is, ever

since I can remember, I’ve enjoyed
the simple things in the world and
I still do, and as a result I get a
tremendous kick out of living.

But the best way of knowing me
(like knowing anyone) is to see for

yourself—so let’s get started. I’m
like this:

I’m not the fussy type in clothes:

I- just like to be comfortable. Give
me suits and slacks and I’m happy

—

in every color, but particularly in

the plain basic colors of beige, black
and brown. High-heeled shoes leave
me cold except with suits; I go for

Grecian-type open sandals, and as a
matter of fact I’d prefer never to

wear shoes at all. As for hats, I hate
them like nothing on earth and I

won’t wear ’em. I also hate great big

fur coats and spangles and sequins

—

in fact, I just hate fuss in clothes.

Or, for that matter, in people!

I’m not fond of night clubs: And
therefore I don’t go to them. I’m also

very unfond of done-up parties. I

like to relax, to sit on the floor and
talk to people I like to be with. The
people I like to be with I could name
by the dozen-lot, but my very favor-
ites are June Vincent, Jules Buck’s
wife Joyce Gates, Louis Bromfield,
his secretary George Hawkins, Gloria
Stuart and her husband Arthur

Sheekman, Thornton Delehanty,
Gladys and Mark Hellinger—and a
guy named Bogart. One actor, almost
alone among a batch of writers.

I’m just normally clean: Every-
one else manages to have some
freakish trick about cleanliness, like

fourteen showers a day. But I’m
just the average. I take a bath once
a day, brush my teeth twice a day
and wash my hands quite often.

I’m not the flowery type—when it

comes to perfume. And I don’t use
any special brand, either, though I

love perfume dearly. I just don’t

Want too sweet a smell. I like a rich,

good odor, and I like plenty of that!

I’m a sun-worshipper: I love the
outdoors, and particularly sunshine.
I truly love boats, and before I came
to California I also used to enjoy
riding horseback. Here I haven’t had
time to indulge. I think my feeling

for sports was born when I was a
counselor at a girls’ summer camp,
and I still have it bad!
I’m a bed-reader: I read myself

to sleep every night, even if it’s only
a page. My pet books are “Native
Son” by Richard Wright and Mau-
gham’s “Of Human Bondage,” which
I read several times. I also liked
“The Robe” very much. It’s a funny
thing, though—only one man in my
life has ever given me a book. The
man was Louis Bromfield, and the
book, “The World We Live In.”

I’m a fan of the funny papers: I

like them all immensely and wouldn’t
think of facing a day without reading
them. But my specials are “Tiny
Tim,” because I’m fascinated by the
way he grows big and little; and
“Bringing Up Father.” Frankly,
“Dick Tracy” makes me mad because
he always manages to live through
everything. Don’t you feel that way
too?
Rumors to the contrary, I’m edu-

cated: I’ve heard the news that I

never got through grammar school,

but the awful truth is that I’ve had
eons of schooling. Five years at the
Highland Manor School for Girls in

Tarrytown outside of New York,
graduation from the Julia Richman
High School in New York and even
one semester at the American Acad-
emy of Dramatic Arts. So there!

And further rumors to the con-
trary, I’ve struggled to be an actress

for years: I’m not really a model who
was astonished at being plunged into

movie acting. Actually, from the
time I was fifteen years old I had a
“Ten Year Acting Plan”; I thought it

would take that long to become an
actress of standing. So I went to the
Academy, and then I spent three
years knocking around on Broadway
being in two flop shows. I took up
modeling on the side because I

needed money . . . and somehow I

was lucky (Continued on page 132)
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Jinx Falkenburg conies of a family born, not with silver spoons,

but with rackets in their mouths. So this glamorous dynamo
devotes her Sundays to the outdoors and tennis. Here she

is learning the technique of re-stringing her own racket

Loretta Young regularly attends the Church of the Good Shep-

herd out in Beverly Hills. If you attended one Sunday morn,

you’d see her—you’d see Irene Dunne and Dr. Griffin, the Jack

Haleys and the Don Ameches, as well as many other film folk

Nowhere but in Hollywood would you find a newlywed spend-

ing Sunday on fan requests for autographed pictures. And
nowhere would you find a more adoring husband than Vivian

Blaine’s Manny Frank who’s helping with the photo-mailing

Diana Lynn is a faithful example of the church-going younger

set. She goes to the First Christian Church of suburban Viewpark.

It’s a simple little country church—and if you stopped h>

you’d find not only Diana in attendance, but her whole famiK
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This is not a family reunion hut Robert Young and his brood in their favorite Sunday pastime—catching up on the comics. The

Youngs stretch out on the living-room floor (all except Baby, who stretches out on Pop I and lose themselves in the funnies

IN HOLLYWOOD

One day a week to call their

own. What do they do? Hymie

Fink takes his camera and turns

reporter with these candid proofs

of some expert shooting— and

These days Hollywood is a civilization on wheels, where glamour

goes around on bikes. Here are June Haver and her two pretty sis-

ters getting wound up for a spin. June’s busy studio schedule leaves

only Sunday afternoons to catch up on sister-visiting and biking

the Sabbath habits of the stars
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Gingham

Girl

With

Gail Russell of the dual per-

sonality—a sultry beauty

who goes barefoot at home

BY HARRIET EATON

W
HEN you gaze upon Gail Russell,

you’re gazing at two girls in one.

One is the sultry beauty you’ve
seen on the screen in “Henry Aldrich
Gets Glamour,” “Lady In The Dark,”
“The Uninvited,” “Our Hearts Were
Young And Gay,” “The Unseen” and
“Salty O’Rourke.” And the other?
Well, she’s the girl her friends and
family know. She’s the girl who
opens the door when you punch the

bell under the name Russell at a

modest apartment house in Beverly
Hills—a barefooted tomboy- in blue
jeans and a plaid shirt, with her
dusky curls tied up in a scarf. That’s

the girl you’ll hear about here . . .

a girl so natural that you’d bet your
last nickel she’d never pose on a
tiger-skin rug in a black sequin eve-
ning gown!

She’d have bet the same last nickel

herself, two years ago when she was
eighteen and a high-school student.

Then, just as now, she was a stand-
out beauty in her looks. Then, just

Gail's latest picture is “Salty O’Rourke” with Alan Ladd

as now, men stopped as if struck by
lightning when they saw her coming
down the street with her cloud of

blue-black curls swinging on her
shoulders, her huge black - fringed
green eyes, and her slim figure-
then, as now, clad in slacks and
blouses. She was, in short, the best-
looking girl attending Santa Monica
High School, near Hollywood. Boys
called her “The Hedy Lamarr of

Santa Monica,” and whistled rever-
ently after her.

But none of this Gail knew or
cared about. She was studying art

very seriously, and one sunny after-

noon she went as usual to her sketch-
ing class and sat down before her
easel—never dreaming that her his-

tory was being shaped a few miles
away. While she sketched, two
baggy-sweatered boy students of the
school were playing hooky, and
hitch-hiking while they were at it.

They were picked up by a kindly
fellow in a big shiny car; and while

they rode along they discussed the

most important topic at school, which
was Gail’s beauty. The kindly fel-

low’s ears pricked with interest . . .

for he was none other than William
Meiklejohn, talent and casting head
of Paramount Studios. Once he’d

learned that the lovely went under
the name of Gail Russell, he could
hardly wait to get to his studio office

and contact the school. A message
was left on Gail’s desk -asking her
to call Paramount Studios which she
promptly ignored, figuring it must
be a rib from a student. However,
the teacher finally convinced her the

message was legitimate. She called

the studio from her home and they
asked her to drop by for an inter-

view if she was interested.

Gail was interested enough to go
see—and by sundown she was signed
and sealed as a coming star. But so

far, none of the subsequent sequin
gowns have removed one inch of

gingham ( Continued on page 117)



Eleanor’s latest pieture is “Pride Of The Marines” with John Garfield

“170U know how it is, I expect.
I There’s such a difference be-
* tween what you are and what

you are trying to be—nothing seems
to happen for years, for eons . . . and
then everything happens at once.

You’re a little bit bewildered but
you know it’s good.”
Eleanor Parker has just made this

perennially astounding discovery.
“Suddenly everything came into

focus!” she says, wondering at the
eternal marvel.
People on her home lot have been

marveling, too. A year ago the girl

who created a stir in “Between Two
Worlds” and “The Very Thought Of
You” was tagged as “difficult.” She
was thorny and remote and no one
in the big studio family felt that he
really knew her. She seemed almost
sulky in her ineptitude at human
relationships. It was, of course, im-
possible for anyone on the teeming
lot to realize that a girl who had
made her way by sheer will power

into pictures could still be agoniz-
ingly shy and unsure of herself. The
will to be an actress and the shrink-
ing violet attitude simply don’t go
together, said Hollywood. It must be
something else.

Then suddenly all kinds of things
happened to Eleanor and she seemed
to blossom, to come alive, to begin
to be a person. She had,, to every-

_

one’s amazement, got the role of
Mildred in “Of Human Bondage.”
She had been divorced. She had had
her appendix out. And each one of

these facts, she thinks now, con-
tributed to her sudden breaking out
of her sad, tight little cocoon. There
was a subtle blending of physical
well-being, emotional release and
self expression.
But maybe we’d better go back to

the beginning. She thinks the whole
business dates from the time when
she was a kid of about nine in

Cleveland, Ohio, and confided to two
of her playmates that she intended

Shy

Girl

With

Nerve

Eleanor Parker of the new

personality—a thoughtful girl

who searched far for gaiety

BY LOUISE IRWIN

to be a movie actress when she grew
up. They screamed with laughter
and told other children about it and
presently horrid little boys were
chanting after her, “Oh, Ell-ee-nah!
Of the cin-ee-mah!” filling her with
rage but not altering her intention

one whit. She was a naughty child

at this period, she recalls, a hoyden
and a tomboy, with a temper so

violent that it worried her parents
and sometimes actually made her
physically ill.

She still has it but it no longer
gets the better of her unless she has
what she honestly considers “good
cause.” She manages to justify her
rages now and she hopes they are
constructive!

When she reached the eighth grade
she was a little exhibitionist. “I

talked too much, giggled too much,
asserted myself too much.” Then one
day—she recalls it as if it were yes-
terday—she was in the school corri-

dor, making (Continued on page 111)
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Here Comes The

BY ^

The Lee Bowmans loved and parted—but that didn’t end the Lohengrin theme

J
UNE, as if you didn’t know, is the
month of brides and, of course,

of bridegrooms. Of big square
envelopes bearing the glad tidings

and white satin and three-tiered
wedding cakes and veils and tears
and orange blossoms—and the truth
about Hollywood weddings! About
which you probably don’t know

—

but should. Because it’s more amus-
ing and dramatic (and tragic some-
times) than the truth about wed-
dings anywhere else on earth.

Not long ago Veronica Lake, enter-
ing into the blessed state with Andre
De Toth, was determined to have the
ceremony private. This isn’t any easy
thing to accomplish when you’re a
star.

Aware of the difficulties which
would exist, Veronica engaged two
detectives whom she supplied with
a short, hand-picked list of those
who were to be admitted to the Ed
Gardiner grounds and home in Bel
Air where the wedding took place.

As the hour of the wedding drew
near Veronica was in a state. Neither
her bridegroom nor the judge who
was to perform the ceremony had
arrived. All sorts of dire things oc-
curred to her and her imagination
was heightened finally by a great
commotion downstairs. A maid came
flying up to the room where she
waited. The detectives had to know
what to do. Two gentlemen, an
Andre De Toth and a judge, were
demanding admittance. Their names
were not on.the list. Veronica, shak-
ing. her head over her omission and
any motion picture star’s chances of

having a wedding go off quietly and
smoothly, ordered that the groom
and the man who was going to marry
them be admitted at once. And, a
few minutes later, the musicians
played Lohengrin.
Headlines influence more Holly-

wood marriages than the public will

ever know. Many believe the Anne
Shirley-Adrian Scott nuptials were

rushed ahead of the original date
because Anne’s ex, Johnny Payne,
married Gloria De Haven. After all,

from the day Johnny got back to

Hollywood from the Army recon-
ciliation rumors were printed about
him and Anne. Even though Anne
knew she and Johnny saw each
other only because of their common
interest in their daughter Julie, she
may very well have done the fem-
inine thing in putting her own mar-
riage ahead—just to prove to every-
one that she didn’t think for a minute
that Johnny was the only pebble on
the beach.
Those who should know insist the

long-time romance between Cary
Grant and Barbara Hutton never
would have culminated in marriage
if no publicity had attended it. Both
were deeply in love. No doubt about
that. But both also were highly in-

telligent people who realized how
much they would have to overcome
to make a go of marriage. It appears



A two-up-the-aisle account of the mirth and mishaps

that have befallen some of Hollywood’s altar cases

Veronica nearly locked out groom De Toth
A cop got Georgia Carroll’s answer to Kay Kyser’s proposal

to have been Barbara’s idea—in

spite of her devotion to Cary—that it

would be better for them not to

attempt marriage. Cary, however,
who has—if possible—an even more
terrific sense of pride than most
males, couldn’t endure having the
world believe he had courted Bar-
bara in vain. Front page stories

played Cupid in this marriage, now
definitely over.

It is the night club courtships that

pull up Hollywood’s divorce rate.

Marriages born in noisy night clubs
rarely survive the silence of the
home. Couples who court at ringside
tables, surrounded by the false stim-
ulation of public places, seem to be
carried away by the “glamour” of

their almost nightly surroundings.
When they find themselves married
and alone, with hours to spend away
from admiring eyes, they find little

or nothing to say to each other. They
discover they’re two other people
and that the (Continued on page 106)

The holiday of the Hallidays clinched it for Dick and his Mary Martin
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Happiness is evasive. It may be evading you because

you are troubled. Why not talk overyourproblem with

Write her in care of Photoplay, 8949 Sunset Blvd.,

Hollywood 46, Calif., and if your problem is of
general interest, it will be considered by her for

an answer here. Sign your full name and address.

All names will be changed for your protection

EAR MISS COLBERT:
I am twenty-one. During my

four years of high school I went
with a boy who is now in the Naval
Air Corps. Before he went away he
begged me to marry him, but I felt

that we should wait until a little

later.

For over two years he was in the

South Pacific as radioman and gun-
ner on a Navy dive bomber. During
this time I wrote faithfully every
three or four days and he was quite

as faithful. We made plans for the
future: Where we would live, what
sort of a house we would have, how
many children we wanted and things
like that. I considered myself an en-
gaged girl, and so did our families

and all our friends. A few weeks ago
I received a wire saying that he was
on his way home. Well, you can
imagine how thrilled I was.
When he arrived he was totally

different from what I expected. He
would just sit and look at me with
an expression of amazement. I asked
him if he thought I had changed and
he said, “Well, you’re prettier than
ever.” He would want to do some
of the things we used to do—go
dancing, or swimming, or just talk-

ing with some of our friends—but

the moment we got settled, he seemed
to want to move on. He made the
remark once that he should have
stayed in the Pacific.

Now he has returned to another
base and I haven’t heard a word from
him. Shall I just try to forget, or
shall I try to get in touch with him
and try to make him see that I can
understand his problem if he will
give me half a' chance? I don’t want
to hang on if he no longer cares.

Bettilou M.

Dear Miss M

:

First, I think you should analyse
your own behavior when your airman
came home. Were you as easy and
carefree with him as you used to be,
or were you on guard, half-expecting
a case of war nerves?

There is always a period of adjust-
ment between two persons who have
long been separated and who have
tried to keep in touch with one an-
other by letter. Satisfactory as the
letters may be, there is an inescapable
sense of strangeness at first.

In this case I think it will be' per-
fectly proper for you to run after
this boy in a nice way. Each war weary
man is unique; he has a problem of
his own that he must solve, sometimes
alone and unaided. The only way in

which you can help is by being natural.

making no demands, giving him every
chance to adjust himself. Don’t make
an issue of his apparent strangeness;
don’t hound him with questions. Keep
on writing to him, assure him of your
unchanging devotion—but be light
about this, and don’t be hurt if it takes
him a long time to respoiul.

For some men, getting out of com-
bat is exactly as great a strain as being
in combat. Only the application of
time and patient understanding will

accomplish anything.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I have been married six years and

have two children and a fine hus-
band. We seem to be the happiest
people on earth, except for the con-
stant trouble brought to us by my
two sisters. Both are younger than
I, and they simply ignore me and my
family unless they want something.
The three of us were orphans for

years before any of us married, so

I have always been more or less re-

sponsible for them. But now that

they are married, I feel honestly that

they should solve their own financial

woes.
When my second youngster was

bom I had a very bad time and no
one came to (Continued on page 108)



TTUlisse
says

Hold on to your men, girls... here comes

Joan Fontaine

with

DENNIS O’KEEFE
Don DeFore

Rita Johnson • Walter Abel

Directed by WILLIAM A.SEITER

A Paramount Picture

Some men, like

Dennis O’Keefe,

take women
seriously! So

Susan puts on

glasses and takes

up a good book

•rand she can write

her own story

from there on!

Glamour Girls! Take a

lesson in dazzle from

Susan. When she

puts on the “allure”

for Don DeFore she

leads him on a conga

that ends up

you know where!

Walter Abel was
the hard-to-get

kind—until

Susan used her

“Society Siren”

line—and how
that lured him
—is another

lesson in how
to get your man!

And does that girl have what it takes to snare the

boys as she plays Susan— a divine man-trap in her

first gay, romantic comedy. “Slick trick” Susan

uses a different line for each one—and they all

work, but beautifully.

You’d think she didn’t

know anything when
she meets George

Brent. So wide-eyed

and innocent (you

know—the sweet sixtee

act that makes
men so protective)

!

p

M

M
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A wedding with wings— with Mary

Elliott and Robert Cummings as the

bride and groom and you as the guest

BY ALYCE CANFIELD

Bob, on Army leave for “You Came Along,” with his Mary

r

M

M

O
UTSIDE the rain made a steady accompaniment to

the organ music issuing from the chapel. Within, the
candlelight flickered on the walls where hung the

wings of America’s great fliers—Jimmy Doolittle, Amelia
Earhart, Colin Kelly, General Arnold—and came to rest

on the wings of another flier as he stood reverently
before the altar, holding the hand of the girl beside him.
It was the historic St. Francis fliers’ chapel in Riverside,
California, where Bob Cummings was now about to take
Mary Elliott as his wedded wife.

Five months of events had preceded this hour, events
at once as casual and as momentous as such things can
be. They began one day when Paul Hesse, Photoplay’s
own cover photographer, drove up to the San Fernando
Valley home of Robert Cummings. Bob, who gave up his

career as a movie star to offer his services to the Army
Air Force, had just returned for the day and was chatting
with a few friends when Paul strolled over with a beau-
tiful blonde in tow.

“Miss Elliott, Mr. Cummings,” Paul said by way of

introduction.
Bob gave the girl a quick double-take, then the talk

veered off into general channels. Presently Bob gathered
up the girl who had been with him before Paul arrived
and the whole party drove into Hollywood for cocktails.

But the double-take had not been for naught. Bob made
it a point to engage “Miss Elliott” in conversation.
However, Mary Elliott is a little lass who always leaves

other girls’ beaus alone. So she was cordial but not
chummy with Bob, and when he asked for a date, she
said, reprovingly, “Why, Mr. Cummings, you’re engaged!”
This was, of course, news to Bob, who wasn’t engaged,
or even going steadily with anyone. But other people
joined the conversation about that time, and the v^xole
thing was dropped.
“He says he fell in love with me that very first night,”

laughs Mary, “but of course he didn’t, because he didn’t

see me again for a whole month.”
Bob’s answer to this is that he was working at Mira

Loma Flight Academy, Oxnard, (Continued on page 69)
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Winner of screen

most coveted honor, Tli

Academy Award...The First

Lady of the Screen ... as

woman of science,

life and love to

fearful secret in the heart of

a man—wanted for murder!

DAVID O. SELZNICK
presents

Screen Play by Ben Hccht • Released thru United Artists

INGRID BERGMAN
GREGORY PECK
ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S

A SELZNICK INTERNATIONAL PICTURE

BERGMAN
The

Incomparable!
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"jjWnmtCOmia^Wd)
wi&vnal tma&cUms!"

Now you can enjoy all the freedom
and convenience of this modern
method PLUS the special Meds fea-

tures perfected by a woman doctor.

• Meds are made of real COTTON— soft

and super-absorbent for extra comfort.

• Meds alone have the “SAFETY-WELL”—
designed for your extra protection.

• Meds’ easy-to-use APPLICATORS are

dainty, efficient, and disposable.

Meds

FOR lO IN APPLICATORS

• Meds’ “SAFETY-
WELL” absorbs

so much more
so much faster!

• Meds’ fine soft

COTTON insorber

adapts comfortably

to individual needs.

Because of these dainty, carefully designed

applicators,Meds insorbers are easy-to-usel

SPEAK FOR YOURSELF

$10.00 PRIZE

Seeing the Light

T
HANK you, Hollywood, for producing
“I’ll Be Seeing You”! At least one per-

son sees the light now since seeing this

picture, so consider your efforts worth-
while.

I think none of us can ever fully know
exactly how our returned wounded service

men think and feel, but by seeing the
understanding acting of Ginger Rogers I

am able to help a service man in much
the same state as Joseph Cotten was in

the picture. I have gained new patience,

new courage and new hope.
Thanks again, and keep up the good

work. Civilian morale needs to be kept
up too!

Miss Rosemary Riveros,
Los Angeles, Calif.

$5.00 PRIZE

G. I. Casting Director

I HAVE just read “Forever Amber” and I

I couldn’t help casting it as I read.

Amber . . . Lana Turner—Miss Turner
certainly has the necessary physical assets.

The right director could inspire her to new
dramatic peaks.
Barbara Palmer . . . Susan Hayward

—

Miss Hayward has proved long ago that as

an exquisite menace she excels.

Bruce Carlton . . . Zachary Scott—Be-
sides having that old-world something, he’s

a superb actor.

Almsbury . . . James Craig—Although
the usual friend of the hero is a rather
nondescript person, Almsbury was capable

of doing all right on his own.
Nan . . . Faye Emerson—This unusual

maid role is a juicy piece that Emerson can
handle with her usual savoir faire and she
won’t have to disguise her good looks.

Charles 11 . . . Arturo de Cordova—Al-
though this is the role of a king, the dignity
is eclipsed by the Don Juan air of this

particular piece of royalty.
Catherine . . . Jeanne Crain—The role,

although minor, has a certain beautiful
patience about it that Miss Crain could do
wonderfully.
Jemima . . . Another minor role that

clings to my memory and one that would
give Bonita Granville a chance to do some
first-rate acting.

Pfc. Fred A. Graff,

Roswell, New Mexico

$1.00 PRIZE

Lew Ayres

Living a life that is useful,

Earnestly praying for good,
Willing to render his service,

Anxious to be understood.
Yesterday’s glory seems trivial,

Righteousness now is his comfort,
Each time he dwells on a role,

Servant of God is his goal.

Bettie A. Greer,
Hollywood, Calif.

$1.00 PRIZE

Pidgeon vs. Garson

I

T is about time that Walter Pidgeon and
Greer Garson were “divorced.”
Not that they haven’t been a splendid

team. But there is no getting away from
the fact that despite his fine work, Walter
plays second fiddle to Greer in every way.
I don’t know whose fault it is, but he



certainly deserves as much, it not more,
credit than she. And I’m not saying any-
thing against her, either. She’s lovely!

Why not team him with Janet Gaynor
who, I read recently, is planning a come-
back? They’d make a charming couple.

And perhaps poor Walter could live to the

end of the picture for a change.
Ruth King,

Cranford, N. J.

$1.00 PRIZE
La Dietrich Plays the Saw!

I HAVE much confidence in the movie
I stars who do their part in this war,

principally those who entertain our troops

abroad.
Among those who have already done so

much for the common cause for your sol-

dier brother and mine are Hope, Crosby,

Langford, Sheridan, Shore, O’Driscoll,

Cooper and Dietrich, to name a few.

An excerpt from my brother’s letter re-

lates his opinion of just one of those big

stars:
“This afternoon I saw the famous Mar-

lene Dietrich in all her glory. She was
really grand—just to be able to see her in

person lifts the morale to soaring heights.

She sang, played the saw, wore a shimmer-
ing gold sequin gown and rolled her heavy

-

lidded eyes around. Just a swell gal with
a heart of gold, cheering up hundreds of

thousands of GI’s all along the front.”

It made me feel so glad to think some-
one from home—Hollywood, U. S. A.

—

made my soldier-brother forget the war
for that short time.

Blanche A. Luber,
Highland, 111.

$1.00 PRIZE
"Swooning" Additions

S
INCE swooning is rapidly becoming a
national pastime, I am submitting a list

of actors for whom I will swoon at a mo-
ment’s notice.

Paul Henreid—because of that “My, but
how I like to look at you” expression in

his eyes.
Joseph Gotten—because of his tantaliz-

ing air of arrogance and that “I dare you
to come nearer” look.

Van Johnson—because he is so real in

reel life, because he looks like the kid
next door.
Turhan Bey—because he has a story-

book hero’s dash and verve.
George Sanders—because it’s almost im-

possible for a woman to decide which
she’d rather do, slap his face hard or
kiss him.

I could go on and on but I must close

now as I feel the symptoms of a swoon
attack.

Jennie Tierce,
Chowchilla, Calif.

$1.00 PRIZE
"Heck without Peck"

“THE Keys Of The Kingdom” left me in-
I articulate because it had a significant

meaning to me, as I had a boy friend who
has entered a seminary.
This picture galvanized every person

who saw it and Gregory Peck was just

the actor who made it such a great success.

His acting is natural and it makes you
feel as though he were a personal friend
of yours. He’s so at ease, so wonderful
and so-o-o handsome.
Hollywood has really discovered a fine

actor and we are looking forward to see-
ing him play in many more title roles, for

it certainly would be “heck without Peck.”
Anne Gudal,
Cleveland, O.

In wartime, especially, it isn't easy to make the

kind of soap people expect to find inside the

Fels-Naptha wrapper. It isn't easy to get all the

ingredients necessary to make Fels-Naptha pre-

eminent among fine laundry soaps.

And that's only half the story. Now, a larger

share of our stock of materials and our manufac-

turing facilities must be used to make good soap

for men-and women in active service.

Obviously, this will mean some further incon-

venience for civilians. In the months ahead, you

may have to wait more often for the familiar

Fels-Naptha wrapper to appear on your grocer's

shelf . . .

but the soap inside the Fels-Naptha

wrapper will be Fels-Naptha Soap.

We think the average woman wants to know these

plain facts about the supply of Fels-Naptha Soap.

We think her loyalty to a good name will survive

this time of trial, which is shared—in some
way—by all.

Fels-Naptha Soap
BAH/SHES "TATTLE-TALE GRAY*
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HONORABLE MENTION

R
epresentatives of the staff of our
school paper, “The Bumble ‘B’,” have

recently conducted a student poll to deter-

mine our favorite actor, actress and picture

of the year. It is interesting to compare
the opinions of the students of a typical

U. S. high school with those registered by
your annual nation-wide poll as published
in the March issue of Photoplay.
Van Johnson was elected favorite actor,

June Allyson, the sweet little silver-blonde,

queen of the actresses and our favorite

picture was “Two Girls And A Sailor.”

Helen Borland,
Boone, la.

ADD another star to Jack Benny’s crown!
Not because he praises my town with

“They love me in St. Joe,” nor because he
is tops as a comedian, but because he
knows the true meaning of give!

Not because St. Joe loves him, but be-
cause he loves everyone in St. Joe and
everywhere. He went to hospitals, lunch-
eons—then broadcasted, donated blood and
went into little byways where the most
ordinary of people could receive his “Hello,

there” or “Hi!” and neighborly smiles. No
relaxation for Jack. Just the big opportu-
nity to give, which he did wholeheartedly.

Sybil Bruce Leach,
St. Joseph, Mo.

I READ in a magazine the other day that
' Ida Lupino was going to quit deep mood
drama and start making people laugh.
Please, Miss Lupino, change your mind and
change it quick! We need people like you
in movieland.

Madeline Davis,
Dublin, Ga.

I FELT sorry for the father in “Meet Me
' In St. Louis” when the family ganged up
on him and staged a prolonged pout be-
cause he had decided to move to New
York. Cooperation!

Mrs. O. J. Swanson,
Los Angeles, Calif.

M OST of the class “A” movies seem to
have the same fault these days. They

are too long. Reminds one of the imper-
turbable guest who has overstayed his

welcome. Comes the point when you get
desperate. The guest is never going to

go. The picture is never going to end.
I do believe most movie-goers would

prefer to sit through a little class “Z” epic
that ends at the logical point rather than
suffer through the superfluous scenes
tacked onto an extravaganza that should
properly have ended twenty minutes ago.

Mrs. R. A. Goundry,
Regina, Canada

S
O many condemn the picture “A Song To
; Remember” because it is obviously not

the truth about the man. However, the
Chopin that he himself drew for us is in

his music and no one can deny that Mr.
Iturbi did a job at the piano of which
Frederic himself would probably have been
proud.

M. Marshall,
Atlanta, Ga.

I WISH to say that we Spanish-speaking
' people are very sorry to know that
nearly all the films coming from Holly-
wood are going to be given in Latin
America with the actors speaking Spanish
instead of the usual English. By this

method, Charles Boyer’s fascinating voice
will not be heard and instead we’ll have
to hear a Spanish voice without expression
and not only Mr. Boyer but Mr. Peck, Mr.
Flynn, Mr. Cooper, Mr. Crosby, Miss De
Haven, Miss Allyson—the whole film

colony will lose their fans down here.

Sirs, please let Hollywood speak English.
Rosa Perez,

Santiago, Chile

I NEVER cried before in all my life at a
‘ movie—until last night.

Know who made me cry? A little kid, a
kid that lived her part, a kid that will

never leave my heart.
Her name is Peggy Ann Garner—the

picture, “A Tree Grows In Brooklyn.”
As her brother said in the picture, “You’ll

pass.” Yea, Peggy, you’ll pass but good!
I’m leaving soon for who knows where,

but I’m taking a crowd of my shipmates to

see you and live with you all over again,
Peggy.

Anthony George Crechales, S2/c,
c/o Postmaster, New York, N. Y.

Our ballot box is p
0^ ' &

with your votes for

'Uan.Q (ZIgiU

So he’s the winner this month of Photoplay’s Portrait Poll.

Turn to page 44 and you’ll find his picture.

Whose picture would you like to see in Photoplay?

Send in the ballot below to the Color Portrait Editor,

Photoplay, 201 East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.

D‘ <L Lika to iaa a colo
t
poittait ofi in Photoplay

YOU watch the calendar, of

course, but nature doesn’t. Plans

are often upset by menstrual pain

and discomfort. So look ahead

now and get Midol before your

next period. Have reliefhandy!

Take one of these triple-acting

tablets at the first sign of suffer-

ing. See how speedily Midol eases

your functional distress. One in-

gredient relaxes muscles and

nerves to relieve cramps. Another

soothes menstrual headache. And
a third stimulates mildly, bright-

ening you when you’re "blue”.

Millions of girls and women
rely on Midol every month be-

cause they find it so effective and

know it is not narcotic. Get Midol

Used more than

all other products offered exclusively

to relieve menstrual suffering

r
1

f

CHAMPS -HPADACHP - BLUES I

A Product of General Drug Company

i
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Wedding in the Rain

(Continued from page 64) California, as

flight instructor then and only got into

town on Sundays. He had dates ahead for

two weeks, but on the third week end, he
got in touch with Paul Hesse. “I’d certainly

like to see Mary Elliott,” said Bob. “Do
you think.it can be arranged?”
Paul was. giving a party that night for

Joan Fontaine, so he invited Bob and then
called Mary. “But I have a date!” she
protested' “Maybe I could drop by after-

wards.” Bob waited patiently until eleven
o’clock for Mary to show up, and when she

did, she was still with her date!

Bob got in only a few words. He made
them count. He said: “May I call you?”
Mary was no sooner home and in bed

than the phone rang. It was Bob. He
invited her to his house the next afternoon

to go swimming. “I love to swim, so I

accepted,” Mary teases, “even though I had
to break a previous date to do it.”

“Darned good thing I had a swimming
pool,” counters Bob.

It was a wonderful afternoon. The sun
was golden, and so was their mood. Bob
was feeling - relaxed, happy and hungry.
At this delicate moment, Mary stretched

deliciously,, then remarked, “Well, I must
be going now.”
“What do you mean?” Bob demanded.

“Aren’t you having dinner with me?”
They had just met, but then and there

they almost had a fight. It developed that

Bob hadn’t made his point clear. He had
invited her to go swimming. Mary had
broken one date for the afternoon, but
she couldn’t break another for that eve-
ning. She didn’t go to dinner with Bob.

I

T looked like a bad beginning, but it was
the last time they were apart. “After

that,” says Mary, “I broke all my dates.”

They really fell in love one night while
they were having dinner at the Villa Nova.
As Mary listened to Bob speak of things

that were dear to him—ideals, princi-

ples, a way of life—she realized that he
was a very fine man. Their eyes met.
There was a moment suspended in midair.

A split second later and they were in lovfe.

Bob is a cautious man. In love, he still

didn’t just” jump in and think afterwards.
Marriage is. a serious business. Now and
then he* would dream up a fake argu-
ment to see if he could get Mary mad.
He wanted to see how she would act un-
der any and all circumstances.
“Her disposition isn’t just good,” Bob

says. “It’s' sensational. I couldn’t get her
mad. She’s a wonderfully calm person. If

something' would come up and I would
pretend to go into a rage, she’d just kiss

me and say, ‘Now don’t you worry about
it, dear. You have too much on your
mind as it is. I’ll take care of it.’

“She has given up her career. I wouldn’t
take one away from a woman who wanted
it. That wouldn’t be fair. But I’ve always
hoped to find someone who would rather
be my wife than a movie star. I did. It

seems to me it’s bad to have two careers in

one family. You can’t both be tired, with
your nerves frayed. One should be serene
and rested, able to cope with and smooth
out irritations. Well, Mary doesn’t want a

career. She wants three children, and me.
I’m a lucky guy, and I know it. As if all

that weren’t enough, she’s so beautiful!”

Mary is a stage and screen actress who
was signed by M-G-M after playing the
leading role in the Detroit Company of

“My Sister Eileen.” She has appeared in

such pictures as “Thousands Cheer,” “Lost
Angel,” “Girl Crazy,” “Here Come The
Waves” and was starred in the Academy
winning short, “Heavenly Music.” The rea-
son you haven’t been reading reams of

publicity about her is because she let her

Q I wish— I wish . .

.

A. For skin that’s satin-smooth for kisses?

Q Yes—and my skin is so dry.

A. Try this new One-Cream Beauty Treatment with

Jergens Face Cream—works wonders smoothing dry skin.

This cream does the work of 4? creams

Serves every beauty-need of your skin so fully— it’s like a daily “treat-

ment”. Jergens Face Cream—faithfully used—actually helps prevent dry

skin troubles. Use this one new cream . .

.

1 • for Cleansing 2* for Softening

3. for a Foundation 4. as a Night Cream

You have a skin scientists’ cream in Jergens Face Cream—by the makers

of your Jergens Lotion. Already helping so many girls to their hearts’

desire— smooth skin. Use this exciting Jergens Face Cream yourself,

now. 10^ to $1.25, plus tax. It’s the only cream you need.

USE LIKE 4 GREAMS-FOR.A SMOOTH. KISSABLE COMPLEXION
BRING HIM HOME SOONER. ..BUY MORE BONDS IN SEVENTH WAR LOAN



NOW ! T/ieJiroved,wonder-working*

DEODORANT
mMODESS

Yes! It’s a proved marvel of effectiveness

—this wonderful new deodorant that’s

sealed in every luxurious Modess napkin!

Scientifically certified by a famous inde-

pendent laboratory:

The superior effectiveness ofModess

with Deodorant demonstrated itself

in every one of 26 different experi-

ments, conducted under the most
exacting laboratory conditions.

VUO'I'tV*
tvwfO-

So fast acting—so efficient—that thou-

sands and thousands of women hail this

new Modess with great enthusiasm.

No fuss. No bother with separate powder.

No sprinkling over everything.

You don’t pay a penny more for this

marvelous new Modess, but think how

much more you get! Added daintiness!

Greater softness! 3 out of 4 women
voted Modess softer to touch, in nation-

wide poll.

Greater safety! 209 nurses, in hospital

tests, found Modess safer, less likely to

strike through than nationally known
layer-type napkins!

Ask today forwonderfulnew Modess, the
napkin with the proved, tested deodorant!

Your store has two

kinds of Modess. If

you’d rather have
softer, safer Modess
without deodorant,
just ask for "Stand-
ard Modess.”

career go hang while she went on two
Hollywood Victory Committee tours. She
spent eighteen weeks overseas.
Sometimes she entertained four thou-

sand men, at other times, only four. She
discovered few entertainers went to the
Arctic, so she cancelled a planned Si-
cilian trip, spent three months in the
Arctic Circle. “Sicily was more glamor-
ous because it was a war front,” she ex-
plained. “I knew the Victory Commit-
tee could get a lot of entertainers to go
there. But I wasn’t so sure about this far-
away part of the world. I wanted to reach
as many of the boys in the Arctic as I

could. So I stayed, and made my South
Pacific tour later.”

That one statement, given humbly, tells

you what kind of a girl Bob Cummings
married. Knowing these things about her,
Bob knew he had found the right girl.

When a man feels that way and the lady
agrees, there is sure to be a wedding.
Bob, on leave of absence from the Army

Air Force to make the Hal Wallis picture,
“You Came Along,” knew every day was
precious. The ceremony would have to be
on a week end. But Bob is a man of
action and the details were arranged.
The small wedding party met at Paul

Hesse’s studio for the drive to Riverside.
Bob had been saving his gasoline coupons
for months to make the trip because he
had always wanted to be married at the
St. Francis fliers’ chapel at the Mission Inn
in Riverside. St. Francis, you recall, is

the patron saint of the birds.

Bob’s brother, Oscar Cummings, was
best man, and the matron of honor was
lovely Patricia Hale of New York. She
and Mary lived together when they were
Conover models in New York. Paul Hesse
gave the bride away. Mary’s mother was
not well enough to make the trip from
South Carolina. But the truly tender part
of the ceremony was that it was performed
by Bob’s mother, Reverend Ruth Kraft
Cummings, who is an ordained minister.
Bob teased her afterwards, because—in-

advertently—she had said, “Do you, John,”
instead of “Robert.” “Just who got mar-
ried?” Bob wanted to know, “John or I?”
But when you are marrying your own
son, you are entitled to blow a line or two.
Before the ceremony, Mary carefully

checked herself over. “Let’s see, now,” she
said, “something old . . . here it is—this

tiger’s eye locket I pinned to my slip; some-
thing new, my outfit! Something borrowed
. . . Pat’s diamond cross. Something blue

—

my outfit’s blue. Well, I guess this mar-
riage will keep, and I guess I’ll have the
best husband in the whole world!”

All at once, there was music—a moment
of panic. “Are my flowers right?” Then
Patricia came down the aisle, followed by
Mary on the arm of Paul Hesse.
Everyone congratulated them. Bob

signed the bronze wings that will hang
on the wall with other famous flyers.

People had gathered outside, the news hav-
ing spread that a movie star was being
married.

There was a wedding supper and Bob
and Mary left for the briefest of honey-
moons at Bob’s house—where they had
met. Bob carried her over the threshold.

The next morning she made him a break-
fast of nut waffles and maple syrup, and
the next afternoon there was a big recep-
tion for them at Paul Hesse’s studio.

This was the surprise marriage of the

year. Mary had been away for eighteen

weeks overseas so Hollywood didn’t know
too much about her. Looking -at her
beauty, appraising her charm, everyone
went around asking: “Who is she? What’s
she like?” You’ve probably asked too.

The answer is simple—she’s happily and
proudly just Mrs. Robert Cummings!

The End



JAN... Jantzen’s new sun-cream

lotion for a smooth soft skin.

come on, get down to hare essentials . .

.

the wonderful hare essentials of the

new Jantzens . . . like lines that take

the words right out of a man’s mouth,

slimming fabrics, singing colors, in-and-

out-of-water glamour . . . the things that

make Jantzen completely marvelous...

left: Celanese rayon 7.95 ... right: wool 8.95

(not enough of them, we’re sorry to say) *ReS . u s. pat. on-.
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She Had to Be Me
(Continued, from page 43) less used to

frankness than they were to alibis.

Besides simplicity and honesty, Rosa-
lind’s most outstanding characteristic is

her sense of humor. It never flags and it

lightens many a weary grind on the set.

If there was a piano, she was never too

tired to brighten the corner with her
torchy rendition of “Old Man River,” or

while away the time while the set was
being lighted with a little close harmony
with the grips. “Democratic person if there

ever was one,” was the crew’s decision.

Her greatest fault is that she never rests

. . . she burns up her energy every minute
of every hour. If there were visitors on
the set—particularly service men—she’d
snatch time between takes to order root

beer and have chairs brought for them.
She was so interested in them that no
matter how shy or awe-struck they were,
in no time she’d have them telling her the

story of their lives. At noon, after a quick
lunch that wouldn’t keep a bird alive, you
could hear her in her dressing room typ-
ing out letters to her brothers who are
fighting, and of whom she is very proud.
Then while the hairdresser would be put-
ting the finishing touches to her hair, she’d

telephone the order to the grocery man
just like any housewife.

In her dressing room, incidentally, be-
side the pictures of her husband, Major
Fred Brisson, and her son, Lance, there is

always a gorgeous vase of roses. And there

are always roses in her bedroom at home.
They are her favorite flowers and I imag-
ine that is why the sequence in “Roughly
Speaking,” where she and Jack Carson
“break” the market with too many roses

and lose the greenhouses on which they
have staked their all, touched her deeply.
I saw her just after she played the scene
and she could hardly talk. Her voice was
hoarse and her eyes were red.

“Where did you get that horrible cold?”
I said, shocked.

“It’s not that,” she half-sobbed. “But
losing all those lovely roses ... I can’t

help bawling.”
Which all goes to show that Rosalind

Russell is essentially a human, down-to-
earth person. And I think that if the film

proves to be a success, it will be because
of this—as well as the magnificent per-
formance she gives.

After all, she had to be me. And I was
no angel. I was a woman who went barg-
ing through life trying to get the best for

myself and my kids—making mistakes—
usually winding up behind the eightball. _
To play a part like that, you have to

know people and like them; understand
and sympathize with their hopes and
struggles. And that’s Rosalind. Not only
is she tops as an actress, but more impor-
tant—as a human being she’s colossal.

The End

As a daisy

FINE AMERICAN PERFUME
At An American Price... Three fifty the Ounce >

V t vi

FOR TRUE EOVE'S SAKE LEIGH

ANNE BAXTER
Cover Girl

for July Photoplay

on sale June 15 th or

as soon thereafter as

wartime transportation allows
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JOAN FONTAINE
—capricious star

of “The Affairs Of Susan,” has the grace

of a goddess in this classic evening dress.

Statuesque, magnificently sculptured . . .

a cool column of white with ,

glint of gilt beads and paillettes,

a flow of fabric swirled over the

head, 6ari-wise. A Bruno design

in white Moonstone rayon crepe



OUTDOOR ADORABLE . . .

For her outside interests. Miss Fontaine

likes this gay .little dress to sun in,

have fun in. Deliciously daring . . .

in a bold bright plaid cut to

show a pair of pretty shoulders. And for

added coquetry, a full, flared skirt and

flirtatious bows. A Tina Leser design in

black and yellow plaid Starspun,

a Dan River woven cotton gingham



At your favorite store, or write Suret Frocks, 1400 Broadway, New York City

if **
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Famed four-season classic,

Marie Phillips fashions it

for summer in

"Cape Cod" linen-like spun

rayon with yoke-back.

Real leather belt,

high-lighted with sparkling

colored stones. Glowing

shades of gold, green,

aqua and coral.

Sizes 7 to 17 and

8 to 18

About nine dollars
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Other 6tores on page 80. Or write direct to manufacturer,

listed on page 80, for store nearest yon.

eg art is a hue art in this cleverly cut

uchess Royal playsuit with a waist-whit

jing sash. A real investment, too—just slip

n the skirt and you have a street dress!

jolor-crossbarred white cotton and Aralac.

f)-20. SI 4.95 at The May Co., Los Angeles

Stripes are so gay, so slim-

making. So smart with dropped

shoulders and giant V pocket.

A Babs Junior in Everfast

cotton and spun rayon. 7-15.

.95 at Jays, Boston

Quick-change—a bright bareback dress held

up by a halter. When you want to shun

sun, add the white bolero. By Margot in

red and white printed cotton pique. 7-15.

About S15 at John Wanamaker, New York

Gome out..

WHEREVER
YOU

ARE . .

.



dome out

Hiking, biking, loafing, you'll love the cool

comfort of smart cotton slacks and a

tummy-tanning striped midriff. Both Black-

friars in chambray. 10-20. Blue or tan

slacks, $4. Blue or tan and white midriff,

about $3.50. At Carson, Pirie Scott, Chicago

Come out and play . . . come out from under those cover-up

clothes you wore all winter. Get into something that’s next-to-

nothing. Brown your arms, bare your middle, stretch

your legs. Photoplay’s fashion experts show you

how to have fun and look pretty having it . . . in

clothes good for your health, happiness and

the state of your purse

Nude but nice—a draped midriff top, sailor-

boy shorts, anxt you in-between. Contrasts

in spun rayon- blue with gold or fuchsia,

rose with aqua, shrimp with Kelly. By

Cobert. 12-18. $5.95 at G. Fox, Hartford

Sea-ductive stuff, this Jantzen swim s

with a sarong skirt, a bra bow-tied fore i

aft. Velva-lure rayon and cotton in do
green, sun gold, Bahama blue, turquo

camellia red, sky blue. 32-38 and 11-

$6.95 at Franklin Simon, New York. Cl<

by Mackey.
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Yes! Teen-ogers say this skirt is their

choice for carefree days ahead! A slim

long-torso and full-flair make it a per-

fect partner for every occasion! Fash-

ioned in BEAUKOOL, a crease-resistant

rayon fabric that keeps smooth and

sparkling! In lush pastels. Moderately

priced, in sizes 12-18. Also other styles.

i ,

For the store nearest your city, write Dept. P,

KEARNY SPORTSWEAR COMPANY
1372 BROADWAY, N. Y. C.
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The Suit on the Cover: Leah
Rhodes, designer at Warner Brothers

Studios, created the suit Lauren Ba-

call wears on the cover to suggest

youth and springtime. . . .

Lauren prefers tailored things al-

ways—for street, sport, afternoon and
evening. Her slim height allows her

designer great latitude, of course

—

witness the short loose box jacket and
the drop-shoulder line of this en-

semble plus the two-tone color com-
bination with the resultant break in

line that so many figures could not

carry. The jacket is leaf green with

a faint fleck of brown to complement
the slim silhouette of the cocoa brown
skirt.

“Clothes this spring are easier and
more casual than ever,” Leah Rhodes
says, “because women, busy with

many important things these days,

select those clothes in which they

will be both comfortably and smartly

dressed for a variety of occasions.

“Take the easy box jacket of Lauren
Bacall’s suit, for an example . . . with

a matching skirt it would provide

another costume entirely. It also

could be used over spring prints and
even dinner dresses.”

pit OJP THATCOUMg-/

For custom-type fit with ready-

made convenience... "Bias-Cup",

the precision fashioned bra. Four

cup depths .. .one for every fig-

ure type. At better stores. Send

for your Beauty Hint Booklet.

V

MODEL BRASSIERES • 358 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 1. N.Y.

. •Shope-refoining features protected by U.S. Pot.No.2267595
V:

" ——

-

NECK-LINE ROUND-UP

PREST-O CHANGE-O DICKEY

at all leading chain stores

Thai choir boy look

for the young in

heart ... a wash-

able rayon shark-

skin dickey. It works

color magic with

sweaters, dresses or

suits — either Hi- or

V-neck. So easily

changed it needs no

sleight of hand
technique. Only 39t

HOWARDS • FIFTH AVENUE
417 Fifth Ave

,
N. Y. C.



Two printed rayon blouses,

delightfully suited for

Spring and Summer.

LAURIE: Bow-tied beauty

in propeller print. Colors:

Black print on white,

maize or shocking. Navy
print on blue. Also in solid

pastels. Sizes: 32-38.

LISBETH : Gay butterfly pat-

tern on pert Junior blouse.

Colors: Black print on
white, maize, or shocking.

Navy print on blue. Also in

solid pastels. Sizes 9-15.

About

At all leading department stores, or write:

SENSATION BLOUSES
2 PARK AVENUE • NEW YORK 16, N. Y
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Karol Lee
of fifth avenue

for a keen teen -timer summer

order TUCKER -ALL' SHORTS $2.50

TUCK-IN SHIRT $1.75

a complete playsuit for only $4.25

More stores from coast to coast

where you can buy Photoplay's

First-Run Fashions—or write di-

rect to the manufacturers for the

name of a store in your vicinity

Sailor-boy Shorts and Midriff

Buffalo, New York—Oppenheim Collins
Chicago, 111.—Goldblatt Bros.
Hartford, Conn.—G. Fox
New York, N. Y.—Saks 34th St.

Washington, D. C.-—Palais Royal
Manufacturer: Cobert Sportswear, 43 West 36th St.,

New York, N. Y.

Striped Babs Junior Dress

Boston, Mass.—Jay’s
New Orleans, La.—D. H. Holmes
New York, N. Y.—Macy’s
Washington, D. C.—Julius Garfinkle
Manufacturer: Babs Junior, 498 Seventh Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Margot Bareback Dress and Bolero

Baltimore, Md.—Schleisner Co.
Brookline. Mass.—Edettes
Jacksonville, Fla.—Furchgotts
San Diego, Calif.—Marston Co.
Manufacturer: Margot, 498 Seventh Ave., New
York, N. Y.

Duchess Royal Playsuit with Skirt

Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh
Chicago, 111.—Carson Pirie Scott and Co.
Portland, Oregon—Meier & Frank
St. Louis, Mo.—Scruggs, Vandervoort fit Barney
Manufacturer: Duchess Royal, 498 Seventh Ave.,
New York, N. Y.

Blackfriars Kindreds Slacks and Midriff

Boston, Mass.—Kennedy’s
Chicago, 111.—Carson Pirie Scott and Co.
Houston, Texas—Sakowitz Bros.
New Haven, Conn.—Hamilton fit Co.
New York, N. Y.—Mary Lewis
Washington, D. C.—Hecht Co.
Manufacturer: Louis Geiger, Inc., 1384 Broadway,
New York, N. Y.

Mackey Beach Clogs
Manufacturer: J. Mackey u. Son, 542 Pearl St.,

New York, N. Y.

Play rough ... but look smooth! You can, in

these new bibbed 'n’ pleated shorts of wash-

able cotton twill. The cute shirt like your kid

brother's is fine knitted rayon — a cinch to

wash. Separately, or both together, they

scarcely dent your budget. Sizes and colors

in coupon below.

Get set for sun-tun ... use this handy coupon

!

Order by mail direct from Fifth Avenue

Send no money— We mall C O D.

KAROL LEE OF FIFTH AVENUE
475— 5th Avenue, New York City

Please send TUCKER -ALL SHORTS at $2.50 plus

postage. Colors: Copen, Kelly, Brown. Sizes 10, 12, 14,

16, 18. Circle color and size wanted.

Please send TUCK-IN SHIRT at $1.75 plus postage.

Colors: White, Cherry Red, Copen, Yellow. Sizes: Small,

Medium, Large. Circle color and size wanted.

(Please print name, etc. plainly)

Name —

Street
—

City

State —
Your money back if not completely satisfied

j

Your own score card

on Hollywood bachelors

!

It’s the lowdown

on the lads,

including

—

But we won’t

tell you now

!

You’ll find

th is bulletin on

twenty headline heartbreakcrs
j

in

July

Photoplay

Write for free

booklet — "A
Word About
Modeling" by
John Robert
Powers

s Herman & Co.

creators of
MOVIE STAR SLIPS

Dept. O

Endorsed by

John Robert Powers

Individually styled and, oh. so

" litfure-wise.
' these brassieres

mold your bosom to dreamlike

perfection. T heir skillful design,

quality materials and fine workman-
ship all assure them shapeliness

which won’t wash or wear away!

If you can't find your style at first, try again! Dealers

get supplies monthly. Send for Style and Conservation

Folders: Maiden Form Brassiere Co., Inc., New Y ork 16 ,
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The Magic of McGuire

(Continued from page 34) the pair were
married in a simple garden ceremony at

the home of the Leland Haywards.
John is an aviation enthusiast and an

expert photographer. He published a

pretty good book, called “Camera Over
Hollywood,” just before he went to take

charge of Thunderbird Field near Phoe-
nix, Arizona.

J
UST here this story begins to sound a
little bit unreal. Here was Dorothy,

who had signed a fabulous motion-picture
contract and had been hailed by critics

as one of the coming screen actresses. She
was newly married to an interesting and
certainly an ubiquitous young man. And
where was she? She was in a funny little

house, two miles outside Phoenix, doing
most of her own housework, that’s where
she was. Cleaning women were as scarce
there as they are anywhere else and for

the first time in her life, Dorothy found
herself coping with dish mops, brooms and
dusters. She was there for some months
so she had time to learn a good deal.

When she came back to Hollywood to

play in “A Tree,” she found that Elia
Kazan, the director, believes that dia-
logue is more effective if the characters
are engaged in natural activity while
speaking . . . and the suitable activity for

the characters in that picture was nearly
all domestic routine. So, for the camera
this time, Miss McGuire found herself

once more dealing with dish mops, dust-
ers, scrub brushes and washtubs and
feeling pretty expert about it.

“Nobody ever told me an actress’s life

would be anything like this!” she sighed,

leaning on her broom. But something
very like it happened to her again when
she went into “The Enchanted Cottage.”

Actually, she thinks, she isn’t at all a
domestic person. When she was living in

New York she acquired a modest flat and
furnished it with antiques which she
picked up here and there in a distinctly

haphazard fashion. The first thing she
bought—before she even had any chairs

—

was an elderly melodian (for thirty-five

dollars) and she went instantly to work,
learning to play it. One by one she ac-
quired a table, a settee and a few chairs
but when she gave her first party most
of her guests elected to sit on the floor

“because everything looked so extremely
fragile. . .

.”

Despite her recently acquired domestic
accomplishments, Dorothy’s consideration
for the purely utilitarian in life is likely

to remain elemental.
Her first home in Hollywood, however,

was purely utilitarian . . . and that was
all it was. The housing shortage being
what it was, she snatched eagerly at the
opportunity to rent a furnished apartment
somewhere in the vicinity of her studio
. . . and she rented it without ever seeing
the inside of it, which was, one gathers, a
touch depressing. But it was a roof. She
says that was “heaven enough, just then.”
However, once installed in the stereo-

typed little home, with the maid, Bertha,
who had been with her family for years,
Dorothy set about earnestly and fearfully
trying to he a motion-picture actress.

Hollywood ballyhoo frightened her. The
hazard of making the transition from stage
to screen had seemed a big one to her, in
the first place. “Then,” she says, “I was
appalled to find that when one has come
from the theater, she is supposed to know
all about ‘acting.’ In the theater—act-
ually—it is supposed to take you years
and years to learn the rudiments. You
don’t expect, in your most optimistic mo-
ments, to be recognized as a ‘star’ until
you have served a long, gruelling, earnest

cf amthern California

Outstanding in styling and

tailoring . . . it slips on like

a coat „ o . a color-bright

cactus bloom applique

adds shoulder and sash
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cloud white or aqua
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make-up...
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plus tax

Hampden Cream Make-up gives

you a glamorous new complexion

immediately. Makes you look youth-

fully fresh; keeps your skin soft as a

butterfly wing. Conceals skin flaws

and holds powder on for hours.

Try Hampden; if it does not give

you the loveliest make-upr return to

251 Fifth Ave., N.Y.,for full refund.
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apprenticeship. Here I found that you
were a ‘star’ because someone said you
were. ... It was terrifying.”
Another thing that appalled her when

she was first here was that she was always
being compared to someone. When it be-
came apparent that she was a direct per-
son who said what she meant, with no
frills on it, she was dubbed “another Hep-
burn.” When she was seen walking alone
in the hills or on the beach it was, of
course, “another Garbo.” Her first stills

brought the tag, “another Gaynor.” She
was indignant. “I can’t be ‘another’ every-
thing,” she protested. “I feel like a mince
pie . . . composed of goodness knows
what!”
She has interesting theories about

clothes—colors, fabrics, lines—and the
moods they produce. She likes to talk
about her theories but rarely troubles to
practice them. Odd combinations of

clothes captivate her—sweaters with eve-
ning skirts, halters with dinner trousers,
novel combinations of colors and fabrics.

But when novelties become fads, she loses
interest in them. She enjoys lovely bro-
cades, woolens, homespuns, delicate laces
. . . but she enjoys them quite as much
on someone else as she does on herself.

Her personal taste, especially in daytime
clothes, is casual—a suit with a spanking
fresh blouse or a skirt with a bright
sweater.
She admits that clothes affect her . . .

thinks they affect any normal woman . . .

and she found the drab costumes in “The
Tree” and “The Cottage” a touch depress-
ing after weeks and weeks and weeks.
One of her most wistful desires just now
is for a role in which she may wear pretty
clothes “all the way through the picture!”

For she is really a gay creature. She
says that what she loves most in the world
is “comfort.” This seems to mean warmth
and light, the company of the people of

whom she is fond and the opportunity to

discover new ones. It includes lots of out-
doors—space and light and exercise—good
conversation and good food, prepared by
someone else, from ingredients of which
she doesn’t even know the names.

RECENTLY she was in New York with
John. They were stopping at the

Plaza and Dorothy was dreamy-voiced
with pleasure over her vacation. They
had spent some time in the country where
she had met her husband’s family for the

first time and they were going back for

week ends.
“In the country,” she said, “we take long

walks in the snow, skate on the lake, work
in the dark room developing photographs,
talk—and talk—read, listen to the radio,

sit by log fires.”

New York was wonderful. The big city

excites and stimulates her, and she says she
feels “more alive there than anywhere
else.” She and John saw a lot of plays,

got very excited about “The Hasty Heart”
and the musical ballet, “On The Town.”
They browsed around the Battery, China-
town, the Bowery, East Side, Times
Square. They rode on buses and visited

art galleries. She had bought a gray
wool skirt. You gathered that, despite the

fact that she had lived in New York for

several years, it was an entirely new and
fresh experience to be there with John.
She might never have seen the place be-
fore and they might have been discover-

ing everything together for the first time.

She has never been able to make her-

self like large parties. “That,” she ob-
serves, “is merely my ego. I’m not good
at a large gathering. I like to ‘discover’

new people, I get mental stimulation from
the impact of new personalities and minds.

But you can’t do that in a crowd. Every-
thing is too fleeting, moves too fast. I

enjoy small groups of people who like to



just sit down and talk. . .

Her hobbies, she says, are all expensive
ones.
“We—John and I—are both interested in

paintings and old silver and china. Just
now we are in the ‘finding out’ stage.

We’re trying to take an intelligent inter-

est in the things that fascinate us, so that

we’ll know what’s really good—and so

that we shan’t make silly purchases. It

takes quite a long time and quite a lot

of study really to know.”
She is not good at figures and she is

filled with worshipful admiration when
John copes easily and accurately with
something like a bank statement or an
income tax blank. But she has what she
calls a “horrendous memory” for what
she, herself, has bought and what she has
paid for it.

“Sometimes these details stay in my mind
for years,” she muses. “Sometimes they
haunt me and often they even make me
slightly dyspeptic . . . but I always re-
member. . .

.”

She likes hats but she rarely gets round
to buying them, somehow.
She loves to drench herself in spring-

flower-scented colognes—“the kind of

scents that don’t smother me.”
She is sentimental about holidays—can’t

imagine Christmas without a tree or
Thanksgiving without a turkey—and she
would be wistful, indeed, if she didn’t re-
ceive a red satin box of chocolates on
Valentine’s Day.

1—1 ER plans for her immediate and more
' * remote future are flexible and neces-
sarily nebulous. As this is written, she is

planning to go overseas in a USO Camp
Shows unit of “Dear Ruth,” the Broadway
hit play.

“It is a difficult time to make any plans
at all,” she reflected, “let alone work out
any sort of pattern of living. There are
so many things we hope to do together

—

John and I. Some of them are too se-
rious, too much loved, too close to our
hearts to even talk about now.”
They like to travel and they hope some-

day to be able to do a great deal of it

together.

“I like to go with John when he takes
pictures. He has a quality which I can only
describe as ‘comfortable’ which makes peo-
ple like him and consent to co-operale
with him almost at once. So—we should
like very much to travel and make pic-
tures.”

Despite the fact that she has sold one
or two articles to national magazines, she
says she has no burning desire to write.
“I really haven’t,” she says, thoughtfully,
“the equipment!”
They are both passionately addicted to

flying. Dorothy has already had some ex-
perience at the controls of a plane and
she is anxious to become at least a “de-
pendable flyer” so that when they go
places together in a plane she can relieve
John at the controls. It is the most fas-
cinating way to go places, see people, see
the country—and these things are impor-
tant.

“As for the actual handling of a plane,
I can’t tell you how exciting it is!” she
breathes.

“In the first place, you are aware that
you are doing something which is an ex-
pression of our era, our generation. It’s

—

well—it’s something to be a part of the
generation which has conquered the air!

Then, when you are up there, you are
released from everything mundane. You
are captain of your soul, mistress of your
destiny. The petty things all fall away
and you see . . . clearly . . . ! For that
moment you’ll be afraid of nothing.”
That is Dorothy. May she never singe

her shining wings.

The End

(ffie£icwice

RAYON DRESSES

To take you poised and pretty through

the hottest summer days—Kay Whitney

creates her latest collection of rayon

prints. Delightful, destined-to-be-

talked-about prints—exclusive with Kay
Whitney . . . with all the ingenious de-

tails that lend quality to a dress, lend new

charm to you! Featured

at Daytime and Budget

Shops everywhere.

Reliance Manufacturing Company, 212 W. Monroe St., Chicago 6, 111. • 200 Fifth Ave. and 1350 Broadway, New York City



p

w

w

,.GStO«V«0^ / ,

*! Making jj” ?”
ŝ
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The Dane Takes Over
(Continued from page 45) his way through
the necessary courses at Cornell and
St. Johns and finished with the start of the
depression. It didn’t seem like a propitious
time to hang up a shingle, so he marked
up the law courses to experience.

“I never look back . .
.” which, come to

think of it, is as smart a way of assur-
ing forward motion as any we know.

A LITTLE uncertain as to what next, he
investigated the prospects and pursuits

of a so-called Bohemian group of self-

rated artists, writers and actors—the kind
neatly catalogued by Charles Coburn as
“amateurs teaching amateurs to be ama-
teurs.” Only Dane hadn’t met prexy Co-
burn at the time. He soon discovered their
contempt for really successful artists,

writers and actors and decided he wanted
“cabbage—not hunger.”
His first objective was radio, which he

took the way MacArthur took Manila,
with well-placed artillery.

“The answer, when I tried getting an
acting job was, ‘Sorry, we don’t happen
to have a script we can use you in now.’
So I went home and wrote ’em three radio
scripts and took them down to the pro-
gram department. They wanted to buy all

three. So I picked the scripts up off the
desk and said, ‘Sorry, but I go with the
scripts.’

”

“Show me on this page where it says you
can act,” said an exec.

“I could show him because I’d only
written in parts I could act. I got an audi-
tion, and after that they put me to work.
When he felt an urge for a visible au-

dience, Dane joined both the Theater
Union and the Mercury Theater, playing
in the companies of such stars as Tallulah
Bankhead and Orson Welles. From there
he went on to Broadway, to follow Bur-
gess Meredith as George in “Of Mice And
Men,” to play Baby-Face Martin in “Dead
End,” the communist playwright in “Stage
Door,” and other roles in “Golden Boy,”
“Sailor, Beware,” and MacLeish’s “Panic.”

It was during this time he picked up his

slight tinge of Odets, of whom he says,

“Odets didn’t create anything new. He
took something that was there all the
time. He knew that men are not all Greek
gods, golden-haired and seven-feet tall,

with nothing but classic emotions. He
found that sometimes they’re short and
sweaty, with hunger and ugliness mixed
in with the good in their souls. Odets took
the music of people as they are—and gave
it back to the people.”
In spite of what some young men would

have considered a thriving career, the
“haphazard economics” of the legitimate
stage eventually convinced Dane there
must be something better—and it could be
Hollywood. His trip across country and
into the western scenery was something
he doesn’t want to forget. Although he
drove it with his “fingers crossed,” he
also drove it with golf clubs and swim
trunks in the car and stopped off fre-

quently to use them.
It took almost a year in Hollywood for

the Clark personality to really get going.

Following the usual procedure, he got
himself an agent, a good enough one—and
a succession of insignificant parts: “Every-
thing I did before ‘Action In The North
Atlantic’ was a walk-on.”

It is interesting, and typical, the way
this first good part was snagged:

“I was getting tired of going into casting

offices to have some character make a
private evaluation of me, then put me off

with that ever-lovin’ ‘We’ll call you—.’

“I was in Warner’s casting office one day
when Producer Jerry Wald walked in. I

heard him say he still hadn’t found the
84



right fellow for a part in ‘Action In The
North Atlantic’ so I walked over and
recommended myself to him. He’s a very
courteous guy—he listened, then said he’d
call me.
“The fatal words got me. ‘Why call me

when I’m already here?’ I asked him
bluntly. ‘You’ll do twenty-five tests be-
fore you’re through—what’s the matter
with doing twenty-six? So I may stink,

but what right have you to decide I

will without giving me the chance to

prove I stink?’”

P
RODUCER WARD knows his man when
he finds him. The missing character for

“Atlantic” had a scene involving the same
basic principle Dane had just demon-
strated, the right of every American to.

speaks his mind.
The screen test emitted no odor except

that of success, and when Dane spoke from
the screen as a member of the Merchant
Marine who refused to take his ship out
to sea, his words carried enough conviction

to be reprinted in maritime journals all

over the country.
His next appearance was in “Destina-

tion Tokyo.” 'Most of his roles have been
in uniform of some sort.

“All the make-up department has to do
with me is give me one stripe more or

less. . . .

“They put me into ‘The Very Thought
Of You’ just for laughs. I was grateful for

the fan mail on that one—looks like maybe
I’ll spell off as the underfed Jack Carson.
Then came ‘Hollywood Canteen’ and ‘God
Is My Co-Pilot.’

”

Not yet released is the serious drama,
“This Love Of Ours,” the story of blinded
war hero A1 Schmidt, with John Garfield
playing the Marine, and Dane as his buddy.
Garfield is Dane’s idea of a completely
honest thespian.

If he could pick his own leading woman
tomorrow, it would be Olivia de Havilland.
Which brings up the subject of the kind
of women he likes best

—
“female women.”

Dane says he learned about women from
one of the species who kept him very
unhappy “expecting her to make sense.”

“I know now that to enjoy ’em, you
mustn’t expect too much of ’em,” he grins.

It’s possible he’s merely ribbing on that
one, however, for the next minute he’s

bestowing all the complimentary adjectives
in the book on Margo, his wife of four
years, which is plenty long enough for a
husband to know whereof he speaks.

“She’s keen, live, intelligent, alert—and

Theater noticeables : George Kitchel
is the lucky lad dating June Haver

(
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wonderful,” he adds to clinch it. “Flaming
red hair and temper to match, and very
blue eyes. A top designer and a fine

pianist, studied in Paris. I’ve kept her
pretty busy the last couple of years just
cheering me on in my career but I suppose
some day she may want to get going on
something of her own again and if she
does, well that’ll be me applauding, same
as she’s done for me.”
They met in New York and it took Dane

a year and a half to think up something
fancy in proposals. He doesn’t remember
now just what he said, but he does re-
member why he said it. Margo went home
to visit for a while—and that did it. “It

may not have been original,” he says,
“but it was concrete—I found I just
couldn’t do without her.”
He still feels the same way about it.

During the Christmas holidays when his
wife took a trip East, he was “the lone-
somest guy in town. I spent Christmas and
New Year’s at the Canteen. The only way
I could feel any better was in trying to do
something for a bunch of fellows as low as
I was.”

|
N this era of housing shortage, the

* Clarks live in a house in Coldwater Can-
yon. “Someone dug it out of the moss
when things got bad. It’s Cape Cod out-
side, and hasn’t got a creature comfort
inside—including plumbing.” They rent
it but Dane is already longing for some-
thing with roots. “Guess because I’m a city

fellow I’d like to know what it is to have
a little piece of land to call my own.”
Margo puts up with his hobby, which

is saving old coats and jackets he is al-

ways “going to have fixed up and wear
sometime,” patiently moving the bulky
collection wherever they go. She also
knows when he is immersed in a book he
is apt to bring it to the table and read all

through the meal, and beats him to it by
grabbing off the latest best-seller, herself.

“I subscribe to just about everything I

can,” he explains. “I try to keep my read-
ing comprehensive, the new things and a
good selection of the old ones. You get
rather personalized in your reading when
you’re acting, always feel you’re on the
verge of finding the perfect story and try-
ing to see yourself in everything—”
The most treasured possession in the

Clark household is a small and bedraggled
red rubber kewpie doll, ten-cent-store va-
riety, which Margo bought for him as an
“opening night gift” several years ago.
The play was a hit and although the
kewp has long since lost its squeak they’ve
kept their luck, and now wouldn’t think
of going any place without it.

Good music and well-blended colors give
him “a mental yip.” Music, to thrill him,
must be “good of its kind,” and the kind
can be either classical or popular. He has
a collection of Flamenco gypsy records,
and was a Calypso enthusiast “way back
when they were Cuban street-singers,

Homeric rather than Andrews Sisters in

type.”
His best trait, he thinks, is a passion for

paying bills—he can’t bear to owe any-
thing. His best and most enjoyable fault

is an aversion to wearing anything for
lounging purposes “except just enough to

be decent.
“I’d like to learn more about the effete

way of living—take up tennis and some of

the gentler games, where you don’t have
to loosen anybody’s teeth. I might even
write a little poetry—oh, you think I

haven’t got any poetry in my soul? Well,
I have—it doesn’t have to be about violets

and triolets, does it?”

In the meantime, he’ll keep on taking
his hurdles wisely, honestly. And some
day as a matter of course the columnists
will be calling him “Warners’ Great Dane.”

The End
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Ha! McIntyre Artie Shaw
Glenn Miller Dinah Shore

Vaughn Monroe Charlie Spivak

David Rose Fats Waller

Perry Como Spike Jones

Tommy Dorsey Sammy Kaye

Duke Ellington King Sisters

Lena Horne Freddy Martin

GET YOUR SET TODAY! While star’s life are on back. You get the full

they last, you can get this full set of set of 16 pictures for only 25 cents! But
16 pin-up portraits . . . printed from don’t wait till they’re gone. Send your
breath-taking oil paintings by Albert name and address, with 25 cents per

Fisher! Each is in glowing color ... on set, to Dept.ll,Box 23, Camden, N. J.

a heavy, glossy card 5J/-j" x 3J4” (ac- Or see your VICTOR RECORD
tual post card size). Highlights of the DEALER. Do it now!

Ask your dealer for records of these Victor and Bluebird artists
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Horne • Spike Jones • Sammy Kaye • King Sisters • Wayne King • Freddy Martin • Hal
McIntyre - Glenn Miller • Vaughn Monroe • Phil Moore Four • Tony Pastor • Alvino Rey
David Rose • Artie Shaw • Dinah Shore • Charlie Spivak • Martha Stewart • David Street
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Listen to “The Music America Loves Best” Sundays,

4:30 p.m., EWT, over NBC. Buy More War Bonds

THE WORLD’S MOST POPULAR ARTISTS ARE ON Dept. 11, Box 23, Camden, N. J.

Please send me sets of 16 portraits, for which I enclose

25i per set. PLEASE WRITE PLAINLY OR PRINT.Victor Name.
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HOLLYWOOD STARS YOU KNOW

BYy WESTMORE

FROM HOLLYWOOD ... WESTMORE’S SENSATIONAL

NEW LIQUID-CREAM FOUNDATION MAKE-UP

Perc Westmore, Hollywood
make-upgenius, using Overglo

to make up Betty Grable

NOT A CAM . . . NOT A CREAM

DOES NOT CAUSE DRV SKIN

TT^OR the flawless-looking complexion of the stars

. . one drop of Overglo . . . and presto! Quickly^

evenly applied with your fingertips, this new

liquid-cream foundation of the Westmores camou-

flages large pores and little lines. Adds youthful

smoothness under powder and rouge. Keeps make-

up fresh all day. Never gives a masked appearance.

Non-drying, definitely! Its emollient lanolin and oil

base helps defy dust and weather, too. One bottle

lasts for months. Six flattering shades. $1.50 plus tax.

NEW . . . ONE-SHADE . . . OVERGLO FACE POWDER

A make-up discovery! Practically colorless—permits your

foundation-tinted skin to glow through with youthful beauty.

A face powder specially created for use with Overglo or any

tinted cake, cream or liquid foundation. $1 tlus tax.

PRODUCTS OF THE HOUSE OF WESTMORE

Life with Fathers

(Continued, jrom page 41) reverently over
his lovely mother’s knees. “Our Father
who art in Heaven,” he said. He stopped
quickly, looked up at Mel, put his head
down again. “Our Father who art in
New York,” he amended.
Mother Mel had a time explaining.
Alana Ladd sees her parent in her pray-

ers, too, but differently. Alana easily
shrugs off the orders of nurses and her
mother, Susie, but has learned through
smarting experience just above the back
of her knees that when Pop issues orders,
she’d better heed them. But imagine how
Alan felt when he heard her saying in
her prayers when she’d found it more
comfortable to stand than to sit, “God
bless Mama and Daddy, what Daddy wants
Lonny do, Lonny do, poor Lonny. Amen,”

THEN there is Norman Barnes Powell’s
1 belief that Dick Powell did perform a

miracle. It was back in those happier days
when Dick and Joan Blondell were so

contentedly married and had just ushered
tiny Ellen Powell into the world. Dick
undertook to tell Norman about it.

Norman rushed to the phone and called

Joan in the hospital.

“Mother, you’d better come home right

away,” Norman gasped. “Father has just

given birth to a baby girl.”

Dana Andrews, a minister’s son, is a

stern father, very proud, very devoted,
but a sharp disciplinarian, nonetheless. He
has three children, David, eleven (by
Dana’s first wife, who died), Kathy, two
and a half and Stephen, four months.
Dana, himself, is one of nine boys. He

was brought up with a maximum of dis-

cipline and spankings. In fact, he was
spanked every Wednesday almost from the
day he could walk. The reason for the
Wednesday swacks was his running away
from prayer meeting to go to the movies.
It is because he recalls these spankings
that he doesn’t spank his own kids. He
believes, judging by experience, that
spanking does no good. He disciplines his

own children by taking away privileges,

when they are naughty, or by giving priv-
ileges when they are good. These methods,
so successful with David, have a different

effect on Kathy.
She succeeded in getting even with her

dad by embarrassing him in public. It all

came about through “Little Black Sambo.”
This is Kathy’s favorite book and almost

every night her father reads to her from
it. No matter how late Dana gets home
from the studio, Kathy seems to sense it,

opens a hitherto sleep-weighted eye and
says, “Daddy read,” and inevitably, no
matter how weary, Daddy does.

Recently the Andrews family was in Los
Angeles’ big, crowded Union Station and
there, for the first time in her brief life,

Kathy saw a little Negro boy.
“Sambo,” she whooped and took after

him.
The little Negro boy had apparently led

a sheltered life, and had not been pursued
by girls, and not knowing what might be
in store for him, took to his heels, too.

Around and around the children went,
dodging under elbows and between knees,
falling over suitcases, bowling over porters.

Dana couldn’t possibly get through the

crowd that fast. Neither could the little

Negro boy’s alarmed, portly mother.
They finally all caught up with one an-

other and apologies were offered, but Kathy
doesn’t understand yet why Daddy was
both sore and laughing fit to kill.

It was like what happened to Susie Mac-
Murray, one of those moments that be-
wilder the young.
Susie is a dreamy child, who adores her

daddy Fred, who dotes upon her in re-



turn. She is automatically obedient as

Fred forgot, to his embarrassment, one
day when he and Lilly were entertaining.

Their guests had never met Susie and
Fred wanted to show her off, so he called

upstairs, “Susie, come here right away, will

you, dear?”
“Yes, Daddy,” said Susie, and come she

did, right away and just as she was, which
. was as naked as a very little jay bird.

AT Brian Donlevy’s house Mama metes
out the punishment while Daddy can’t

resist the tiniest baby appeal. Little Judy
knows perfectly that Daddy is a sucker for

her, racing home from the studio to read
her bedtime stories, and almost always
bringing her a present. She doesn’t know
that on all sets where extras are used, there

are always old women knitting things,

preparatory to selling them overpriced to

soft-hearted stars, but Brian knows it, and
the old ladies know all about Brian. They
pray to be assigned to Donlevy pictures

and knit like crazy, when they are, know-
ing Brian is good for a ten-spot for any
tiny, hand-knit sweater, or woolly knitted
dog. Brian, baffled that Judy seems to

make way with so many sweaters and
dogs, brings same proudly home all the
time.
Did he but know it, the cause of the

high mortality on these gifts is his charm-
ing wife. She. knows Judy can’t wear a
third of the sweaters and could be spoiled
playing with so many toy dogs. So she
distributes them to other less fortunate
children. She doesn’t tell Brian to stop
bringing more home, however. She knows
that would do no good.
Nancy Sinatra is one child who is quite

blase concerning her father and fame.
The Voice was very much asleep in the

security of his own bed one Sunday morn-
ing when a series of girlish giggles woke
him. He opened one cautious eye and saw,
there at his bedside, not bobby-soxers but
an even younger generation, his daughter’s
generation, to be exact about it. The chil-

dren were standing open-mouthed, look-
ing down upon Frankie—that is, all save
Napcy. She was announcing, in the most
sated voice, “Yep, that’s him.”
Monica Elizabeth Henried gets away

with murder with her doting father. If you
don’t believe it, think of her turning the

Monica Elizabeth Henried has her
own techmiquie with suave Papa Paul

• Why is a bobby pin? To hold your hair

—smoothly, firmly, invisibly. And that’s

the way hold-bob bobby pins are made:

for longer-lasting, springy power. Re-

member, only hold-bobs have those

small, round, invisible heads. Add satiny

finish and the rounded-for-safety ends

. . . and you have the advantages that

make hold-bobs America’s favorites!

Look for, ask for, the hold-bob card.

Gaylord
Products Inc

Chicago 16
Illinois
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Famous beauty pack helps

def/ake faded, coarse,aging

TOP SKIN'

This Remarkable Development In Skin Culture

Also Marvelous To 'Perk-Up’ Weary Complexions

On Short Notice!

p

M

M

Your skin (even when you’re young")

must constantly ‘flake off’ or shed’

dried-up, faded, aging top-skin cells.

If not — this is often the reason your

complexion appears muddy, drab,

coarse-textured — so dull and lifeless.

One of the most effective and

quickest ways to hasten this deflaking

process along is famous Edna Wallace

Hopper’s White Clay Pack — a per-

fect honey of a ‘pepper-upper’ for

tired, bored complexions.

Marvelous 'Blushing’ Action

All you do is spread Hopper’s White
Clay Pack over your face and neck.

Lie down and relax. You can actually

feel its tightening, stimulating effect

on tired tissues and muscles. Wash
off after 8 minutes.

It’s almost unbelievable— but your

mirror will confirm the lovely results.

Notice how that tired, faded look

seems to disappear. Your skin appears

so olive-looking with such a thrilling

glow and charm. This is due to the

mild rubefacient or ‘blushing’ action

of Hopper’s.

Let Hopper’s White Clay Pack

show you the secret of looking your

dazzling best on short notice when
that ‘important man’ unexpectedly

comes to town. Also to help maintain

enchanting natural ‘top-skin’ loveli-

ness thruout the years. At any cos-

GIRLS IN YOUR ‘TEENS’!

Don’t forget Hopper’s White
Clay Pack is also marvelous for

enlarged pore openings and to

loosen blackheads. Notice how
much fresher, clearer your skin

appears.

I )

Sfa&ffliMzceHOPPER’S Wii
pACK
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suave Paul—whom she calls Papa Pauli

—

into a trained seal, but honestly! Think of
this ex-Viennese great lover liking to be
turned into a trained seal.

Monica Elizabeth was adopted by Paul
and his pretty wife Lisl from an Amer-
ican family but she is being brought up
with love and kisses in the warmest Vien-
nese-American-Californian blend by Lucy,
the same nurse Lisl had as a child.

One afternoon the Henrieds went to the
beach. There was the wonder seal! All
the way home Monica Elizabeth could talk
of nothing else. After that, all that had to
be done to make her behave was to say
she could go to see the seal.

Then winter came. The seal went away.
Monica Elizabeth was inconsolable until
Lisl, who used to be a very fine costume
designer, thought to design a home-made
seal for the baby. That was terrific except
that the seal was inanimate and right there
Papa Pauli got pressed into service. He had
to get in back of the seal and make it go
through its paces. He still has to do it,

almost every night, and he adores it.

When it comes to absolute pushover
fathers, Jim Brown wins the sweepstakes.
There are two small daughters in the
Brown home—Beverly Jean, the eldest
who is just past two, and Carol Ann who
is ten months. No discipline sticks around
Jim. Mrs. Brown can order one thing and
try to enforce it, but let Jim come home
and it is all a laugh to the little girls.

Jim chose the names for both of them,
though Beverly Jean is called Wendy by
the Browns. In case you don’t follow that
it’s because she was called Windy by her
parents during her first year. Jim says
she has now outgrown that phase of her
career, but the nickname stuck so he dig-

nified it by calling her Wendy.

IAMES CRAIG and his firstborn, general

-

ly called The Bub, are as close to one
another as an echo to a convention hall.

Jimmy’s favorite story about The Bub
concerns the day that they brought the
new baby home. Jimmy told The Bub
about the great event and The Bub was
exceedingly excited when the private
ambulance stopped before their house.
He ran over and kissed his mother, then

dashed to his father who was carrying a
small satchel that contained no more im-
portant items than three-cornered pants.

“Is the new baby in there?”
“Oh, sure,” said Jim.
“Can I see it?”

Jimmy had to stall. He said, “I can’t

open the bag here, Bub. You see, the baby’s
very new. It’s wild like a puppy.”
The Bub ran quickly into the house

where he located his dog, took off the dog’s
collar and fastened it to the leash.

“Here, Dad,” said The Bub, “put this on
the baby. After all the trouble Mother’s
been through, we don’t want the darn
thing to get away.”
But finally, last and lustiest of all Holly-

wood’s progeny, come the Crosby boys.

Just as there is no one quite like Der
Bingle, so in the child-laden houses of

Hollywood there are no kids that can
surpass the Crosby kids. They are fast

becoming as much a legend as the Groaner.
Only Bing, being the character he is,

would have thought of The Birthday. With
the coming of the war, Bing decided it

was both patriotic plus a saving of family
nerves for the lads to not have three
birthday celebration a year (the twins,

Dennis and Phillip being condemned to one
birthday between them, anyhow). Thus
Bingo, who swings from being stern to in-

dulgent and back again, gave out with
instructions that there was to be one
birthday a year, and every fourth year,

twins included, each boy had The Birthday
as his very own. On his birthday that boy
could not only invite whom he liked, but
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he could pick the date, the menu to be
served and the games to be played.

The system actually works. Last sum-
mer, for example, The Birthday belonged
to Lindsay, the youngest. He chose the day
after school closed as the date, announced
that he was having fifty-five all-male

schoolmates, plus the family. He demanded
that each boy attending should be given a

gift, not merely get one taken from him,

and he insisted that the Crosby terrors be
allowed to pick out these gifts themselves.
Bing okayed the whole deal.

The result was a barrage of such man-
killing, noise-making implements as have
never before (or since) rent the rarefied

air of Beverly Hills. At the height of the

din, when Dixie Crosby was beginning to

go mad, when the neighbors on all sides

were telephoning the police, when the

maids were threatening to quit, El Bingo
walked composedly in. He proposed to

the fifty-nine limbs of Satan that they
learn the words of “Swinging On A Star.”

He said, in fact, that if they’d learn the

words, he’d sing a duet with the lot of

them—not only that, but he’d give each
boy a platter of said duet as a memento
of the day.
They fell for it. They listened. They

learned. And finally, with the most pop-
ular voice in the world leading them, they
lifted their voices in song like cherubs.
The mere thought of having their own

personal Crosby recording, with themselves
as supporting artists, made Bing, as Father,
a really terrific guy. He became a super-
parent, super-male, handsome, rich and
awe-inspiring. He became, you see, ex-
actly what we told you Hollywood fathers
were in the first place.

The End

MEMORIZE THIS!

It’s your ex-service man’s badge of
service—the Honorable Service but-

ton issued to veterans, indicating

they have fulfilled their duty to their

country.

Too many incidents have been re-

ported of ex-service men being sub-

jected to humiliation because of
failure on the part of the public to

recognize this lapel button. Not all

of them have wounds that show.
Let’s not inflict greater wounds by
denying these men their right to re-

join the civilian ranks.

The button is small but
it has a big meaning.

It means—

HE HAS SERVED

!
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NEW.. .a CREAM DEODORANT
which Safely helps

STOP under-arm PERSPIRATION
1* Does not irritate skin. Does not rot

dresses and men’s shirts.

2. Prevents under-arm odor. Helps stop

perspiration safely.

3 . A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless

vanishing cream.

4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right

after shaving.

5. Arrid has been awarded the Approval
Seal of the American Institute of
Laundering — harmless to fabric. Use
Arrid regularly.

39*
p/us fax

(Also 59^ size)

At any store which sells toilet goods ARRID
MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE ARRID THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT



Begin with a bath! Then shower your skin

with Cashmere Bouquet Talcum. Like a

sweet-scented breeze, it dries up linger-

ing moisture; makes you feel cool, ex-

quisitely fresh, ever so dainty.

Here's a quick trick: Before you dress,

smooth some extra Cashmere Bouquet
Talc over the parts apt to chafe easily.

How your skin will love that silken-

smooth sheath of protection.

Ravishingfinale! Use Cashmere Bouquet
Talc often. It leaves your skin cool,

comfortable. And imparts the delicious,

flower-like perfume of lovely Cashmere
Bouquet, the fragrance men love. with the fragrance men love

I HATE
GRAY HAIR!

Of Course you do I You know
tell-tale gray hair kills ro-
mance, that it can cause a hun-
dred little heartbreaks, and
yet for years you have hesi-
tated to do anything about it

!

Has fear held you back—fear
of dangerous dyes, fear that it

is too difficult, that people will

know your hair has been dyed?
These fears are so needless!

Today you can buy at your
drug or department store a hair coloring prepa-
ration called Mary T. Goldman’s. Pronounced
positively harmless by competent medical au-
thorities (no skin test needed), and sold on a
money-back guarantee, Mary T. Goldman’s
Hair Coloring Preparation will color your gray,
bleached or faded hair to the desired shade so
beautifully and so gradually your closest friends
won't guess. It’s inexpensive and easy to use

—

if you can comb your hair, you can’t go wrong!
Millions have used it with beautiful results for
the last fifty years, proving its merit and safety.

So help yourself to happiness — today

I

Get a
bottle of your shade of Mary T. Goldman’s

—

in-

sist on the original. Beware of substitutes —
others have tried to imitate our product for
years. For free sample, clip and mail coupon.

1 Mary T. Goldman Co., 509 Goldman Bldg.

|
St. Paul, Minn. Send free test kit. Color checked. |

j

Black Dark Brown Light Brown
j

jj

Medium Brown Blonde Auburn
j

j

Address |

I City... State. |
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ofHard to Get

^
. ITEMS A

• Guaranteed Genuine Swiss Watches

(Men’s or Ladies’) $9.95

• Lovely Charm Bracelets Only 49c

• Genuine Sterling Silver Rings $1.98

• Beautiful Identification Bracelets $1.49

• 14K Gold Genuine Diamond Bridal Pair $9.95

Lovely Earrings, Anklete, Costume Pins,
Sweetheart Lockets, Pearls, Bracelets, Bill-

folds, Charms, Hosiery .Compacts,etc. New
styles from Broadway and Hollywood.
Write for your Big Free Catalog today 1

INTERNATIONAL DIAMOND CO.,2251 CALUMET AVE ..DEPT. IEB CH ICACO 16, ILL

Don’t mistake eczema
,

for the stubborn, ugly
embarrassing scaly skin 1

disease Psoriasis. Apply
non-staining Dermoil.
Thousands do for scaly
spots on body or sc

'

Grateful users, often i

years of suffering, report
the scales have gone, the
red patches gradually disappeared and
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. Dermoil
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree-
ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re-
funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for
generous trial bottle to make our famous '‘One Spot Test’ .

Test it yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for
your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Print name
plainly. Don’t delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug
Stores and other leading Druggists. LAKE LABORATORIES.
Boh 547, Northwestern station, Dept. 6804, Detroit 4, Mich.

"AsIc Me No Questions . .

(Continued from, page 33) sees that she
takes her vitamins. She needs somebody
to look after her. She loses weight at an
alarming rate unless she has someone to
look after her.
She buys her clothes in the better de-

partment stores in place of modeling the
high styles created by the swankier
movie designers. For June has come up
the hard way and has learned that it is

smart to save her money and to be pre-
pared for the bitter as well as the sweet
of movie fame.
When she was eight years old a tree fell

on her and for five years she was a cripple
and wore a brace.

“I didn’t want to mix with other chil-
dren,” she told me. “I felt terribly self-

conscious. For a time I thought there
wasn’t much left for me in life. And then
a very wise doctor had me swim and learn
to dance. That’s how I became a dancer.
I really felt I wanted to be a doctor, I was
so grateful to this man who put me back
on the road to recovery.”

LiER story of how she went to New York,
*1 got a job in the chorus of “Panama
Hattie” and “Best Foot Forward” and
eventually came to Hollywood is well
known.
“But I almost didn’t get the job,” said

June, “even after I came 3000 miles for it.

I made up for the test, put on false eye-
lashes, frizzed my hair and painted on the
biggest mouth you ever saw. When they
saw me they said, “No, no, no!”

“It was Joe Pasternak, the producer,
who told me to go back to my dressing
room and take off the ‘goo’ and start all

over again. I’m not a very pretty girl,

you know,” she said with amazing candor.
“I’m at my best only when I am com-
pletely natural.”
And that June is all the time. It was

completely natural that as the afternoon
wore on she should begin to take a couple
of nervous little looks at her wrist watch.
That is, it was natural for a girl who is in

love and who might be expecting a most
interesting long distance telephone call.

“When does Dick get home?” I asked to
help her along.

“Saturday,” she answered promptly.
“What time?” I pressed on.
“Nine o’clock,” was her reply as quick

as a flash.

So, again, you see, when a girl knows
all the answers like June—it isn’t by ac-
cident or just a casual friendship. If you
ask me—it’s L-O-V-E with all the letters

in “caps.”
The End
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1 ..it imparts a lovelv color to the skin

2.

.

1t creates a satin-smooth make-up
3.

.

1t clings perfectly.. .really stays on

share this make-up secret of the Hollywood
stars... individualize your beauty with your Color

Harmony Shade of Ma.x Factor Hollywood Face

Powder. There’s a shade for your type, whether

you are blonde, brunette, brownette or redhead

...so try this famous face powder today... Ji.oo

Max factor Hollywood color harmony make-up

..FACE POWDER, ROUGE AND TRU-COLOR LIPSTICK



PROTECT YOUR NATURAL SWEETSEIF WITHMW

QDQRO-DQ
CREAM DEODORANT

The very act of dressing stimulates

perspiration. Even your daintiest

frock, becomes a menace to your
natural Sweet Self... by imprison-

ing under-arm perspiration odor.

Stop this threat before you dress

with fast-acting ODORONO...the new
cream deodorant that goes to work
to protect you faster than you can

slip on your slip.

New Odorono Cream Deodorant
contains science’s most effective

perspiration stopper... protects up
to three days. Will not irritate your
skin. Prevents perspiration stains,

will not harm fine fabrics. No wait-

ing to dry. Does not turn gritty

in the jar.

Change to snowy-white Odorono
Cream De-

odorant for

instant, full,

long-lasting

protection.

Confessions of a Lazy Guy

(Continued from page 37) stimuli—al-

though the habit of work will help—can
overcome natural human laziness. If you
cherish what you think is an ambition,
face this now: You’re lazy; you’ll fool

yourself repeatedly that you’re doing all

you can; you’ll have to make yourself
work—more. Or, if you won’t face that,

face this: What you have isn’t an ambition;
it’s just a wish.
Did those valuable facts seethe in young

Cotten’s mind when he asked his mill-
owning Uncle Samuel to stake him to a
year in Washington, D. C., so he could
study dramatic art? No. I was still in my
dream that acting was “Hey! Hey!” Uncle
Sam, a real sport, gave up his dream about
me—sawmill and law; and I went at least

far enough in appreciation, when I arrived
in Washington with his money in my wal-
let, to pay in advance a full year’s tuition.

Then, already a successful actor in my
own mind, I proceeded to live like one—ac-
cepting treats, treating back, promenading
in glad raiment the tailor called suitings.

And—1 escorted my girl friends noncha-
lantly to $4.40 down-town orchestra seats.

In six weeks I had scatter-blown my
year’s board, textbook and incidental
spending money. Then began a series of

after-school jobs that gained me an un-
earned reputation for deserving industry.
Among the grubbier tasks was playing
substitute center on an early-vintage pro-
fessional football team which, thanks to

my face in Saturday mud, netted me $25
per quarter.

H ERE we’d better brief some chronology:
Going home broke, feeling foolish . . .

making a clean breast to my uncle . . .

working as lifeguard and night watchman
at The Lake, Petersburg’s summer play-
place, to pay him back what he’d advanced
on my “career” . . . getting fired when The
Lake’s proprietor, after a Saturday night
dance, found his new watchman asleep!

. .
.
going to New York to wear out shoe

leather and return in day-coach style.

Then the Miami, Florida, boom called.

Down South I began a round of sales-
man jobs. They taught me drab but vital

facts: If I made fourteen calls a day, I

sold more brushes, advertising, paint, real
estate or potato salad than if I made eleven
or nine calls. Also, I didn’t earn even a
passable living unless I worked a full

eight hours a day. I’ve never known any-
body, in any professional or creative line,

who did!

Varied events propelled me north. The
Miami boom crashed, leaving a rising

young potato magnate mashed. A charm-
ing, good-looking blonde, Lenore Kipp,
whom I had met when she visited a Miami
Civic Theater rehearsal (oh, yes, I was
still butting at the theater!), returned
north about that time. Lenore had voiced
a smart thought or two in Miami. “Left-
handed theater isn’t good enough. Nothing
left-handed is good enough,” she had said.

Now I told myself, “I’m going back to

New York. I’ll stick at the theater till

I click.”

A friend in Washington gave me a letter

to a New York dramatic critic. The latter,

eager no doubt to get me out of his office,

inquired inclusively, “Whom would you
like to see about a job?”

I, still so willing to start at the top,

answered, “David Belasco.”
I found Mr. Belasco watching a rehearsal

in a darkened auditorium. I slipped him
the letter which he was unable to read
because of the gloom. A courteous gentle-
man, he addressed a few remarks to me,
even asked my opinion about the happen-
ings on the stage. When the lights went
up he had forgotten I was there—yet re-

39?; also 59? & 10? (plus Federal Tax)
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called instantly the critic’s name I had
whispered.
“Oh, yes,” he smiled, “a letter from

Burns Mantle. What can I do for you?”
“I want a job in the theater,” I blurted.

“Very well,” he replied instantly. “Re-
port Monday morning.”

Belasco’s man! An assured success in the

theater! Oh, lovely thought!
Before glimpsing Cotten-with-Belasco,

note here that I,, by sheer dumb luck, had
stumbled onto a useful procedure. It’s

useful to anyone wanting to learn any
line of work. To all who ask the “How-do-
I-get-started?” question I sum up my ex-
cellent hindsight:
Expose yourself to the kind of work you

want to do—to people who are doing it

day by day, practically and with success.

Hollywood abounds in top-rankers who
followed the exposure procedure, and who
adopted it—on purpose.

A LFRED HITCHCOCK, now the world’s
master of suspense, was a fruit-grocer’s

small son when he began to admire Amer-
ican movies, and later, at nineteen, he
“haunted” the first American producer
who came to England to make a picture.

The producer finally let him start (this

was silent-picture days) by drawing “art

titles.” If the hero or heroine was to be
depicted as a bit of a wastrel, Hitch, at

the foot of the title preceding the scene
would draw— original fellow!— a candle
burning at both ends. Eventually they let

him write titles, and he climbed through
much apprentice work to his exciting pre-
eminence of today.
There was a girl, too, who became Hitch-

cock’s secretary. Poorly equipped for that
job—she had to work fast to get started
at what she wanted before Hitch would fire

her. She did work fast, made sensible
story suggestions and advanced them very
casually when the boss’s mood seemed
right. That girl grew to be the producer
of “Phantom Lady” and “Uncle Harry”

—

lovely Joan Harrison.
Leo McCarey, producer-director-writer

of “Going My Way,” worked nearly five

years as round-the-set handyman for Tod
Browning, a top director of twenty years
ago, who had once performed the same
chores for the Old Master, D. W. Griffith,

director of “The Birth Of A Nation.”
You’ve read, doubtless, that the actors

and actresses who seem to last all seem
to have had that good fortune of “expos-
ing” themselves to people and surround-
ings that could teach them. The modern
way to start that process is little theater
and semi-professional theater work, and
chores at your own local radio station.

And best of all, the exposure system ap-
plies not only to movies but to any field

of work.
A young girl just out of high school

went to a writer friend of mine and asked
his advice on becoming a writer. She
could afford no more schooling. He ad-
vised that she go to a newspaper or press
association and apply for a job as a “copy
boy”—available in these times to girls. He
told her to say nothing about writing.
“Your job will be taking copy from re-
porter to city desk, desk to composing
room chute or to a wire man. It’ll be low
in pay. After you’ve been there awhile do
one paragraph items and turn them in. Be
alert. Then ask if you can try your hand
at obituaries. Common sense will tell you
other chances to ask for.”

The girl followed his advice. Result:
Today she is a cub reporter—on her way
toward what she wants.
Returning to Cotten (we almost got

rid of that fellow, didn’t we? ) ,
it was

probably fortunate, though I didn’t know
it, that humility or plain scaredness pre-
vented me from saying to David Belasco,
“I want to be an actor,” and impelled me
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to blurt, “I want a job in the theater.”

After a week end of rosy dreams (I think
I proposed marriage, but don’t quote me
on it) I reported bright on Monday for

what turned out to be three jobs. First, I

distributed sheets of paper on which were
typed the various actors’ parts, and
prompted stumblers during rehearsals. In
Hollywood we call that script girl! Second,
as sound effects chief (and staff) I jingled

telephone bells, produced clop-clop for

imaginary horses and rubbed sandpaper
together to simulate rain. If a Belasco play
had trolley cars, Cotten went Clang! Clang!
Clang!

In the third phase of my job (call boy)
I ran up and down outside the actors’

dressing rooms, knocking on doors and
yelling, “Five minutes to curtain!”

I believe Broadway’s dean liked the fact

that I didn’t whine. Anyway, perhaps to

give me the inner comfort I needed, he
let me understudy the juvenile leads in

“Dancing Partners” and “Tonight Or
Never.” Alas! During my lowly appren-
ticeship—two plays, two years—neither of

those blankety-blank juveniles (and they
wore suitings, too!) developed so much as
a head cold!

Toward the end of that stretch, Mr.
Belasco confided quietly, “Joe, I’m going to

use you as the juvenile lead in my next
play,”—and again, for weeks, I walked on
air. (I’m pretty sure I proposed then.)
Then occurred an event which the theat-

rical world acutely remembers: Mr.
Belasco died.

That time is a blur to me. I was bewil-
dered, literally in a daze, from much more
than the whirling uncertainty of my future;
I was mourning the loss of a true friend.

Before I had time to begin to think
collectively again, I learned that a major
Hollywood studio would audition in New
York, seeking an “unknown” juvenile for
an important feature picture. More than
a hundred reported. Through three days
we narrowed down—ten, five, three, two,
one. I was that one—and did I feel good?
“Only one thing more,” said the Holly-

wood director who had planed East for

the try-outs. “A camera test to be sure
you’re photogenic.”

“Great!” was the report on that test. The
next day I was to bring pajamas, lounging
robe and slippers to act out a bedroom
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scene, also for the camera.
“Don’t worry,” said the director. “You’re

practically on your way to Hollywood.”
Next day I lugged a suitcase across

Manhattan.
The studio gateman said: “Sorry, your

name’s not on the pass list.”

“But,” said I, “I’m to be the lead in the

new picture. I’m to do a scene today.”

He did some phoning, the result of which
was, “Sorry.”

I suppose I really appeared more tragic

than funny, for he phoned again and the

casting director, whom I had barely met,
came out, looking kindly and embarrassed,
and I caught snatches of: “Long distance

. . . called back . . . studio . . . new series

. . .
plane this morning.”

When the words stopped blurring in my
ears, and made a pattern, I asked, “Has
his plane left yet?”
The kind man from Casting reached the

director for me at the latter’s hotel.

“Yes, it’s true, Joe,” the phone said. “I’m
off the picture. Flying back this morning
to start a new series. And the new direc-

tor of this one has a choice of his own for

that lead. He’s announcing him in Holly-
wood today.”
Eager for a crumb of comfort, I finally

blurted, “How did I really look in that

test?”
“Well,” the director laughed in Jovian

good humor, “you did look a little funny,
Joe. Your head photographs a trifle egg-
shaped.”

E
GG-HEAD Joe dragged himself to Le-
nore’s apartment to break the dirge-

like news—and found kindness and faith,

as he would on other occasions.

I haven’t rattled off all this to ask you
to weep over Cotten. Far from it! Looking
back over it now, I think I see a socko
lesson for anybody: Don’t believe in luck.

We can wonder what would have hap-
pened if Mr. Belasco’s generous offer

of a juvenile lead had materialized. Would
I have made good, or was Cotten too green
to pick?
We don’t have to wonder what would

have happened if I had landed that early
movie lead; we can be sure. Remember,
I had had no professional acting experience
whatsoever, and here’s what I would have
come to Hollywood without: A year of

stock in Boston, which almost immediately
followed; the five Cotten Depression years,

with the iron self-discipline they made
necessary (put in eight hours a day when
you’re looking for a job; it’ll pay off in

five years and work’s a good habit—I wish
I could get over it)

;
several hundred radio

performances—mostly at twenty dollars

a throw—which I hated and despised, but
which later proved invaluable experience;
splendid training with Orson Welles in the
Mercury Theater and touring the country
with Kate Hepburn in the stage version of

“The Philadelphia Story”; and a parcel of

flop plays that neither you nor many other
people ever heard of—thank heaven!
Had I won that early movie lead I’d

have fizzled, either in that picture or soon
thereafter.

So, I ask you, how can we count on
luck as a factor in our fives when we can’t

even tell good luck from bad?
Trouble is, if you believe in good luck

you’ll believe in bad, and if you count on
the one or use the other as an alibi, better
start hunting for a diving suit, because
you’re sunk.

Did he say sunk? That’s what he said and
he knew what he was talking about

, for it

almost happened to him. In fact, before he
finally got where he is today he hit storms,

swift ‘Currents and riptides. But let Joe Cot-

ten tell you about it himself. You’ll find the

conclusion of this pungent story in July.
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It's Fun to Be Bracken

(Continued from page 39) to make twenty-
six pictures with the Kidc’ie Troupers.
After the fourth picture the Kiddie Troup-
ers went broke and this drove Bracken to

the stage, where he seemed to specialize in

playing child parts in flops.

B
RACKEN, who can’t remember or won’t
reveal how many engagement rings he

has bought for how many girls, is now
devoted to only five people. Number one
is his wife, Connie Nickerson, whom he
married when both were touring in a
George Abbott hit. Numbers two and
three are his daughters Judith Ann and
Caroline Jeanne. Numbers four and five

are Preston Sturges, Hollywood’s favorite
genius, and George Abbott, the Broadway
comedy producer.
Although Eddie may not be exactly de-

voted to his employers, Paramount, he is at
least docile now after a run-in in which he
tried desperately and youthfully to wash
himself out of movies. He caused the run-
in and now sunnily admits he was wrong.
When Buddy De Sylva was production
head of the studio, Buddy and business
boss Y. Frank Freeman ticketed Bracken
for a picture in which he was to play a
Frank Sinatra character—a crooner who
had given 125 per cent of himself to
various agents and managers. They told

Eddie that another voice would be dubbed
in for his.

Eddie yelped. Hadn’t he sung in some
of the best saloons on Queens Boulevard,
Queens? Hadn’t he been in the musical,
“Too Many Girls”? If he was to sing he’d
do his own singing—and, anyhow, he didn’t
like the whole idea.

Paramount said he’d have to do the pic-
ture anyway because it was already in the
works and a lot had been spent on it.

Bracken said he’d quit movies first—give
Paramount everything he had in payment
for a busted contract and go back to
Broadway. He did, too. He collected every
asset he owned—War Bonds, house deed,
bank book, jewelry, the works—and
dumped them on Freeman’s desk.
De Sylva soothed the seething comedian

with a concession: “You can make the
picture any way you want, but we must
make it. You can do the singing, even.
Think it over.”
On the way home to think it over he

got an idea. Suppose he did play this

Sinatra character—and suppose he got
Bing Crosby to dub in the voice? This
was a fine, funny notion, and Der Bingle
fell for it. The resultant picture is called

“Out Of This World” and Bracken is very
fond of it.

Speaking of assets, Eddie’s most useful
intangible one is his versatility as a
mimic—although he has never done any
mimicking for the screen. He likes to

take off radio commentators, being very
good on H. V. Kaltenborn; his Roosevelt
delivery is astonishing and his doing a
Betty Hutton was a tour de force.

You remember “The Miracle Of Morgan’s
Creek.” Well, in this Miss H. weeps more
than Camille and Mimi put together. One
day during the filming a sobbing sound
track was to be dubbed but Betty wasn’t
around. Eddie was, though, and he said,

“I’ll do it.” He emitted about seventy-five

feet of Hutton-like sobs and they fitted

the rest of the sound track perfectly.

Perhaps by way of getting even with Y.
Frank Freeman for the Sinatra sweat,
Bracken once put Y. Frank in an agony of

embarrassment in the presence of no less

than Attorney General Biddle. It was
this way:
Freeman likes to escort distinguished

visitors through the sound stages, and he
loves to put actors ( Continued on page 101)
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(Continued from page 98) on a spot. Par-
ticularly, he likes to top comedians. Taking
Mr. Biddle over the lot one day, he intro-

duced' Bracken and said, “Eddie, what was
it you were saying about the Attorney
General just the other day?”
Bracken protested that he hadn’t said

anything. “Oh, yes you did,” said Freeman.
“Last week you said something about him.”

Eddie, whose mind is lightning swift, fig-

ured oh, all right, if he wants to play we’ll

play. Assuming the manner and voice of

President Roosevelt, he said, “Oh, you
mean about Mr. Biddle in the White
House.” And in the F. D. R. tones he re-

lated a preposterous and hilarious libel

about the Attorney General. Everybody
howled, including Mr. Biddle—except Y.
Frank Freeman. He had met his match.
Another time, when the President was

scheduled to make a radio address, Eddie
made a nonsensical speech in the President’s
voice on his recording machine. Since the
talk was an important one and Hollywood
likes to keep its brain fixed on things of

consequence, De Sylva invited a lot of

Paramount talent to his office to listen

—

Crosby, Hope, Lamour, even Bracken.
The address began all right—and then

Bracken’s record was cut in. Eddie still

chortles when he thinks of the puzzled
looks as they heard the President dribble
off into nonsense and even use a shady
phrase or two. It took them a long time
to catch on.

B
RACKEN is grateful to George Abbott
for more than his first breaks on the

stage. George taught him to read.
The stage break came when one of

Eddie’s many flops turned out to be an im-
portant flop—Norman Bel Geddes’s drama
about structural steel workers, “Iron Man.”
Bracken—listed in the program as Edward
V. (for Vincent) Bracken—played a thirty-

five-year-old plumber.
Abbott thought this plumber character

would be just the man for the role of the
school commandant in a road company of

“Brother Rat,” so he sent for Eddie. His
astonishment was great when a baby-faced
boy of sixteen toddled into his office. Ab-
bott forgot about the commandant and
signed Bracken for the youngest role in

the play, Mistole Bottom. Later Eddie suc-
ceeded Frankie Albertson in the main role.

From there on he was an Abbott char-
acter. George’s daughter, Judith Ann (for

whom the first Bracken babe was named),
recalls that the young comedian had 3,000
pictures of himself printed, with his name
at the bottom, and would hand them to

anybody anywhere like a sandwich man
advertising pants to match your coat.

Abbott was interested in his young find
but thought his Astorian dialect and limit-
ed vocabulary could be improved. He sug-
gested that Eddie read, and broke him in

on the Reader’s Digest. Right now Bracken
is partial to Joseph Conrad—unabridged.
Judy Abbott, recalling the Bracken of

the touring days, says, “Eddie was always
getting engaged to somebody. He bought
more rings!” One of the girls he bought
a ring for was Connie Nickerson, his wife.
Connie has given up acting and even
turned down an offer from Preston Sturges
to play with her husband in “Hail The
Conquering Hero” because she thinks one
movie star is enough per family.

Bracken, the tireless kidder, can think
straight about himself. When Hollywood
tapped him he said he didn’t want too
much money—and he wasn’t crazy.

“I wanted to grow up in the movies,” he
says. “Look at Ezra Stone” (whom Eddie
succeeded as Henry Aldrich on the stage).
“Ezra went to Hollywood at a terrific salary
—and when his option came around they
couldn’t afford to take it up. I wanted to
start modestly and work up.”

Until final Victory, you may not alwa

find this delicious gum. Our fightir

tf-an, bach to School

o young and fresh • so pretty and gay

designed the SALLY MASON way.

You'll love them all.

At all Leading Stores Everywhere or write

Sally, iHasoft INC.

498 Seventh Avenue * New York 18, N.Y.

Your Choice for Quality, Today and Tomorrow
Sally Mason Blouses and Playsuits

can be admired, to51

It’s so easy to have soft, lustrous “Glover-
ized” hair that gives you the radiance of the
Stars! Famous since 1876, now you can have ALL THREE
Glover’s preparations—use them separately or together! Ask

at any Drug Store-or mail coupon today!

Glover’s, 101 W. 31st St„ Dept. 5S6. New York I, N. Y.

Send “Complete Trial Application” In three hermeti-
cally-sealed bottles, with informative booklet, as adver-

tised in plain wrapper by return mail. I enclose 25c.

• NAME.

ADDRESS
Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on receipt

of 10c for packing and postage.

TRIAL SIZE includes: GLOVER’S MANGE MEDICINE

-

recommended, with massage, for Dandruff, Annoying Scalp

and Excessive Falling Hair . . . GL0-VER Beauty Shampoo -

leaves hair soft, lustrous, manageable! GLOVER’S Imperial

Hair Dress — Non-alcoholic and Antisepticl A delightful “oil

treatment” for easy “finger tip” application at home. Each in

hermetically-sealed bottle

and special carton with
complete instructions and
FREE booklet, “The Sci-

entific Care of Scalp and
Hair.”

Apply, with massage, for

DANDRUFF, ANNOYING
and EXCESSIVE

FALLING HAIR.



PERFUME OF ENCHANTMENT

a woody scent .... blended of

Sandalwood and Amber, warm

and heady— subtle and distinctive.

Now he wants to be a writer, director
and producer, like Sturges. He will do
anything for his mentor, because Sturges
put him in the groove of being funny and
pathetic at the same time, and Sturges is

bringing him up. He explains to Eddie
exactly why he does everything he does
when he writes and shoots a picture. Les-
sons like that can’t be bought.
Bracken was born in Astoria and is all

Irish. His father worked for the East River
Gas Company and used to deliver kerosene
in a horse and wagon. The Brackens
weren’t exactly poor but they weren’t far
from it, and none of the kids got any
pampering. Later the father became a gas
company executive, but has retired now

—

but Mrs. Bracken, the mother, won’t quit.

She also worked for the gas company and
still does, although her son has bought his

parents a home and given them all the
money they need. Mom won’t stop work
because it’s too much fun and gives her a
chance to talk about her children.
There are two other sons—John Robert,

a Marine, and Joseph L. Jr., an Army ser-
geant in London.
Along with his dynamite screen com-

panion, Betty Hutton, Eddie is one of the
most indefatigable kidders and dashers-
around in Hollywood. Between shots on a
set he’ll do anything from talking a blue
streak to playing tag or wrestling. His
humor tends to jokes—good gags or anec-
dotes rather than practical jokes. He and
Sturges, who together know about all the
stories there are, endlessly torture Wil-
liam Demarest by killing the point of any-
thing Bill tries to tell.

Bracken doesn’t drink, doesn’t smoke,
hasn’t even smoked for a picture, is quietly
religious and is not the slightest bit pro-
fane. A friend once summed Eddie up this

way: “He would rather want what he has
than have what he wants.”
And that’s Bracken in a nutshell.

The End
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Letter from Lew Ayres

(Continued from page 29) and women
who worked and played with him re-

member him. For you see he never
seemed much different from anyone else

to those who knew him casually—just an
unusually good-looking lad, gay but rather

quiet, going about his business in a per-

fectly normal way, a great favorite at his

studio.

“And an artist to his fingertips,” says

Lionel Barrymore. “Never forget that.”

But all the time, underneath, this great

change was taking place.

Lew used to walk along the beach at

Malibu in the old days—-I think he was
married to the beautiful Lola Lane at

that time—and sometimes he’d stop and
come into the patio and talk for a while.

He always seemed to me rather shy, but
pleasant, and unusually well-mannered in

a town where I admit good manners are

not the rule. Reasonably intelligent.

More modest than most actors. Crazy
about music. His whole face would light

up when he talked about music and some-
times I thought that he had a little inner

regret that he had given up his musical
career to act—but I may be wrong.

POURING one of those talks on a hot
summer morning, I got my first

glimpse of the startling effect playing the

German boy soldier in “All Quiet On The
Western Front” had had upon his life and
soul. He said things that showed me the

picture hadn’t been just a picture to him

—

but a real and personal experience.

“Maybe that’s because I wasn’t an actor

at all,” he said. “I was a banjo player.

But they wanted an unknown for the part

and I was certainly that. Well, when I

read the book and then the script, I knew
darn well I couldn’t act it. I didn’t have
the ability or the training. So the only
answer was to be that boy. While we were
making the picture I came to know how
horrible war was, how useless, how de-
grading for everybody. I came to believe

that nothing justified killing your fellow

man. That part did things to me.”
It did, indeed. Having been what he

thought was that poor German soldier boy,

Lew absorbed a dream of the real brother-
hood of man, the Christian ideal of peace
to men of good will, and that dream kept
working in him always.
Harold Bucquet, the fine director who

made nine of the “Kildare” series, tells

me it was about that time that the young
actor began a serious study of astronomy.
Bought himself a giant telescope and
spent his evenings, and sometimes whole
nights, on the roof gazing at the stars.

Nobody noticed it much, but he began
to be something of a recluse. Until after

his divorce from Lola Lane when he fell

madly in love with Ginger Rogers.
In his wife, Lew found a girl whose own

creed was one of the practical everyday
use of the promises of Jesus. Without
talking much about it, they read together
the teachings of the Bible and the phi-
losophies of other mystics.

But—while Ginger kept her touch with
the world, Lew withdrew more and more.
The vision of devoting himself to religious

life, to actual service as a Christian min-
ister, dazzled him. Little by little, he gave
up the ordinary pleasures and the trifles

that so often go to make up everyday liv-

ing. For instance, it was about this time
that he foreswore meat and became a veg-
etarian. He couldn’t, he said, eat anything
that had once had life.

So he and Ginger separated and Lew
swept back to the heights and became a
national institution as young Dr. Kildare.

The emblem of all that a doctor means to

us in pain and fear.
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AN ADVERTISEMENT OF PEPSI-COLA COMPANY

“JVow don't move, darling—I want to remember you as you naturally are."

“The hoy played the part with such
sincerity/’ Lionel Barrymore says, “that I

think he himself forgot to make that sep-
aration, He tried to live the part off the
set as well as on and it was rather a fine

thing to watch.”
Meantime, it now seems, Lew was set-

ting things up so that there would be no
ties. He bought a beautiful motor court

for his father and mother, so that they
would always be taken care of; he set his

younger brother up in business. Mate-
rial success and possessions meant nothing
to him. All that life did mean to him, as

he showed plainly, was in his religion, in

the growing conviction that he wanted to

devote his life to it.

The war clouds were looming. Lew
startled the entire M-G-M lot by making
a really enormous contribution to the Red
Cross. As somebody told it to me, “We
were giving our little hundreds from a
sense of duty and probably squawking
about it at that, when suddenly Lew just

gave in the thousands and went around
with his face all lit up over being able

to give that much. He said it was the

best he could do for God’s work at the
moment.”

His feeling about medicine intensified

as he identified himself with the “Kildare”
role. When the war in Europe began, to

everybody’s amazement Lew Ayres was so
proficient in first aid that he was made
an instructor at once, and there are thou-
sands in Hollywood who went through his

hands. For months, we learned then, he
had been taking every available course in

first aid work so that he would be pre-
pared to serve when the need came.

Pearl Harbor struck him as it struck
all of us—but Lew Ayres was on a spot

then which makes me ache inside when
I think of it.

He stuck by what he believed,” Lionel

Barrymore says, “and, right or wrong,
that’s all a man can do. I don’t say he
was right. I simply say it took a high
brand of moral courage to live up to the
principles he had worked out for himself.

At that time I asked a lot of service men
how they felt about him and most of

them said, well, the guy’s doing what he
believes. You can’t blame him for that.”

J
UST the same, it was a shock. The very
respect and affection we’d given him

made it a terrible wallop when the story
broke that Lew Ayres wouldn’t fight. Dr.
Kildare—a conshie. It hurt.

If it hurt us, imagine what Lew Ayres
was going through, the man who was
ready to give up everything for his ideals.

“It was a sort of obsession with him,”
a close friend of his told me, “that one
subject of not killing for any reason what-
soever. I asked him once if the Japs
landed on the Pacific Coast and attacked
his father and mother in their peaceful
little motor court would he shoot. He
looked at me in anguish, and then he
shook his head. ‘I would give my life to

save theirs,’ he told me, ‘but I could not
shoot any living thing. I could not kill.’

”

On March 31, 1942, Lew Ayres, alone
and upon his honor, went to a camp for

conscientious objectors at Cascade Locks,
Oregon. A labor camp. Looked like an
ignominious end of Lew Ayres and I don’t

mind telling you that Hollywood felt a

little sick. There were many who didn’t

hesitate to use the words coward and yel-
low streak. Since then some of those self-

same people have decided he was just the
victim of bad handling at the time his

draft number came up, but their after-

thought was no help to the pain and loneli-

ness of the solitary figure on the platform
waiting for the train that morning.
Ten days later, Lew Ayres had begged

the Army for any kind of non-combatant
service overseas at the front, had offered
his extensive medical training for work in
ambulance or hospital units anywhere. . In
May the Army granted his request and
August saw him in Abilene, Texas, for his

basic training. That November he went
overseas and into a combat area where
he has been ever since. He went as a
medical orderly with the rating of a ser-
geant, but it wasn’t long before he came
in contact with a chaplain on the battle-
field and voluntarily surrendered his ser-
geant’s stripes to become the chaplain’s
assistant as a private. Soon, however, he
was again a sergeant.

I think it is plain how he earned a place
for himself in this work.
Only the other day I saw a letter from

a young Marine—a “walkie talkie” scout.
He died, that boy, at Leyte. But the last

letter he wrote home said, “I’m not afraid
to go. I wish I could tell you the care
Sergeant Ayres has taken of me. When
he speaks to me of God and of Our Fa-
ther’s loving care, I know that it is true.

Most of us have been afraid over here
some time or another. But he never is.

I would like to tell you if I had the right
words what he means to us and what I

have seen him do, only they are like

miracles and I guess if you didn’t see
them you would not believe them.”
The children of those desperate islands

in the Pacific who have known war and
nothing but war have experienced the
most they have ever known of kindliness
and care in the quiet-voiced chaplain’s
assistant with his tender, shining eyes.

From stretchers and from hospital beds
and from those terrible yet wonderful
places called front dressing stations, men
of the United States Armed Forces have
heard broken voices whisper for “Dr.
Kildare.” It is heart shaking to think that
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a character fashioned by Hollywood has
actually fought death and pain out there

in the person of this conscientious ob-
jector who has never hesitated in the
grimmest moments to carry the cup of

cold water forward. No service has been
too small, none too great.

But it is his latest letter, the one of which
I spoke at the beginning of this story,

which I want to share with you. Remem-
ber as you read by whom it was written.

“I’m only too happy, Adela, to comply
in any measure I’m able with what you
said in your letter about words from the
war zone—about some new truth or rather
proof of an old one. I think you men-
tioned how much people needed proof
that there is a very present help in

trouble.

“It’s difficult and I do not know that

what I say will be what you want. Cer-
tainly I have no new truths—nor do I

find them necessary since in my opinion
Christ, long ago, brought us the Truth in

its entirety. The full light needed to dis-

pel forever humanity’s spiritual darkness.
“Why should we be given new truths

when we have never, most of us, tried the
old ones?
“The best we can do, I or anyone, is to

add our small personal testimony of all it

can mean when we turn to it and try it,

our own encouragement in the illustration

we have seen and known, but that we are
commanded to do.

“As for me and what I believe is proof,

the stark logic and overpowering wisdom
of Christ’s every utterance are proof in-

carnate if once we begin in the littlest way
to obey them as a way of life. If more
is required, each of us will find the proof
and the joy only as we ‘seek, knock and
ask.’ The Gospel message is just that

—

it is ‘a way,’ A path we can enter when
we will and each must tread it for him-

self. If the beauty and grandeur and in-

finite promise of those immortal loving

words falls with conviction and is accepted
by any hungry, yearning soul—the proofs

will pile up and increase. I have seen it

over and over and over out here.

“Let us then seek the emotional inspira-

tion of His presence by offering Him just

one thing—an open heart. Accept life as

it is. Ponder it and try to see God’s great

purpose back of all before it is distorted

by the selfishness of man.
“We are always trying to pass the buck

to God. We are always blaming Him for

what happens when we have forgotten
to obey, forgotten to pray, forgotten to

turn to Him. The commands and prom-
ises are so simple. They go hand in hand.
“Trust in the Lord and do good; so shall

He bring it to pass. Commit thy ways
unto Him and He shall direct thy path.’

“Many of us out here have attempted
in our travail and danger to obey and He
has directed our paths.

“We know now that those who follow
His magnificent and simple teachings have
and do find the answer to all the human
heart has ever sought. I have heard many
a man testify to that. We have found Him
the one eternal oasis amid a worldly des-
ert of suffering, loneliness and despair.
“But we must seek that oasis—and so

often we pass it by. It is an oasis built

on the logic of science—the intelligence of

its ethics—and the consuming power of an
all-embracing Love. The Love is always
there. It is we who walk by choice of

our own outside of its healing and inspir-
ing glory.

“One thing more. As to the social im-
plications of Christian ethics. Can any-
one doubt that the admonitions given so
long ago regarding ‘love one another’ and
the true brotherhood of man must be pres-
ent in our hearts to bring about the miracle

of permanent world peace? What ways
shall be used to achieve it I do not know.
This I do—the pattern must be within
our own souls, the pattern of brotherly
love, before we can erect the stately and
blessed edifice of peace.

“We’ve preached long enough. The
world could use a good, positive affirma-

tive demonstration. Who can tell? The
men here have learned to pray actively

as part of their very existence. If enough
of us, who feel strongly on the subject
and know that there is a Divine Power,
make a concerted, unified effort for Peace
—well, not that I say a truly brotherly
world is immediately probable, not at least

from where I’m sitting now—but I have
confidence in God’s abiding wisdom and
power if we will place ourselves in tune
with it and with Him. Ultimately His Cre-
ation will not fail. But each of us must
look into his own heart and be worthy.

“Listen. We cannot hear Him if we ao
not listen. I can tell you that even when
the roar of guns is loudest, the scream of

shells straight out of hell, the thunder of

bombs shaking the earth—I can tell you
that when we here have listened we have
heard above it all the still small voice.”

There is the testimony. As best he
knows how by deed and now by word,
Lew Ayres bears witness to that faith

which is within him.
He has said when he comes home he will

enter the Presbyterian Theological School
to train for the ministry. Somehow, I

wish that he would come back into pic-

tures and carry on his ministry there. He
belongs to us there, it seems to me. Per-
haps Dr. Kildare could come back from
the war as a Christian minister—on the
screen as well as off. Otherwise how can
enough of us catch the truly great mes-
sage he has to give?

The End
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Here Comes the Bride
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(Continued from page 61 ) days are as long
as the nights.

Take Judy Garland and Dave Rose, Joan
Crawford and Franchot Tone, Victor Ma-
ture and Martha Kemp, Lana Turner and
Steve Crane—to name a few who courted
in night clubs and divorced before their
wedding rings had lost that shiny look.
More often than not the incidents which

arise from Hollywood weddings are amus-
ing. Like that story about the wedding
of a young contract player and a national
figure. The bride rented the luxurious
mink coat she wore to the wedding, ac-
cording to the local furrier who is now
trying to sell the coat—for its romantic
fame as well as its natural beauty.

£ ERTAINLY Hollywood is the number
one city in elopements—and in utter

strangers marrying because they get that
certain feeling. Some of the strangers
make brilliantly happy couples. Others
make blood-thirsty adversaries. Take the
fascinating case of Mary Martin. Mary and
her husband, Dick Halliday, had met often
at large dinner parties, each always
accompanied by another; and each speaking
only two words to each other, which were
“Hello” and “Good-by.” One night, how-
ever, after six months of a bowing ac-
quaintance, Dick asked Mary out to din-
ner alone. By the salad course he had pre-
sented her with a friendship ring (two
clasped hands in silver). By dessert, he’d
proposed—and she’d accepted! They eloped
that night right after their coffee, and the
marriage is one of the happiest in America.
Not that it didn’t have its Hollywood

problems, solved by Mary in a typically

Hollywood manner. The main problem
was that three months after they’d mar-
ried, they knew each other almost as lit-

tle as they had when she received the
friendship ring. She worked all day from
dawn. He worked in his agency all day
until late at night; and by the time he got
home she was asleep for the next day’s
cameras. Naturally, they became more
than strangers; when their paths occasion-
ally crossed at home they snapped at each
other instead of smiling. Mary, desperate-
ly unhappy over the situation, finally

asked the nearest wise man she knew

—

Jack Benny, with whom she was acting
in a boat scene for one of their pictures.

Jack gave her the right answer to her
problem, after looking thoughtfully at the
boat in which they were both sitting:

“Take him away where no one can
bother you, and get to know each other.

Take him on a chartered boat!”
The minute the picture was ended, Mary

• and Dick anchored off Catalina Island for

two weeks and discovered they liked as

well as loved each other. Their marriage
has stood sound and solid ever since.

Another hasty marriage which has man-
aged to hold together is that of one of our
most famous foreign romancers and his

beautiful wife. He married her originally

to spite the girl who had jilted him to

marry an American cowboy actor. This
Romeo and his wife have been anything
but ecstatically happy and for a long time
each has gone his own way. Never any
battles though, and they’ll probably go on
as Mr. and Mrs. until the end of time. It’s

easy to be polite when nobody cares.

One of the most delightful Hollywood
elopement stories is that of Kay Kyser and
Georgia Carroll. Kay had been suggesting
marriage for some months in a round-
about way; but each time Georgia put him
off in an equally round-about manner.
Finally Kay decided to take vigorous ac-
tion—which he certainly did.

He and Georgia were up in Santa Bar-
bara for a show. After the show they
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got back into his car for the drive back
to Hollywood—and then it was that some-
thing like this dialogue took place!

Kay: “Georgia—let’s get married. Right
now!”

Georgia: “But Kay . . . we’d be over-
night and I haven’t got a toothbrush.”
Kay: “I got you one—right here in the

back of the car!” (Proving it with three
new toothbrushes.)

Georgia: “But, Kay ... I haven’t got a
nightdress.”

Kay: “I have one for you—right here
in the back of the car!” (Proving it

—

with a lacy blue number.)
Georgia: “Oh. Well, but Kay ... I

haven’t any make-up. . .
.”

Kay: “I have it for you—right here!”
(Proving it—with a make-up kit that

would warm any girl’s heart.)

Georgia: “Yes, but Kay . . . you know
how hard hotel rooms are to get these
days. Where would we stay?”
Kay: “I have that too—a bridal suite.”

With that Georgia said nothing more.
She just looked diffidently out of the car.

Deciding not to press her any more
Kay stepped on the gas and headed silent-

ly for the nearest Justice of the Peace.
They were bowling along, far too fast in

Kay’s excitement, when a motorcop ap-
peared out of hiding and tore after them
with his siren going full blast. He roared
Kay’s car over to the side of the road and
advanced belligerently on them. “Just
where,” he snarled, “do you two think
you’re going so fast?”
Now it was Kay’s turn to stammer.

‘Well . . .” he said uneasily. Then he
stopped and looked plaintively at Georgia.
And Georgia turned to look squarely at

the cop. When she spoke her voice had
a new decisiveness. “We are going to get
married!” Which was the first admission
she had made to Kay that she had accepted.

So he planted an ecstatic kiss on her,
the cop melted and gave them an uproari-
ous escort all the way to the Justice’s
house . . and here is one marriage that
has all the earmarks of a happy one

—

typically Hollywood or not!

S
OMETIMES Hollywood elopements
which seem to be unforgivably impul-

sive are nothing of the kind—only a sudden
climax to an old romance.
There’s Lee Bowman and Helene Ros-

son, who had been openly in love for
two years; but whenever the subject
of marriage arose they quarreled. Lee
preferred living in an apartment—Helene
insisted on a house. There was also the
question of his career. He felt he’d have
a far better chance to make the grade
if he remained a romantic bachelor. On
these rocks the romance finally smashed
up, apparently for keeps.
For six months they saw other people but

never each other. Then one night Constance
Moore and Johnny Maschio gave a party
and asked both Lee and Helene separately.
Nobody at that party has ever forgotten
what happened. Lee saw Helene across the
room, and both of them stared at each other
as if they were alone on a desert. Then,
as if drawn by a magnet, they moved to
each other and disappeared through the
library door. Lee and Helene talked seri-
ously, intensely, steadily—and that night
they eloped (P.S. Not only has this been
a sensationally happy marriage blessed
with a recent baby, but since Lee became
a husband and a father he also has be-
come a big star; after ten years of trying.
And he not only likes their house—he
loves it!)

The wedding march is Hollywood’s fa-
vorite tune. Not only in June but in every
month in the year starry voices rejoice to
sing, “Here comes the bride. . .

.”

The End
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(Continued from page 62) see me. Help
was hard to get, so my husband stayed
away from work to care for me and for

our two- children. Now, when my sister’s

baby is sick, she expects to move in on us
so that I can take care of him, and she
expects my husband to buy the medicine.

I am fond of my sisters and I don’t want
to hurt or anger them. How can I make
them realize that I have my own family to

care for, so can’t be always at their service?
Martha S.

Dear Mrs. S:
Week in and week out I receive let-

ters from conscientious older members
of a family, explaining a quandary simi-
lar to yours. It would seem that once an
older brother or sister assumes the re-

sponsibility for the welfare of the family,
that responsibility exists indefinitely.

You should have a frank talk with
your sisters. Be as sweet as you can and
choose your words carefully so as not to

hurt their feelings, but be firm, too.

Point out that your first obligation is

to your family—that you want to help
whenever it is possible, but emphasise
the fact that you will offer that help at

the time and in the degree you can ar-

range.
Don’t let the family meeting degener-

ate into one of those bitter talks in which
each of you brings up long dead moments
of antagonism ; don’t enumerate the
kindnesses you have done each other in

the past. Quietly make the statement
that what has happened is a closed chap-
ter, and a netc story is beginning. In this

volume you are to run your own life,

and your sisters are to run theirs. No one
is to expect anything of the other, but

What Should I Do?

each is to do what she can, when she can.
Having delivered your ultimatum,

whatever you do, make it stick. Don’t
relent even slightly, or you’ll be back in
the same old state of martyrdom,

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
My appearance is forbiddingly intellec-

tual and, despite the fact that I have a
perfectly human sense of humor and love
for dancing and fun, this reputation for

bookish stuffiness has cost me desired
popularity. While I have a certain num-
ber of friends, I can’t get across to the
masses of people that I am a “reg’lar

fellow.” I win contests and nominations,
but never a popular election.

Since I plan to attend college in this

same town, my bookworm title goes
with me. I am not the sort who is shocked
at couples on park benches! I, rather
wistfully, wish I were there myself.
How does an intellectual disguise her

intellectuality? Or should she?
Hertha N.

Dear Miss N:
Sometimes I wonder •/ the popularity

ideas of the average high-school girl

aren’t gathered from scenes in motion
pictures. One scene that appears to be
repeated regularly shows a girl descend-
ing the main building steps and bursting
into song. The entire school surrounds
her, joining in on the chorus. To the
best of my knowledge, this tableau has
never taken place in real life.

Popularity is always comparative. Each
of us appeals to certain persons, while
holding no attraction for others. Among
your acquaintances, there must be many

who admire your intellectuality and en-
joy being with you because of it.

However, if you still wish to adopt a
personality not entirely natural to you,
why not become, consciously, an actress?
Nearly everyone adapts himself more or
less to the company in which he finds
himself. If you are in a jive group, you
are surely clever enough to know as many
or more hep phrases than they do, and
to use them to advantage.

However, I’m willing to make a small
bet that, after experimenting, you will

return to your original “intellectuality.”
Only by embracing your own individual-
ity will you make truly comfortable
friends, or will your abilities flow • into

deeply successful channels.
Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I was roller-skating one night and I

happened to meet a girl who was with a

sailor friend of mine, but being she was
so cute, I made a date to take her skating
the next night. Then we had a date every
night for three weeks. I met her father

and mother who seemed to be very nice
folks. They were swell to me, asked me
to stay to dinner several times. You can
imagine how surprised I was when, the
night before 1 was inducted, I began to

talk seriously and this girl told me she was
already married to a soldier.

I went off to boot camp, feeling pretty

sick about it. She didn’t write, but I had
a letter from my brother who had met
this girl on the street. She told my brother
that her husband was on embarkation
leave and had treated her like a queen, so

she was more in love with him than ever.

When I got my boot leave I went home,



and by chance ran into her in a drug-
store. She came over and invited me to

her parent’s house for Christmas dinner,

so, being as I loved her so much, I accepted
the invitation. Later that evening I took
her to a cafe and asked her if she had
told her husband about us and she said

no. But she said she thought a lot of me
and wanted to be with me as -much as

possible while I was home.
I had been back at my station only a

short time when she wrote to say she
was going to have a baby. I wrote and
asked her if she was going to divorce her
husband, so I could marry her, but she
answered that she had told her husband
the baby was his.

I don’t want to cause her any trouble
but I want the baby for my own. She says
she doesn’t know whether she loves her
husband or me. Well, however that is,

I want that baby, as I know it is mine.
A baby has a right to have its own father.

David R.

Dear Mr. R:
Will you forgive me if I tell you frank-

ly that I think you should forget this

girl? If I may judge from your letter,

you are too fine a person to be distressed

by this situation. It would be entirely dif-

ferent if you could be positive in your
heart that this child is yours, and that
this girl had been true to you.

Remember, you met her—when she
was married—in company of another
sailor. You and her husband may not
be the only men in her life, and if she
is capable of deceiving you repeatedly,
as indicated by her letters and the con-
flicting stories she has told others, she is

probably misleading you, too.

I cannot, of course, give you legal ad-
vice, but my understanding is that the
law looks upon a child born in ivedlock

as the offspring of the husband.
The world is filled with sweet and hon-

orable girls. You deserve one of the best,

and if you will eliminate this girl from
your list of correspondents and from your
life, you will meet someone who can give
you the clean happiness you deserve.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
On my sixteenth birthday Mother and

Dad gave me a car but the rule was that
I wasn’t to take it out of town. While the
folks were back east visiting my brother,
I saw a way to go to football game that
our school was playing. We stayed out of

school for the day.
The boy I was with was home on leave

from the Navy. Once before I had asked
my folks to let me marry him, but they
said no—I was too young. Anyhow, this

boy and I slipped over the state line and
got married. We haven’t told Mother
and Dad for fear they will have it annulled.
As a result of this fling I lost the use

of my car. The school wasn’t long in

informing the folks that I had played
hooky. Dad says that when I learn a little

sense he will let me have it back. I try to

talk him out of it, but I get nowhere.
I am sorry for everything but my mar-

riage and nobody knows about that yet.

If they had been reasonable they could
have seen me married. But, gee, I want
my car back so that’s why I’m writing to

you. Can you give me any suggestion as to

how to go about making my Dad see that I

won’t make the same mistake again?
Toni J.

Dear Miss J:
I'm quite sure that, when your father

deems the proper time has come, you will

get your car back.
The car situation seems to me to be

a very minor problem. What appalls me
is the fact that you apparently intend
to keep the fact of your marriage secret.

If you really want my advice it is this:

Tell your father and mother at once that
you are married. Honesty at this time
will save you heartache later because a
secret of this kind has a way of making
itself known. I don’t want to seem stuffy
to you, but the momentous truth is that
marriage is not a funny school-girl prank;
it’s a solemn social institution, involving
serious responsibility.

Your parents have a right to know
that you have taken this step.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am a kid of 18 in the Navy overseas.

I am madly in love with a girl back home,
but I am not sure she loves me. She says
she does, but I have had letters from
friends that lead me to believe otherwise.
The other day I wrote her a letter and

asked her to marry me after the war.
The answer was that she loved me and
wanted to make me happy, but she said
she couldn’t trust herself, since she had
such a changeable mind. But if I would
be willing to take the chance on marrying
her after what I know about her, then she
would be willing to take the chance, too.

She writes me constantly about the
dances and parties that she is invited to,

and about dancing with service men. Still,

she only loves me, she says.

Would it be better to forget about her?
Or would it be all right to go ahead and
plan what I have been looking forward to?

Sam de L.

Dear Mr. de L:
I think you are too young to be so

serious, particularly since you are so far
away. By all means continue to make
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plans—If they do work out, you will have
perfected them in advance. If they don’t
ivork out, you will have had the fun of
dreaming.

It’s only natural for a girl (who is

probably acting as junior hostess in some
canteen) to dance with service men. If
you were here and she were serving over-
seas, I imagine that you’d do the same
thing, yet it would be possible for you to
dance with hundreds of girls and still be
in love with your sweetheart.
My philosophy for such a situation is

a large application of patience. When
it is physically impossible for you to
change a situation (you can’t resume nor-
mal life until the tear is over) the only
thing to do is to be philosophical. Keep
an open mind. Don’t fret. Take this
experience in stride. A little love-sickness
is supposed to improve one’s character.

Claudette Colbert

Dear Miss Colbert:
I am eighteen and considered attractive.

Last year I started to date for the first time
and I began to associate with the wrong
bunch, who were older and had cars.

I
,
was terribly thrilled when a certain

boy started dating me although I should
have known better because he had a repu-
tation for being “very tough.” When I dis-
covered that I was pregnant I was only a
junior in high school. I wanted very much
to finish that year, and our school principal
said he would do all he could to keep me in

school the rest of that term. I had been
much respected and my misfortunte sur-
prised and shocked everyone.
However, I had one faithful friend who

helped me through that term. Last sum-
mer my baby was born but lived only two
days. That fall the principal sent word that
if I had enough courage to face my problem
I could come back to school and graduate.
Everyone has been tactful and has treated
me as if nothing had happened.

I have a sweetheart whom I knew for a
year before all this trouble arose. He is

now in England in the Army. I have never
told him anything about what happened.
He says repeatedly in his letters that he
loves me.
Should I write and tell him everything,

or should I wait until he comes home?
My best friend advises me to wait until

he comes home and find out if he intends
to marry me. In that case, she thinks I

should tell, but not otherwise.
Albertine O.

Dear Miss O:
First, I want to say that I admire ,

deeply and sincerely, the wisdom of your
school teachers. In the many months that

I have been reading distressed letters

from girls who have faced a problem like

yours, I believe yours is the only case
history indicating that real intelligence
has been brought, by older persons, to

the problem. You have been extremely
fortunate to be surrounded by school au-
thorities of such wisdom, and to have
a girl friend like the one you mention.

I agree with her. There is no reason
to reveal the story of your life to this

boy until he returns and indicates that

he wants to marry you. In the past of
nearly everyone there is some secret—
minor or great—that is guarded from
the cold eyes of the casual acquaintance.
There is no point in revealing that secret

to anyone but the person with whom you
intend to spend the rest of your life.

In closing, I want you to know that I

think you have shown great courage in

facing your problem. I hope that, in the
future, you will attain great happiness,
and that—when mature—you will make
it a rule of your life to help other un-
fortunate girls.

Claudette Colbert
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Shy Girl with Nerve

(Continued from page 59) quips “showing
off,” she admits now, ruefully. An older

boy who was the unwitting object of her
youthful affections at the time, said quite

loudly, “I detest silly girls!”

Eleanor wilted. She almost reeled. “He
meant me,” she told herself. It did some-
thing to her. All through high school she
hid herself inside a rigid little shell of re-

serve. She was miserable, unsure of her-
self, afraid of being hurt like that again.

She was never gay, never indulged in any
of the forms of self-expression which were
giving her classmates fun and joy and
growth. And her passion to be an actress

grew and grew, although no one knew
it for a long time except her wise and un-
derstanding mother.

“If you want it enough and work hard
enough for it, it will come,” her mother
used to tell her. And she arranged for

Eleanor to have dancing lessons and voice
lessons and all the other opportunities she
might need for her heart’s desire. Later
on, her father was equally sympathetic. He
was head of the mathematics department
of Cleveland’s Glenville High School and,
although it must have put a strain on his

budget, he was determined that his son
and his two daughters should have what-
ever training and preparation they needed
for the careers they planned, themselves.

So, when Eleanor was graduated from
high school, she went on to study at

Martha’s Vineyard. She earned part of her
way there, working as a waitress. “All

I can remember about being there was
work . . . work . . . work.” But her father
paid her expenses when she came on to

study at the famous Pasadena Community
Theatre. She planned to pay her father
back with interest, someday. Then he
could retire.

\A/HEN she was nineteen (a little over
' ” three years ago) a talent scout tapped
her in a performance at Pasadena. She was
under contract to a major studio! Her
dreams were beginning to come true. But
there was still that strange, persistent fear

and distrust of people . . . any people . . .

no matter how much they tried to help her.

“She won’t help us to help her!” her com-
panions at the studio complained.
She bought a little house in the Valley

and continued her lonely, withdrawn exis-
tence, working at her career, until one
day, while she was playing in “Mission To
Moscow,” someone brought an Army medi-
cal officer to visit the set. His name was
Lieutenant Fred Losee and he was an aural
surgeon, stationed at San Diego. They had
lunch together and she concluded, “He’s
the most conceited man I’ve ever met!” A
little later they had dinner together and
she gasped to herself, “I’m going to marry
him! I know I am!”
And she did. They had two months to-

gether—as together as two people can be
when one is in the Army and the other is

a rising and busy Hollywood actress. Then
he went overseas.
Warners wanted to remake “Of Human

Bondage” and had discussed it with Ed-
mund Goulding. Goulding was depressed.
“Why even talk about it?” he demanded.
“There’s only one actress in a generation
who can do it . . . and it hasn’t been a
generation since Bette Davis did it.” He
decided he’d go back to New York and
relax until the whole thing blew over. If

the truth must be known, he wasn’t even
enthusiastic about testing Eleanor. They
sort of did it behind his back and then
showed the test to him. He was electrified.

“The girl has the greatest pure native talent
since the young Garbo,” he pronounced.

Eleanor found herself playing Mildred in
“Of Human Bondage.”
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“1 was never frightened or nervous about
it for one moment,” she says now. “I knew
it was right. I knew this was what I had
been working for. Besides, Mr. Goulding
knew it even harder than I did. He never
said, ‘Do this ... or that.’ He said, ‘We’ll

do it together . . . like this . . . perhaps . .
.’

This was the thing I had been waiting for

since I was nine and the kids teased me.
I felt nothing but serenity and satisfaction

and . . at long last . . . sureness.”
She continued to feel these nice things,

even when her appendix began to mis-
behave while she was working in the pic-
ture. It began to be a touch-and-go mat-
ter, whether she could finish or not before
they had to operate. Her husband came
home on leave just then, too, and they
decided, without dramatics, that their mar-
riage had been an impulsive mistake and
that they had best terminate it.

At the picture’s end she went to the
hospital for her operation and she says
now that she had time, while she was
recuperating, to think things over, sort

them out and clarify in her own mind
“simply everything.”
Suddenly she was free . . free of the

pain that had plagued her, free of con-
stricting and puzzling emotional entangle-
ments, free of the fear of failure and the
fear of people. For the first time in her
life she was completely sure of herself.

“I lay there in the hospital and sorted
out my life, found my objectives . . . formed
a sort of pattern. I felt wonderful!”

W HEN she was well again and returned
to the studio, people found it difficult

to recognize this gay, cheerful, friendly girl

who had once been sullen, irritable, almost
impossible to know. Now she mingled,
made friends, invited people to lunch, be-
came the most co-operative of actresses
about photographs, interviews, fittings. And
she smiled constantly. She had lost her
fear of life and of strangers, her fear of
her own shortcomings.
“But even then I didn’t know exactly

—

concretely—what I wanted, except in my
work. That took form one day in a soda
fountain in Toluca Lake! From way back
I had worshipped Janet Gaynor on the
screen. Well, I was sitting at the soda
fountain, drinking a coke one day when
Janet came in with her little boy. I

gasped. I longed to speak to her but I

didn’t quite dare. But she smiled at me
and I couldn’t have been more delighted
if I had never seen an actress before.
“She looked so serene and lovely, just

as I had known she would. But then I

knew suddenly exactly what I wanted
from life. I wanted to work, as she did,

until I reached my peak. Then I wanted
to do as she had done—retire, marry and
have children. It seems to me she has
reached perfection in her career and in her
private life. I want perfection, too.

“A career isn’t enough for any woman,
no matter how long she has wanted it and
worked for it, or what she achieves. A
home and family are necessities. I’m lone-
ly when I go home to my little house.
There is a great lack there. But it’s—well
—a healthy sort of loneliness, I guess. It’s

being lonely for the normal, natural things.

And I know now that they will come.”
The “little house” is a smallish bungalow

with a garden around it. After she ac-
quired it, it was some time before she
could consider it even partially furnished,

she was so busy. She invited her entire

family—father, mother, sister, brother and
small niece—to visit her the first summer
she owned the house, before she had even
bought any rugs.

Now, she says, nothing in her house has
any real relation to anything else. Her
method has been to drop into a furniture

store or an antique shop and decide, sud-
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denly, “I like that. I’ll have it.” In that

manner she has acquired chairs, tables,

. settees and an enormous four-poster bed.

This has a wooden frame above it to ac-

commodate a canopy and not long ago her
housekeeper became so depressed at this

bare structure towering above the sleeping

Eleanor that she had it removed. Eleanor
wailed, “I have to have the frame up there.

Even if I haven’t a lovely, ruffled canopy

—

yet—I can lie here and imagine how it will

look when I get it. Give me back my
frame!” So back it went and there it still

is, stark and undraped.

S
HE frequently buys things because they
are red—or white—or blue. Those colors

stimulate her and she likes them in furni-

ture and in clothes. A bright red chair or a

blue sweater give her equal pleasure.

She subscribes to all manner of maga-
zines about houses and she clips, somewhat
haphazardly, everything she can find that

has to do with a large, sprawling ranch
house type of dwelling and pastes it in a

book. She wants a “spread-out sort of

home with big fireplaces and lots of ground
around it and huge windows to look out
on the trees and grass and sunlight”—some-
day. Then she will give her present house
to her father and mother. She will give
them a car, too And—her favorite dream!
—she will buy her mother a really won-
derful fur coat.

Just now she lives with the housekeeper,
“who is rather like a mother,” and an old
friend from Cleveland, a girl with whom
she went to school, who is studying voice.

She likes to wear slacks (red, white or
blue ones) and sweaters. She likes tai-

lored suits and slim, plain evening frocks.

She has a fine collection of records, in-

cluding almost every type of music. She
thinks, with Lawrence Tibbett, that there
is no “bad kind” of music.
After she came out of her shell and

began to feel, as she puts it, “alive and
real,” she discovered a hobby. She bought
herself a drawing board and began to

sketch. She has had no instruction. She
doesn’t know whether what she draws is

good or bad. But she loves doing it. It

lifts her out of herself and relaxes her.

She finds herself being actually grateful
for things which might have caused her
acute woe a few years ago. For instance,

she worried for a long time over the fact

that she had strained her voice, weakened
it so that occasionally it fails her com-
pletely. Now she realizes that that voice
strain gave her the “throaty” quality
which is so valuable to her now.
She is grateful for the fact that for the

first time since she can remember, she
actually, definitely enjoys eating. “Before
my operation, it was so difficult for me to

force myself to take food that I knew I had
to have,” she says. “I can’t tell you what
an interesting experience it is to be really

hungry, to look forward to a meal. Cer-
tainly that’s a simple, fundamental pleas-
ure for most people. You can’t know what
an important pleasure it is unless you’ve
been deprived of it!”

There are other things—niceties of living,

exciting experiences with clothes, food,

parties, people, entertainment—that she
thinks she will learn to enjoy in a dis-

criminating manner, when she has time,

when she can cease to concentrate so com-
pletely on the actual business at hand. She
looks forward to these things, looks for-
ward to enlarging her capacity for enjoy-
ment. Most of all, she looks forward to

being friends with lots of people.

Oh, yes! One of her very first fan letters

was from that smug “older boy,” the one
who called her a “silly girl.” He took it all

back. “But,” Eleanor admits now, “d’you
know, I’m still a little bit afraid of him!”

The End
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"Every Time I Leave You
—

"

(Continued from page 47) imagine,” Marie
answered defensively.
To prove to one another that they were

not on any merry-go-round—for what
reason they never will understand—they
made a date for the following Wednesday.
Ever since, spending virtually every hour
of their spare time together—and com-
paratively quietly—they have been happier
than ever before.
Their first date was a party. At mid-

night Marie suggested they go home. She
knew Vic, who tested planes for Lockheed,
must be up early. “You need your sleep,”

she told him. That sold “hard-boiled”
Orsatti. No other girl had ever worried
about his sleep. And two months later,

on January 10, 1943, in the early part of
the new year, Marie, the former Powers
model, married a man she had known a
long time who had dark eyes, dark hair
and a dark complexion.

T
HEY thought if they went to Reno they
would have a good chance of being mar-

ried quietly, without benefit of reporters
and photographers; as quietly as Marie
might have been married if she never had
left Burgin, Kentucky, or Yonkers, New
York, where she subsequently lived. When,
on the train, they spied Bill Thomas and •

Richard Arlen they ducked behind news-
papers. Five minutes later, however, the
tram loud speaker bellowed, “Will Vic
Orsatti please see Bill Thomas in Car So
and So!”
“We won’t butt in,” Bill and Dick prom-

ised. “But we didn’t want you to think you
were putting anything over on us. We’re
not surprised. And we hope you don’t
expect anyone else to be. Also, you may
as well know we’re joining the Pine Com-
pany at Reno for location shots for ‘Alaska
Highway.’ ”

Vic had thought of everything. He had
arranged for them to be married in a little

white parsonage which stood at the end of

a dirt road beside a babbling brook with
snow-covered mountains in the distance.

On the parsonage hearth a fire was blazing.

There were white candles. Flowers were
everywhere. Vic had thought of every-
thing— except a little thing like a marriage
license. They ' had to drive all the way
back to. City Hall for it. There photog-
raphers and reporters were waiting. “We
knew you’d have to come here, sooner or
later,” they said. “Hey, Marie, stand a little

closer to Vic, please. And how’s about that
big grin, Vic!”

Late that afternoon when Vic and Marie
returned to the hotel to register as Mr. and
Mrs. Victor Orsatti they found the Pine
Company shooting craps in the bar.

“Let the bride roll!” someone called. Marie,
starry-eyed, rolled thirteen straight passes.

Everyone was with her, financially and
verbally, except the character actor. “I

don’t put my money on any dame that’s

just been married,” he insisted. When the
cup passed to Vic this man changed his

tune. “All my money on the groom!” he
cried. Vic rolled snake eyes. “No brandy,”
advised Marie, fresh from a nurse’s aide
course, kneeling beside the character
actor’s prostrate form. “It might be his

heart. Bring water!”
He came around finally and Vic walked

to the elevator with Marie as she went up-
stairs to change for dinner. “There’s some-
thing about you, Baby,” he said, grinning.
“When you’re around life’s never dull cer-
tainly!”

“Complaining—already?” she asked.
She thought nothing of the man who got

off the elevator and walked behind her
down the hall, until out of the corner of

one very large, very blue eye she saw he
meant to overtake her. She increased her

GIRLS—Here is the perfect way to block
your sweater. Simply wash sweater, roll in

towel, then place on dryer. ..Whip or pin
around sleeves, neck and bottom and hang
up to dry. Well made of plywood, with wa-
terproof finish. Movable arms. Will not

warp. Sizes 34-36-38-40,12.10 each, post

age prepaid. Check or money order. Sock
dryers—sizes 10 - 10 -11-11}-^ - 12, $1.10

per pair. Anklet dryers— sizes 814-9-9/4-
1 0, 9 5 c a pair. West ofMississippi, add 25c on

sweater dryer, and 10c on sock and anklet dry-

ers, forpostage. HOME PRODUCTS COMPANY
Dept. P, Box 247, High Point, N. C.

£0* <&fi f&o*e

For finest dresses and
negligees, the most dis-

criminating women are

. delighted to use Sachet
Hangers by Parfait. Ex-

quisitely perfect in every
detail—of shirred Rayon
Satin in pink or blue

—

and pleasingly scented

with the special Parfait

long-lasting fragrance.
Two in a lovely box .

.

$2.30. (Other numbers
at $1.73 and $2.00 per

pr.) Ask at your favorite

notions counter today.

CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS

Exclusive Sales Agency for Parfait, Inc »

114



‘PuMm
HAIR

made lovely again

You can do much more with

your hair, your hair can do

much more for you .

.

after an Admiracion shampoo. Good*

bye hair problem ! Dirt, loose

dandruff, soap film float away . . .>

leaving all your hair's

natural, shining softness.

flomiRacion

genuine

REMEMBRANCE

LOCKET

'"GIVEN
Dainty, 2-tone
REMEMBRANCE
LOCKET with

space for pictures of loved
ones—GIVEN for promptness
with your order for both
Rings. Send today.

EMPI

OND
Enjoy

il ri
a
c
ri
h
ng

sparkling genuine Diamond
Rings. Engagement ring set

with flashing Rose cut dia-
mond solitaire.
10K yellow gold
wedding ring is

set with 3 genu-
ine chip D i a -

monds. Send for
both Rings today
and accept them
on 10 days' trial.

Money refunded
if you wish to re-

turn the Rings,
but you are to

KEEP THE LOVELY
REMEMBRANCE LOCK-

ET AS OUR GET-ACQUAINTED
GIFT in any event.

SEND NO MONEY with order,
just name and ring size.

Either ring only $6.50 or botri

for $9.95 plus postage and 20', Fed-
eral Tax. Pay on arrival, then wear

rings 10 days on money-back guarantee.

RE DIAMOND CO ‘Jefferson, lowo

Matched
Bridal
Pair
Romance
Design
Wedding
and En-
gagement
Rings.

pace. He did too. She broke into a trot,
jHe did too. She began to run. He did

too. Not one second too soon she rushed
into her room and slammed the door be-
hind her. He rattled the knob. She could
hear him breathing outside—thought she
could anyway. She flew into the bathroom
and waited endlessly, afraid to come out
again. At last there was a knock. It was
Vic but he had to convince her of his iden-
tity before she would let him in.

“Anyone would think we weren’t mar-
ried,” he taxed her. Whereupon she blurted
out her story. Vic shook his head. “Every
time I leave you,” he said again, “some-
thing happens!”
A month after they were married Vic

flew to New York to pick up a ship for

delivery in Brazil, It was February and he
encountered a blizzard. The foot pressure
he was forced to use during the eight hours
he fought his way through this storm
caused a blister on his heel to break, the
high altitude affected his circulation. Thir-
ty-six hours after he should have been in

New York, judging from the telephone
call he put through to Marie from his last

stop-over, she called everyone they knew
there frantically. But none of their friends
had seen Vic or heard from him. Then,
very groggy, he called her. “I’m in a hos-
pital but I’m okay,” he said. “I’ll call you
again tomorrow.” Of course she thought
he had crashed in landing. When he didn’t

call the next day she got on a plane, ex-
plaining to the personnel that her- flyer

husband had cracked up and she must get
to him. They were sympathetic. “If we
have to put any passengers off for priori-

ties we’ll do it alphabetically, according
to names,” they promised. “Your name is

Zeigler.”

That night she stood at Vic’s bedside, re-
garding his leg suspended in a cradle,

hearing from his nurse what a close call

he had had with blood-poisoning. She wore
a new blue dress embroidered with her
new monogram “M.O.” “Hello Mo,” Vic
grinned. “How did you know I was here
anyway?” He didn’t remember that he
had called her.

He got better. She took him back to

California alone. After seeing her with
him in the hospital his doctors knew she
could manage—him, his medications and
his hypodermics.
“Every time I leave you,” she told him,

“something happens.” And it was as if

he heard his own voice, so great is her
gift for mimicry.

A PARTY Stephen and Racquel Ames
gave brought Marie her chance to play

Miriam in “Guest In The House.” Hagar
Wilde, who co-authored this successful
play with Dale Eunson, was there too.

“Ever since you came into the room,” she
told Marie, “I’ve been thinking how perfect
you would be for Miriam.”
When Marie finally got the part she was

overjoyed. But not for long. The director,

who had wanted another girl for Miriam,
offered her no help or direction whatever.
And after she had worked two days he
went to Hunt Stromberg, the producer,
and asked that she be let out. “I’m not
running a dramatic school,” he said, in

effect.

Marie was humiliated. Naturally. Wor-
ried too. And heartbroken. She understood
Miriam and wanted to play her desperately.

The girl who was the director’s choice
was brought on from New York and tested.

Hunt Stromberg, however, preferred Marie.
“I want you back in the cast,” he insisted.

She shook her head. “It wouldn’t be any
use. Your director’s convinced I can’t act!”

Stromberg said, “Maybe you can’t act.

Don’t let that worry you! Jean Harlow
wasn’t the world’s greatest actress but she
had sex appeal and natural charm and she

motherand
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got by all right. You will too!”

Marie wanted the part enough to take
the chance. But it was tough going. When-
ever she walked into a scene the director
walked away. It was Aline McMahon,
whom Marie adores, and Margaret Hamil-
ton, also in the cast, who saved her life.

Between scenes they made her laugh—told
her, over and over, that she was going to be
good.

All through this struggle Vic watched
Marie carefully. He knew, though she pre-
tended sleep, that she was wakeful and
restless.

Worried, Vic sent for a doctor. He
gave her a hypodermic. “She’ll be bet-
ter when she wakes,” he promised Vic.

“She hasn’t had much sleep for a long time,
apparently; been going on her nerves—and
they’ve quit!”

MARIE slept all through the next day and
when she awoke she was better. She

had some of her old sparkle. She could talk

about the things she had kept locked inside
of her.

“I’ve been praying,” she confessed, “that
something would happen to that director.

Nothing too bad . . . Maybe just that he’d
quit—he’s so disgusted with me—and get
a better job .

.”

That same week the director went to the
hospital with acute appendicitis.

“Don’t ever wish anything on me, will

you ‘Mo’?” Vic pleaded.
Marie, however, was not amused. Be-

sides beauty, brains and backbone she has
heart. Lots of heart. That’s almost the
best thing about her. She telephoned the
hospital daily. And the wishes for a speedy
recovery that accompanied her flowers
were intensely sincere.

John Brahm finished the picture. “Don’t
you worry, you’re going to be okay!” he
told Marie.
She found this heartening but it really

didn’t prepare her for the review head-
line in the Hollywood Reporter, the
film colony’s bible, which said “McDonald
Cast Hit.” She saw it first when she walked
into Hunt Stromberg’s office. It was pasted
across her portrait. And beneath it was
another headline that had been lettered
by the studio art department which said
simply, “She Can Act Too!”
Other critics agreed with the Reporter.

Other producers sought to borrow Marie.
The USO asked her to go on a camp tour.

The boys were clamoring to see “The
Body.” That was enough for Marie—for
Vic too!

“I wish I were going with you,” he told

her.

“I’ll be careful,” Marie promised her
worried spouse.

“You’ll think you’re careful,” he said.

“Anyway it isn’t necessarily anything you
do. It’s just that—well, you attract events
somehow!”
From the South he had word she was

quarantined in a camp hospital with
measles. From New York he heard that she
had given an interview in which she dis-

cussed the padding stars wear inside stock-
ings, bosoms and skirts—to make them
prettier.

It was obvious she thought Vic was mak-
ing a mountain out of a molehill. For, lack-

ing both malice and guile, she had said

what she said honestly and innocently and
it would never occur to her to run to cover
or deny it.

“Whenever you leave me . .
.” Vic began

skeptically.

But Marie stopped him. “Whenever I

leave you I get lonely—and you do, too,”

she paraphrased. “And I’m coming home!”
Which she did promptly.
Beauty plus brains and backbone. That’s

Marie McDonald Orsatti. With plenty of

heart thrown in for good measure.
The End
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Gingham Girl with Sequins

(Continued jrom 'page 58) from her fasci-

nating figure.

She now lives in a four-room apartment

in Beverly Hills with her parents—in the

midst of a continual skirmish between her-

self and her mother, which might be called

the Battle of the Dolls. Gail, you see, has

one of the largest collection of dolls in

the country—dolls of all sizes and shapes,

from all lands. It is her idea to lovingly

litter the apartment with them, from one
end to the other. But nothing is further

from her mother’s mind; and every day
when Gail leaves for the studio, Mrs. Rus-
sell carefully puts all the dolls out of sight.

Every evening Gail drags them out again!

ASIDE from this discord, all is peace
among the Russells. Every dawning

Gail rises (in midriff pajamas, of which
she owns eight pairs in every color and
print), and gets into a blue or red peasant

skirt and blouse and a pair of bright play-

shoes. Then she fastens on one of her four

pieces of jewelry—all of them gold—con-

sisting of a baby ring, an anklet, a cross,

and a St. Christopher medal. Then she does

not eat breakfast—she’s never hungry un-
til sundown. She arrives at the studio, and
does not eat lunch. By dinner-time, after

an exhausting day’s work, she finally has
worked up an appetite; and her mother
usually puts before her roast lamb, mashed
potatoes and creamed broccoli, Gail’s

favorite meal. (Unless it’s hamburger
steak smothered in catsup sauce, which
she can also eat by the plateful.)

After that, Gail is ready to get into her
lounging outfit—those blue jeans, that plaid

shirt. And off come her shoes! She’s ready
to listen for hours to her huge collection

of records, most of them Jean Sablon songs.

While she listens, she works at her draw-
ing board, with her maltese terrier Corny
lying at her feet. She seldom reads. The
last book she read was “Ramona,” and she
read it eight times—but that was in honor
of her pet actress, Loretta Young, whom
she’d seen dozens of times in the movie of

the same name. After “Ramona,” her fa-

vorite story is “Seventh Heaven”; she read
that as a syndicated newspaper story years
ago and doesn’t even know if it ever be-
came a book. Mornings and evenings she
grabs the newspapers feverishly, only for

two reasons: The crossword puzzles and
{he comic strips “Li’l Abner” and “Prince
Valiant.” “I like the way those two fun-
nies are drawn,” says she.

Nights when she goes out, which are
several a week, she usually moves in herds
—her favorite herd being made up of

Barbara and Sonny Tufts, Sue and Alan
Ladd, Diana Lynn and Carmelita Lopez.
To their homes she goes to parties; and
when she isn’t going to parties she loves
bowling, ice-skating or moonlight horse-
back riding—usually with Carmelita, who’s
her best friend, and a couple of soldiers.

(She’s met a lot of soldiers by long-
distance introduction through her brother
George, who’s a corporal on a remote
Aleutian island. But best of all, she likes

to sneak out to a movie and sit alone
watching the film. She drives to the
theater in her small convertible named
“Jezebel” . . . we might as well break the
news to you that Gail is a name-giver, and
that she has plenty of possessions to name!

She’s the proud owner of a horse named
“Kelly”—because he’s red in color, like

the Irish, she explains—and of ten dogs!
One of these is red also, being a cocker
spaniel; so naturally his name is “Kelly”
too! The others are, in order: “Hank,”
half-dachshund, half-cocker, named after
her first picture, “Henry Aldrich Gets
Glamour”; “Emily,” a miniature schnau-
zer, and “Cornelia,” a maltese terrier

—

..AND LOON IO
YEARS YOUNGER!
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both named for the authoresses of “Our
Hearts Were Young And Gay”; and
“Chili,” a pure-bred mutt named because
Gail bought him on a Mexican street in

Los Angeles from his owner who was be-
ing cruel to him. The other five are name-
less as yet—they only appeared recently,

born to “Emily” in the middle of Gail’s bed!
The horse and nine of the dogs are

boarded out among Gail’s friends until

Gail can talk her landlady into a menagerie
mood. But Gail goes to see them all

regularly. Hank, for instance, is being
kept by Petrini, the head waiter of the
restaurant across the street from Para-
mount—so that Gail can drop affection-

ately in on him any hour of the day!
Now you know almost everything about

the sequin-gingham girl, except for a
few items: She was born in Chicago
twenty years ago, where her father was
in the automobile bonding business. Eight
years ago, the Russell family moved to

Los Angeles so Mr. Russell could retire

in peace. Peace was hardly what they
found, however; they moved so many times
that Gail’s head was whirling—to say
nothing of her school teachers’ heads.
Gail wound up attending five high schools
—Glendale, Fairfax, University, Hoover
(for two days—then they moved again),
and finally Santa Monica. That completes
her history thus far. However, in case you
happen to be a man reader, we’d better tip

you off on a few of her idiosyncrasies:
She hates to talk on the telephone,

so you’d better contact her by telegram
or in the flesh, for a date. And if you take
her out of a Friday night, don’t go home
thinking smugly, “Wonder if she’s dream-
ing of me?” Because for two hours after
you’ve left, she won’t be dreaming of any-
one—she’ll be upended in the basin wash-
ing her hair! It’s a Friday-night ritual
with her, no matter if you’re Gable. And
when she’s finally tucked in bed in her
midriff pajamas, she still won’t be dream-
ing for some time. Instead she’ll be drink-
ing milk and eating crackers . . . the worst
offense any girl could commit, and sure
proof that Gail Russell is made up out of
two pieces of cloth: Sequin, and gingham!

The End
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AT THE BALL OF THE FOOT
Like walking on air!—that’s how
this featherlight Metatarsal cush-

ion feels the instant you slip it over
the forepart of your foot. It’s so

neat and dainty—weighs only a

fraction of an ounce, takes up prac-

tically no room. Flesh color makes
it invisible—and it’s washable, too. Try
Dr. Scholl’s LuPAD for quick relief from
painful callouses, cramps, burning or
tenderness at the ball of your foot, due to

arch weakness. Wear them with all the

shoes you love to wear—for foot-pillowing

ease you never believed possible. Sizes

for women and men. Pair,

$1.00. At Drug, Shoe and
Department Stores.

FREE folder on Dr. Scholl’s

LuPAD and booklet on Foot
Care. Write Dr. Scholl’s,

Inc., Dept. LG, 213 West
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Dress-up duo all in the family: Roddy
McDowall proudly escorts his pretty sister
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Chi-Ches-Ters do more than merely deaden

simple menstrual pain. One ingredient tends
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, . . discouraged. Tried many dif-
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4 Purpose Rinse
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to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:

1. Gives I ustrous highlights.

2. Rinses away shampoo film.

3. Tints the hair as it rinses.

4. Helps keep hair neatly In place.
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tend name and address. Pay postman only 98c plus postage
md 20% Federal tax, or mail SI.20 and we pay postage and
:&x. Supply is limited, so write today.

nltrnaiional Diamond Co., 2251 Caiurael Aye., Dept. 172, Chicago 16, III,

If You Were the House
Guest of Sonny Tufts

(Continued from page 53) everybody
pitches in to eat it . . . out on the brick
terrace. Around nine o’clock everyone
goes home; for this is a crowd of actors and
tomorrow’s camera will wait for no one.

Then you and Barbara do the dishes,

while Sonny sits astride a kitchen chair
nearby learning his script for tomorrow’s
scenes. Sonny always learns his dialogue
while Barbara works in the kitchen.

When his lines are learned, he grabs a
copper pan and a spoon and does some
quick (and very good) drum routines.

Then Barbara cues him on his lines for the
next day, after which the three of you go
out to the veranda and sit for a few min-
utes looking down the valley, listening to

the evening symphony of frogs, crickets

and coyotes . . . for a very few minutes.
By that time you’re all sleepy. And you
all troop off to bed . . . you having just

decided to take them up on their sugges-
tion that you stay overnight.

Upstairs, you find to your discomfiture
that you’re going to have Barbara’s room
—because, though there’s a guest room
downstairs, it’s one of the rooms that Bar-
bara hasn’t yet furnished to her satisfac-

tion in this new house. So they’d rather
put you in Barbara’s square, gay bedroom
with its sloping ceiling and its tiny marble
fireplace. The wallpaper is white with
quaint nosegays of rose and maroon blos-
soms; and there’s a cedar chest, a walnut
double bed with a pale green spread, and
a chaise-longue with a white fur thrown
over it . . . but none of this is finished yet,

Barbara tells you.
Sonny has his own yellow-tiled bath-

room, but he doesn’t like it so he shares
Barbara’s . . . and so do you! You love
her dressing room, which is a fluffy combi-
nation of red and white; and on her frilled

dressing table are two pictures of Sonny
with the two inscriptions on them: “I love
you, Baba—Sonny,” and “To my beloved
Baba—Sonny.”

«\A/ANTA see my room?” Sonny asks
' ' boyishly now, and even though Bar-

bara protests that it isn’t any more fin-

ished than her room, in you go. His room
is almost Spartan in its neatness. A ma-
hogany dresser holds some after-shave
lotion, and a wooden paddle from his days
at Yale in the DKE house with the legend
burned into it: “Sonny Tufts from Tink
Carey.” There’s also a picture of his

brother David in his uniform as a lieu-

tenant commander. On his chest-of-
drawers are only three objects: A pair of

cowboy boots with silver trimmings,
flanking a stunning picture of Barbara
dressed in Spanish costume. On the wall
are two graduation diplomas, one from
Yale, one from Exeter, and both made out
in Sonny’s real name: “Bowen Charlton
Tufts III.”

Now he guides you through Barbara’s
sewing room, and all of Barbara’s sewing
equipment from machine to wire dress
form is here. Yes, Barbara not only paints
china, cooks, cleans, gardens and uphol-
sters, but she also makes all of her own
clothes. She has even made plaid shirts

for Sonny; and his favorite pair of slacks
came out of her sewing machine. Sophis-
ticated? Well, hardly!

Sonny’s day begins long before you
wake up the next morning, with a shower
in which he invariably sings “Accentuate
The Positive.” By the time you yawn your
way downstairs, Barbara has made his
breakfast, and has driven him to Para-
mount Studios because Sonny hates to

drive; and now she’s back hard at work

“A Frenchwoman gives as much
thought to her selection of per-

fume,” says Renee McCormick,
“as she does to her clothes.

Although I had my choice of

innumerable French perfumes,

1 use Djer-Kiss. It is a lovely

fragrance — not only feminine,

hut unmistakably chic!”

Pronounced

"DEAR KISS*
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I'M SO MUCH HAPPIER
since I discovered this

HIGHER TYPE

Greaseless Suppository Gives

Hours of Continuous Medication

Everywhere today this higher type of
intimate feminine cleanliness is be-
ing enthusiastically received among
highly intelligent and exacting wom-
en. And it has a decided “extra”
advantage

:

1. Zonitors are greaseless, stainless,

snow-white vaginal suppositories—
easily inserted, so dainty and con-
venient to use.

2. Powerfully germicidal yet so safe
to delicate tissues.

3. When inserted - Zonitors imme-
diately begin to release their pow-
erful germicidal properties and
continue to do so for hours. Yet
they are non-irritating , non

-

poisonous, non-smarting.

4. Zonitors actually destroy odor.

3. They immediately kill every germ
they touch. Of course it’s not al-
ways possible to contact all the
germs in the tract, but you can
be sure— Zonitors kill all reachable
living germs and keep them from
multiplying.

6 . Never leaves any sticky, greasy
residue. Buy today-any drugstore.

FREE: Mall this coupon today for
free booklet sent In plain wrap-
per. Reveals frank intimate facts.

Zonitors, Dept. 9629-A, 370 Lexington
Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

Name

Address

City Slate

planting water hyacinths in two big Chi-
nese cooking pots sunk into the side lawn.

You spend most of the morning with
her . . an hour of it in the sunny break-
fast room off the kitchen. You learn that
Barbara dresses in black and red for Sonny,
who loves those colors on her; that every
time she decides to cut her long black hair
he changes her mind for her; and that
Sonny’s own wardrobe is mainly lumber-
jacks and wool shirts in blue, with slacks.

He wears these clothes to work and on the
long hikes he takes over the hills of a
Sunday morning—when he walks to the
mile-distant reservoir and meets a small
boy named Pete, whose father takes care
of the reservoir; and together the two hike
miles of hills. You learn that both Sonny
and Barbara love records, and that they
have a big collection now—opera music for
him, Spanish dance music for her.

You know that Barbara was born in Los
Angeles and her maiden name was Bar-
bara Dare; and he was born three thou-
sand miles away in Boston. You know
that Sonny’s father was a banker and
director of public utilities; that his grand-
father founded Tufts College—and that
Sonny decided in prep school to start a
band instead of a brokerage house, and
did! You know that he continued his band
playing several instruments and also sing-
ing, at Yale; and that he majored at college
in anthropology!
You know that he made twenty-five

round trips to Europe with his bands be-
fore he settled down; and that he spent
six months in France and then two years
in New York City seriously studying voice
for the operatic stage. You know that
during that time a friend led him to the
apartment of Barbara Dare (who was her-
self in New York studying Spanish danc-
ing for the stage)—and that a year later

they were married. You know that mar-
riage brought him Waca as a wedding
gift from Barbara; and it also brought him
enough responsibilities to forget operatic
dreams and begin singing in Broadway

j

shows (“Who’s Who” and “Sing For
I
Your Supper”) and in night clubs such as
the Glass Hat, the Famous Door, the
Beachcomber, and Palm Beach’s White-
hall. You know that a very rich Yale
friend, Alexis Thompson, finally decided
the big blond singer should get a break in

Hollywood—and paid his and Barbara’s
way out to Hollywood for a screen test.

You know that the test took, and Sonny
found himself a couple of days later in

“So Proudly We Hail,” “Government Girl,”

l

“I Love A Soldier,” “Bring On The Girls,”

“Here Come The Waves,” “Duffy’s Tav-
ern,” “Miss Susie Slagle,” (and coming
up) “Too Good To Be True,” “The Vir-
ginian” and “The Well-Groomed Bride.”

You know that Sonny loves swimming
and spear-fishing—and skiing, and the
studio won’t permit that because once he
did a high dive off a sixty-foot snowbank
and broke his pelvis. You know that he
hates telephoning, and that he reads every
single comic strip printed in the Los
Angeles papers; and that he loves acting

in movies more than life itself; and that

some day he and Barbara want to make
endless trips from Hollywood to France.
You know that they are filmdom’s only
non-gin-rummy players — that in fact

they’ve never picked up a deck of cards

in their lives; and that once Barbara had a

gown shop of her own; and that this couple
have one of the most interesting back-
grounds and a collection of the most inter-

esting tastes in Hollywood.
You also know that the next time they

tell you to drop by of a Sunday, you’ll

not only come a-running . . . but next
time you’ll be smart enough to bring your
pajamas along, just in case!

The End

I0*&25t VSE ** dieted on package
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FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM

NEURALGIC AND MUSCULAR PAINS,

DON’T CUT CUTICLES
Manicare is a smart cosmetic which

beautifies nails while it softens cuticle.

MANICARE is a cuticle remover, cu-

ticle oil and stain remover, all in one.

550 a jar

Drug and Dept. Star

HERE’S GENTLE RELIEF
Dr. Siegert’s AngosturaBittersbring blessed

relief from periodic pains. Just 1 to 4 table-

spoons in a little water—hot or cold—

-

will ease your suffering. It’s pleasant to

take—and not habit-forming. Women the

world over use it regularly. Get Angostura
at your druggist’s.
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The Shadow Stage

(Continued from page 23)

[

V Where Do We Go From Here?
(20th Century-Fox)

T
HE premise for this story is enough to

send one into howls of hysteria, but un-
fortunately the picture loses something in

I

the translation. Nevertheless, enough of the

“fantasy ridiculous” remains to create

: many a man-sized guffaw.

Fred MacMurray, for instance, is a 4F in

love with June Haver who is too busy
dating men in uniform to pay her suitor

the least attention. So when a genie ap-

pears before Fred, after he’s rubbed a lamp
collected in a salvage drive, he has one

wish to make—to get into the Army. And
what’s more he does—only something goes

wrong and our hero lands in Washington’s

army at Valley Forge. His efforts to make
the general realize his friend Arnold is a

traitor are ridiculously funny.

His desire to get out of the clutches of

the Hessians recalls the genie for another

wish—this time the Navy. Only it’s Colum-
,
bus’s navy, with the usual trials and tribu-

I
lations of a 1945 swain lost in the discovery

j

of America.
Throughout the story that ends with the

Dutch in New Amsterdam, Fred is con-

stantly meeting up with June, in her

various past lives, and the girl who really

loves him, Joan Leslie.

Of course whom he eventually gets and
where he eventually lands is a surprise

we’ll leave for you.
Songs and music with Fred on the vocal

|

end intermingle in the various excursions

to add pleasantly to the “doings fantastic”

at which we guarantee you more than a

: chuckle.
Fred is wonderful, June and Joan beau-

tiful, Anthony Quinn a perfect Indian,

[I Alan Mowbray an impressive Washington,

ll and Gene Sheldon a splendid, if slightly

cockeyed, genie.

Your Reviewer Says: So silly it’s plain funny.

* Billy Rose’s Diamond
Horseshoe (20th Century-Fox)

P
RETTY, pretty, pretty are the scenery,

costumes, settings and star, Miss Betty

Grable, but silly is the story that wends its

weary way amongst the music, color and
backgrounds.
Dick Haymes is a personable young man,

k but who in heaven’s name gave him those

doll songs to sing? Or is our ear for music

J

slightly cauliflowered? And what ghoul

|
dug up that mildewed story about the lad

who has stage ambitions but whose father

wants him to be a doctor?

With Billy Rose’s Diamond Horseshoe as

a background, the production takes on
plenty of glamour and Betty in her first

role since motherhood looks as luscious as

ever.
William Gaxton as Dick’s father is a good

actor who deserves a better story. To Phil

Silvers and Beatrice Kay go the comedy
honors. Both are amusing and Phil in a

routine with Haymes is downright funny.

The best of the songs is “I Wish I Knew”
,
which Haymes sings delightfully.

Your Reviewer Says: Oh, you booful doll!

1 V'V' Music For Millions (M-G-M)

M-G-M has taken the twinkle from June
Allyson’s eye and replaced it with a

1

tear, with the result little Miss Allyson
proves her right to stardom here and now.
As the expectant mother and member of

, ..Checking underarm

perspiration scientifically—with a de-

pendable liquid anti-perspirant — is not

only safe but essential if you want to be

sure about good grooming.
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Your STEERHIDE Huaraches will be
well worth the ration stamp you must
now send us, because they are carefully

handcrafted of real sole leather and
have the stamina of a shoe. Work,
walk and play in them, they can take
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American shoe leather needed else-
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ration stamp.
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STAMMER?
This new 128-page book. “Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction. “ describes the Bogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-,
tering—successful for 44 years. Benj. N. Bogue,
Dept. 1172, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

IT'S NO EXCUSE
don’t realize when you continu-
ally fumble at loose hair strands!
Men as well as other women are ir-

ritated by this messy, needless habit l

MOVIE STARS depend on
GRIP-TUTH HAIRTAINERS*
to keep any hair style in place.
HAIRTAINERS’* patented, ex-

clusive spring-tooth action grips
hair gently yet securely.

ORDINARY COMB
lets hair strands slip

through

Card of two (or one extra-length)

25 at beauty salons and notion
counters everywhere.

«... u s. Pot. oit. DIADEM, Inc., Dept. D, Leominster, Mass.

a symphonic orchestra, who learns the
meaning of faith through prayer, June
gives the best performance of her career.
Not far behind marches little Margaret

O’Brien as June’s kid sister, who delivers
her lines and performs her scenes with
rare understanding. Frankly we resent the
“little child shall lead them” character
wished upon Maggie, but she manages with
much deftness to eliminate the excess
saccharine through her dead-pan clowning
with Durante who is tops in every depart-
ment. Wait till you hear his “Umbriago”
number.
The music flows in great golden chunks

from the screen and Jose Iturbi, both as
orchestra leader and pianist, is one musi-
cian who knows how to get right into the
feel of the story itself. Mr. Iturbi is not
only a great musician but a splendid actor,

let it be noted.
Larry Adler and his harmonica is an-

other high light in a story that hits the
high spot in music. Marsha Hunt, Marie
Wilson, Hugh Herbert and every member
of the orchestra deserve bouquets of their
own.

Your Reviewer Says: Music from the heart
strings.

^Salome—Where She Danced
(Universal)

A PICTURE you’ll love and why not? It

has color, Technicolor at that, ro-
mances galore, bravery, daring intrigue
and Yvonne De Carlo to send it galloping
off to the box office for a smash success.

The scenes are kaleidoscopic, shifting

from Berlin to a small Arizona town, then
to San Francisco, with never a let-up in

pace and excitement. Iq fact, we ate it up.
Yvonne De Carlo who, through political

intrigue, flees Europe with her accompa-
nist J. Edward Bromberg, is a personable
young lady for whom we predict a great
future. She dances beautifully, sings well
and has other accomplishments we must
say.

David Bruce is so romantic as the stage-
coach robber (this is 1865, folks) who i

eventually woos the popular De Carlo. Rod
j

Cameron is very good as the newspaper-
man, also in love with the fair charmer.
Walter Slezak is wonderful as the rich .

San Franciscan and one more victim of

the De Carlo charms. We admire as always
,

(

the smoothness and cleverness of his work.
Albert Dekker, a Prussian count, Mar-

jorie Rambeau, J. Edward Bromberg, Kurt
jKatch and Abner Biberman are all a part

of a truly good movie, wide in scope but
closely knit in theme.

Your Reviewer Says: A goodie.

^ Utah (Republic)

t

IT has Roy Rogers, his horse Trigger and
* a lot of pretty gals, pretty tunes and

j

pretty scenery, so even if the action is
’

almost nil, it’s still a fair little out-West
picture.

(

The story has Dale Evans, an actress,
I

attempting to raise money to back a show
by selling the family ranch she’s never ,

seen. Rogers, who manages the ranch and
'

doesn’t want it sold, steers Dale and sister

onto the scrubby ranch owned by Gabby C

Hayes in the hopes the girls will be dis- “

couraged and give up the idea of selling, i

But they don’t and by golly it ends
up with Roy chasing Grant Withers all

through the Chicago stockyards.
The singing is fair and altogether it’s

sure to please the Rogers fans.

Your Reviewer Says: Cowboys have more fun
than anybody.



V Molly And Me
(20th Century-Fox)

IF the studio hoped, by teaming Monty
I Woolley and Gracie Fields, to achieve

another “Holy Matrimony,” they’re doomed
to disappointment, for this misty story of

a crusty old recluse, soured by his first

marriage, fails to come off.

Gracie, former actress, turns house-
keeper and straightens out the misunder-
standing between Woolley and his son,

Roddy McDowall, shoves his blackmailing
wife into some scared-green obscurity, and
finally helps Monty to win back his place

in the political sun with her cooking. She
does a good job but there’s too much in-

definite material cluttering up the story for

either Monty or Gracie to overcome.
Reginald Gardiner, Edith Barrett and

Natalie Schafer are only a few in a cast

too strong and too good for the story.

Your Reviewer Says: It’s the stars, not the

story.

v' Sudan (Universal)

U NIVERSAL’S three horsemen, Maria
Montez, Jon Hall and Turhan Bey, are

together again in another of those Tech-
nicolor fancies with Montez a queen, Hall

a light-hearted thief and Bey a dashing
Egyptian bandit chief.

Montez, whose accent remains the same
(and so do her stories) ascends the throne
when her father is killed while riding to

keep an appointment with Bey. Deter-
mined to avenge her father’s death, Maria
is imprisoned by George Zucco, adviser

to the throne. It’s Hall who rescues her
and Bey who wins her, with a lot of gor-
geous scenery thrown in.

Rocks roll, tempers flare and ze love

—

she is made by Maria and Turhan the

Bey who is sooo romantic in all those
colorful costumes yet. Andy Devine’s com-
edy is so constrained it’s hardly noticeable.

Your Reviewer Says: Pardon me, haven’t we
met before, little picture?

Dillinger (Monogram)

THOSE who find entertainment satisfac-
• tion in gangsterism will probably get a

semi-kick out of this whitewashed story

of killer Dillinger. The rest of us, wearied
of gangster tales, will find in the work of

Lawrence Tierney, who plays Dillinger,

some little ray of cheer. The lad looks

good in both the longshots and close-ups.

A really hand-picked cast when it comes
to baddies, Eduardo Ciannelli, Marc Law-
rence, Elisha Cook Jr., labor with the
stereotyped material that lacks guts and
force, seems to us.

Anne Jeffreys is good as the girl who
betrays the killer to the FBI. Edmund
Lowe seems more the mild-mannered citi-

zen than a mob leader.

Your Reviewer Says: Why not let sleeping

dogs lie?

The House Of Fear (Universal)

S
HHH! Here come Sherlock and Watson
again to busy themselves over the grad-

ual disappearance from this earth (are

these trips necessary?) of several elderly
gentlemen who have clubbed together in

a Scottish manse, aptly called Drearcliff
House, to live out their lives, in peace and
quiet.

It’s the fact that they don’t get to live

it out at all that brings our favorite sleuths
into this mediocre film that doesn’t matter
a gosh darn anyway.

||

5 out of 5 Hollywood Stars follow

this way to LIP LOVELINESS
says Constance Moore...

starred in "Delightfully Dangerous"
a Chas. R. Rogers Production

If your dealer can’t supply you, send
$1.00 to: Natone Company, Dept.MW-6,
1207 W. Sixth St., Los Angeles 14, Calif.

Now you, too, can enjoy the same
enticing and exciting lip loveliness

as the stars . . . with Martha Lor-
raine’s authentic, pocket-size ver-

sion of the most popular studio

make-up brush.

Hollywood -designed by leading

studio make-up artists to

give you a perfect lipline

every time— no fuzzy
edges,no unsightly smears.

Use with your favorite
brand and color lipstick or
rouge. Beautiful, stream-

lined lucite fountain pen
'case-in stunning mother-
of-pearl colors.

Featured by
Bonwit Teller, New York
Marshall Field & Co., Chicago
J. L. Hudson Co., Detroit
I. Magnin, Los Angeles; and
leading department and drug
stores in your city.

Before Hollywood’s flaw- finding
camera lens — lipe must be beauti-
ful, romantic, camera-perfect.
Reason why every Hollywood star
prefers a make-up brush— the only
sure way to a perfect lipline. Popu-
lar CONSTANCE MOORE uses her
Martha Lorraine Brush at home
as well as at the studio.

Sterling

Silver
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evening wear is
precious, cheer-
ful, sterling sil-

ver heart charm
rings, necklace*
and bracelets

TRUE LOVE and/*|t|ri|
FRIENDSHIp(,|VtN

For Promptness
Included |? 1 N fm
with your ^
order for matching Bracelet and
Necklace on 10 days’ examination. Send
today and accept this valuable ring as
our get-acquainted gift. Precious
sterling silver ring is extra wide

BRACELETancTN10 DAYS
TRIAL Sentimental, sterling silver hearts are richly

, ?mP?ssed and have space for the engraving
of initials of loved ones. Ring given with your order for both
the necklace and bracelet. Wear on ten days trial. If not
satisfied, return the necklace and bracelet within 10 days and
your money will be refunded, BUT YOU ARE TO KEEP THE
RING AS OUR GET-ACQUAINTED GIFT, in any event.

(Clin un Mnucv Write today. When your pack-
OCIfU ItHtf IVlUnul age arrives you pay the post-

man only $2.95 each for necklace and bracelet plus mailing cost
and 20% Federal Tax. Supplies limited.

Dept. 27-YS,
Jefferson, IowaEMPIRE DIAMOND CO.,

QUEST
All-purpose DEODORANT

The positive deodorant powder that destroys all body odors!
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B- Gothic "GENERAL". 17 Jewels— J49 75

Prices include Federal tax

Other models $33.75 to $1,000

Every GOTHIC JARPR00F watch is

beautifully styled, precision-built

and tested for accuracy. Because

of its patented JARPROOF mech-

anism, it can take a licking yet

keep on ticking . It's the only

watch whose heart* is guaranteed

a lifetime!
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GOTHIC JARPROOF WATCH CORP., New York

LEARN NURSING AT HOME I

High school not necessary. No age limit.
Send for FREE "Nursing Facts" and sample
lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now I

Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing
160 N. Wacker Drive, Chicago 6, Illinois

HAIR
OFF

and never on again
when Caress is used

this new, safe,

easy way

No one need ever know about that ugly superfluous hair
on face or lips if you follow this amazing, different Caress
way. This thrilling, modern, scientific method has helped
thousands of otherwise lovely women from Hollywood
to Miami to new beauty. It is so new and revolutionary,
it has been granted a U. S. Patent. J ust a twist of the wrist
every few days and you need never see a superfluous hair
on your face again. No smelly liquid, or possibly injurious
wax or paste. No after stubble— will not irritate the skin
or stimulate hair growth. Also, just wonderful for arms
and legs.

Double your money back if you are not lovelier in a
few seconds. Send no money. Simply mail coupon below.
Comes in plain wrapper. On arrival, pay postman $1.00
plus postage. Pay no tax. If cash accompanies order, we
pay postage. Rush coupon today.

Scott-Nelson Co., Box 114-A
116 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III.

Please send me a CARESS Home Treatment for
superfluous hair. I'll pay postman $1.00 plus
postage. If I am not satisfied after 7 days, I’ll

return it for refund of double my purchase price.

If you send cash (a dollar bill will do) check
here

Name
Address
City Slate

Basil Rathbone and Nigel Bruce are
Sherlock and Watson, of course. Aubrey
Mather, Dennis Hoey, Paul Cavanagh and
Holmes Herbert get mixed up in the
business.

Your Reviewer Says: Quick, Watson, a better
picture.

High Powered (Paramount)

I

T’S the same old formula, friends, of the
high-rigger hero who develops fear of

high places when his friend is killed in a
fall, and who is regenerated in an act of

bravery when he rescues his boss Roger
Pryor from a way-up-there predicament.

Phyllis Brooks, who runs a lunch wagon
with her friend Mary Treen, is the girl

who goads and loves Lowery. Joe Sawyer
is Mary’s lambie pie, Ralph Sanford is the
sheriff. The knock-down, drag-out at the
boilermaker’s ball is a lulu. Remind me
never to attend one.

Your Reviewer Says: Who dat up dere say-
ing who dat down dere?

^ Earl Carroll Vanities

(Republic)

C ARL CARROLL, the man who publicized
^ his cafe with the slogan, “Through these
doors pass the most beautiful girls in the
world,” is played on the screen by Otto
Kruger against a trumped-up story of a
princess who wants to sing and dance and,
incidentally, to marry a commoner.
Let it be said Constance Moore as the

princess does a better job of the singing
and dancing than any princess we’ve ever
glimpsed in the rotogravure. What’s more,
she’s lovely to look at and listen to.

Dennis O’Keefe (how that lad gets
around) plays the skit writer who gets
the princess. Eve Arden, night club op-
erator, is good so long as she doesn’t sing
or dance. In that department she’s strictly

outclassed by Miss Moore, who sings a
couple of very hummable numbers.
Alan Mowbray is the inebriated prince,

Pinky Lee a supposedly funny man, May
Forbes a queenly queen, and Parkyakar-
kus a lunch counter proprietor.

Frankly, none of it adds up to much,
but it has music, romance and fun of sorts,

and that’s something.

Your Reviewer Says: Such glamorous escape.

^ Brewster’s Millions

(Small-UA)

E
VER try to spend a million bucks in

sixty days? Dennis O’Keefe does, and
the results are not always as funny as

they could have been. Or is anything about
a million dollars ever very funny?
The story, the one dad and mother

chuckled over years ago, has been brought
up to date with O’Keefe out of the Army
and all set to wed Helen Walker when
he learns he’s come into the seven-figure
fortune which he must spend within the
specified time in order to inherit seven
times the amount. Well, everything he
touches somehow multiplies rather than
decreases, and he has one heck of a time
of it with well-meaning friends (unaware
of the secret provision in the will) almost
gumming up the works at the last minute.
Eddie “Rochester” Anderson is a bru-

nette riot with June Havoc and Mischa
Auer also on the funny side of the plot.

Gail Patrick is a booful menace. Nana
Bryant, Joe Sawyer and Herbert Rudley
also get caught up in the greenback swirl.

Your Reviewer Says: All that dough makes
us nervous.

PAZO WILL RELIEVE
THOSE PAINFUL SIMPLE PILES

Don’t just suffer the agonizing pain,
torture, itching of simple piles. Re-
member, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt,
comforting relief to millions. It gives

you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

HOW PAZO OINTMENT WORKS
1. Soothes inflamed areas—relieves pain
and itching. 2. Lubricates hardened,
dried parts, helps prevent cracking and
soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling
and check minor bleeding. 4. Provides
quick and easy method of application.

SPECIAL PILE PIPE FOR
EASY APPLICATION

Pazo ointment tube has a specially de-
signed, perforated Pile Pipe, making
application simple and thorough. Ask
your doctor about wonderful Pazo oint-
ment and the soothing, blessed relief

it gives for simple piles.

PAZO SUPPOSITORIES TOO!

Some persons, and many doctors, pre-
fer to use suppositories. So Pazo is also

made in handy suppositories. Same
soothing relief! Get Pazo in the form
you prefer, at your druggists today.

A Product of

THE GROVE LABORATORIES INC. • St. Louis, Mo.

KREMOLA is a medicated M.D. formula, especially for
pimples, blackheads and muddy skin. Gently hastens
removal of old cuticle, revealing fresh skin. After
others fail—put KREMOLA to the test. Ladies will
envy, gentlemen will admire. At druggists or write
KREMOLA, Dept. MAC-11, 2975 S. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago 16, 111. Send $1.25 for 2 oz. jar, plus 20%
tax, or 10c for generous purse sample, for daily powder-
base. Use only as directed.

WEDDINGand ENGAGEMENT
EASY PAYMENTSRING

Introductory offer: — With -
every order for smart, ^
Sterling Silver Solitaire en-
gagement ring we will include, _
without extra charge, exquisite
wedding ring set with eight imita-
tion diamonds matching in brilliance
the beautiful imitation Diamond
solitaire engagement ring (the
perfect bridal pair).

SEND NO MONEY
10 DAYS* TRIAL. We ship both
rings in gift box and vou make
just 2 eas7 payments of $3
each, total only $6. We trust
you. No red tape as you
make first payment and 20<%>
Federal Tax to postman
arrival then balance an
time within 30 days. Money
back guarantee. Supply
limited. Send name, ad-
dress, ring size today.

empire DIAMOND CO.
Dept. T-8, Jefferson, Iowa



See what they do

for your lips

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when
you eat, drink, kiss, ifused as di-

rected. No greasy, smeary effect.

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without

frequent retouching. Try today.

3. NOTDRYINGorSMEARY. Im-

parts appealing glamour look.

Creamy smooth—easily applied.

4. NEW Style SHADES . . .

Blackberry, dark & daring; Trousseau

Pink, for love & romance; Fuchsia, in-

viting, exciting. Other shades, too.

De luxe size $1. Refills 60c. Junior size 25c.
Tax extra. Matching powder, rouge & cake
make-up. Trial sizes at 10c stores. In Canada also.

DON JUAN MILLION DOLLAR LIPSTICK

PICTURE
RING $1.

photo with paper
Jy $1.00 plus post-

Photo returned with ringr.

Money back guarantee. Send photo and ring? size now.
PORTRAIT RING CO., Dept. J-31 CINCINNATI. O.
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J ' FOR GOOD FORM—

'#«•* U S Put Off.

Featured by leading retailers from

coast-to-coast at $1.25 and up.

Write for the name of the store in your city

STYLEFORM FOUNDATIONS
76 MADISON AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

Brief Reviews
(Continued from page 24)

^DELIGHTFULLY DANGEROUS — Rogers —
UA: Neither too delightful nor too dangerous, but
it’s good in spots. It tells the story of youthful Jane
Powell, who is kept in an exclusive boarding school

by her burlesque performer sister, Constance Moore.
When Jane discovers the truth, she turns to producer
Ralph Bellamy for help. Arthur Treacher and
Louise Beavers lead the supporting cast. (May)

^DESTINY—Universal: A strange and very enter-

taining film about an ex-convict, Alan Curtis, who
finds himself innocently involved in another crime
which sends him into hiding. He takes refuge on
the farm of Frank Craven and his blind daughter
Gloria Jean, who befriend him unquestioningly.
Splendid support is offered by Grace McDonald,
Frank Fenton and Minna Gombell. (Mar.)

DOCKS OF NEW YORK—Monogram: The East
Side Kids, including Leo Gorcey and Huntz Hall,
are here again in their usual type of picture. Gloria
Pope and Carlyle Blackwell Jr. carry on whatever
romance can leak into the ridiculous plot. Betty
Blythe, Billy Benedict and Bud Gorman are also
around. (May)

DOUBLE EXPOSURE—Paramount: Photogra-
pher Nancy Kelly joins the staff of a weekly maga-
zine, of which Chester Morris is the editor, and out-
maneuvers him professionally and romantically until

she finds herself embroiled in a murder mystery and
needs his help. Phillip Terry is Nancy’s beau from
the same small town, who follows her to New York
to see no harm befalls her. (Mar.)

ENCHANTED COTTAGE, THE—RKO : A
beautiful story, beautifully told, with Robert Young
as the disfigured flier who marries homely house-
maid Dorothy McGuire, and they both find them-
selves healed of disfigurement and ugliness through
love. Both Dorothy and Young are wonderful. Her-
bert Marshall as the blind friend carries conviction
throughout, and Mildred Natwick as the housekeeper
rates applause. (May)

^EXPERIMENT PERILOUS—RKO : This is an
absorbing psychological drama dealing with a beau-
tiful woman, Hedy Lamarr, who lives in a nightmare
of terror that centers around her husband, Paul Lu-
kas, and her small son. George Brent is the doctor
and amateur detective who falls in love with Hedy
and finally solves the reason for her terror. With
Albert Dekker and Margaret Wycherly. (Mar.)

FOG ISLAND—PRC: George Zucco is an ex-
convict who broods about his ex-partners whom he
suspects railroaded him to prison. So he invites the

lot to visit him, and when they arrive panels slide,

passages go secret, walls pop open and finally they
all try to kill each other. No kidding. Lionel Atwill,
Jerome Cowan and Veda Ann Borg are in it too.

(May)

^FRISCO SAL—Universal: Susanna Foster comes
to San Francisco’s Barbary Coast in the Nineties in
search of a brother she believed killed in Turhan
Bey’s cafe. She finally gets a job as singer in the
cafe, Turhan falls in love with her, his rival Alan
Curtis sets out to get Turhan, and you can take it

from there. The whole cast is better than the
material provided for them. (May)

\/GENTLE ANNIE—M-G-M: Annie, as played by
Marjorie Main, is a likable character, and provides
some really good moments of entertainment. Half
the romance comes in when Donna Reed seeks shelter
with Marjorie and her two sons, Henry Morgan and
Paul Langton; and the other half arrives with James
Craig, who’s really a government detective. Barton
MacLane is the sheriff. (Mar.)

G. 1. HONEYMOON—Monogram: Gale Storm is

the pretty bride and Peter Cookson the frustrated
groom who can’t get together for the honeymoon,
due to circumstances brought on when the groom
has to report to camp immediately after the ceremony.
Frank Jenks in the train sequences is very funny,
but you’ve seen this story before. (May)

\/)/GOD IS MY CO-PILOT—Warners: Full of
action and emotion, and giving you the feeling you’re
seeing the inside story of some strictly inside events,
this war picture is an excellent one. Dennis Morgan
at last has the chance he deserves, and Andrea King
as his wife, Raymond Massey as General Chennault,
and Alan Hale as the priest all give fine perform-
ances. (May)

^GUEST IN THE HOUSE—Stromberg-U.A. : An
exciting story of a devoted couple, artist Ralph Bel-

lamy and his wife, Ruth Warrick, who invite an ill,

neurotic girl to be their house guest. Whereupon
the neurotic Anne Baxter causes no end of unhap-
piness and destruction. Marie McDonald is Bellamy’s
model who fills Anne’s heart with fearful jealousy
and Scott McKay is the doctor in love with Anne.
(Mar.)

HANGOVER SQUARE — 20th Century-Fox:
An outstanding and gripping thriller, due to the ex-

pert job of picture craftsmanship, the logical reason
that revolves the man Laird Cregar into a monster
upon occasion, and the quiet authority of George
Sanders as the Scotland Yard psychiatrist. Linda
Darnell plays the girl who brings on her own un-

fe-Haii Rinse

Gives a Tiny Tint

Remove!
thii

dull

til

1. Does not harm, permanently

tint or bleach the hair.

2 .
Used after shampooing— your

hair is not dry, unruly.

3 .
Instantly gives the soft, lovely

effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint

—

in these 12 shades.

1. Black 7. Titian Blonda
2. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blonde
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blondo
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4 .
The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified

colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint...Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose

your shade at any cosmetic dealer.

Price 10 and 25(* — or send for a
i FREE SAMPLE '

Golden Glint Co.,Seattle, 14,Wash.,Box 3366*8-61

Please send color No.. . at listed above.

GOLDEN GLINT

Splendid income, new social contacts, and the'
satistaction ol serving humanity can be yours
as a Trained Practical Nurse. Ages 18 to 60.

High School not necessary. Training plan welcomed by
physicians. Prepare in spare time. Many earn whlla
learning. Nurse’s Outfit and placement service Included
FREE of extra cost. Write now for facts and fascinating
FREE sample lesson pages.

WAYNE SCHOOL of PRACTICAL NURSING, Inc.
2301 N. Wayne Ave., Dept. G-5. Chicago 14, Illinois

**tt/LEGS
BEAUTIFY CONTOURS,
EASILY, QUICKLY I

New, lovely proportions for your
legs; hips, thighs, calves, ankles,

etc.—in this healthful, new, as-

tonishingly easy way. Only a low

minutes per fay in your own heme.

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS!

Used successfully by hundreds

of smart women everywhere.

WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE TODAYI
Surprise everyone: get started now, without obligation,

by mailing coupon immediately to

ADRIENNE
915 SHREVE BLDG., Salon E. SAN FRANCISCO, 8, CAL

NAME —
ADDRESS
CITY STATE
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CUTTING can be
painful—even dan-

gerous-leaves nails looking
rough and ugly! Try Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover — see how
smooth and neat it keeps cuticle!

Quickly it softens and loosens

dead cuticle, so you can wipe it

off. Wonderful, too, for cleaning

under nail tips and removing
stains. Only 100, or

350 for the large size fg||t

(plus 20% Federal
Tax). Get Cutex Oily ^ 7^'''

Cuticle Remover ftSj&sljip
today.

OllY CUTICLE REMOVER

j
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• to All

AUTO
owners

196 Practical Suggestions
that will help you to get

• better gas mileage
R longer tire life
• better performance
• lower upkeep costs

Get a FREE COPY from
any General Motors dealer
or use the coupon below

!
Customer Research Dept., Room 1852

|

GENERAL MOTORS, DETROIT 2, MICH.

i Please send FREE COPY of new edition 64-page

|
"Automobile User's Guide"—containing 196

|

practical suggestions on wartime operation.
I
I

! name
piagit print

Address

p / e oie print

!
City

Zona Stain
Make of car

;
now owned

year mo d el

doing; and tile late Cregar’s last performance is a
superb one. (Apr.)

HAVING WONDERFUL CRIME—RKO: George
Murphy and Carole Landis are newlyweds who are
so devoted to Pat O’Brien that they take him along
on their honeymoon to a resort hotel. There they
get all mixed up in murder and mystery and bodies
disappearing and appearing all over the place. In
fact, the mystery is so mysterious that we still can’t
figure it out. (Apr.)

HER LUCKY NIGHT—Universal: Martha O’Dris-
coll and Noah Beery Jr. get all involved in a story
that deals with a fortuneteller and George Barbier
testing Noah’s ability for a job. The Andrews
Sisters shine in the singing and crooning depart-
ments, but it won’t be the luckiest night you ever
spent in front of the flicker screen. (Apr.)

I/HERE COME THE CO-EDS—Universal: Abbott
and Costello are caretakers at a girls school under
the strict supervision of Lon Chaney and to compli-
cate their lives even more, Martha O’Driscoll, a
night-club show girl, wins a scholarship to the
school and headmaster Donald Cook falls in love
with her. The boys are back in their stride and it’s

a very funny film in lots of spots. (Apr.)

Wi/HERE COME THE WA FILS'—Paramount : A
happy-as-a-lark story about the girls of the Navy,
with Bing Crosby as a crooner who’s the idol of the
bobby-soxers, Betty Hutton as twins (imagine two
Huttons in one flint) and Sonny Tufts, who even
sings with Bing. Betty’s cute, the show’s cute and
you’ll just naturally want to see it. (Mar.)

1
/^HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN—Warners: A great
big star-studded musical, with the story telling the
adventures of two soldiers, Bob Hutton and Dane
Clark, who visit the Hollywood Canteen. Bob meets
and falls in love with star Joan Leslie, and Dane
falls for Janis Paige. The conglomeration of stars

includes Bette Davis, Joan Crawford, Jane Wyman,
Dennis Morgan, Jack Carson and many others.

(Mar.)

HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN—LTniversal: Boris
Karloff is the mad scientist, Lon Chaney the Wolf
Man, and John Carradine the deformed Monster, and
they engage in all kinds of repulsive goings-on.
Anne Gwynne is the girl in love with the Wolf Man;
and Elena Verdugo, Sig Ruman and Lionel Atwill
have the misfortune to know all these unattractive
people. (Mar.)

I’LL BE SEEING YOU—Selznick Interna-
tional-UA: Ginger Rogers possesses a new sincerity

as the girl “on furlough” from prison who visits her
relatives for Christmas and meets Joseph Cotten, a
war-shocked soldier on furlough from a hospital.

Shirley Temple plays Ginger’s cousin and Tom Tully
and Spring Byington are her parents. It’s a differ-

ent, appealing picture. (Mar.)

IT’S A PLEASURE—International: Nothing
new has been added to the plot of the wife who
clings to the husband who drinks too much, or to

Sonja Henie’s brilliant skating achievements, but
the picture has charm and some of the loveliest

Technicolor imaginable. Michael O’Shea is believable

as the man Sonja loves, but Marie McDonald doesn't

ring true as the heavy. (May)

WRIT’S IN THE BAG—Jack Skirball—UA: An
amusingly silly, wholly irresponsible picture. The
plot, which concerns itself with Fred Allen’s amazing
legacy from a murdered uncle, gets in the way of the

funny sequences and outlandish goings-on. and it’s

all strictly madhouse. Don Ameche, Rudy Vallee,

Victor Moore, Bill Bendix, Bob Benchley and Binnie
Barnes are all mixed up in the fun. (May)

lVi/KEEP YOUR POWDER DRY—M-G-M : Here’s
that WAC picture you’ve been waiting for, with
Lana Turner, Susan Peters and Laraine Day a trio

of beauties who enlist together, endure together and
finally graduate together. Lana plays the wealthy
playgirl, Laraine the all-knowing member of the
group, and Susan the even-tempered one who tries

to keep peace between Lana and Laraine. (May)

1
/-

1/KEYS OF THE KINGDOM, THE—20th Cen-
tury-Fox: Powerfully moving and tenderly touching
is A. J. Cronin’s story of the humble and seemingly
misfit priest who accepts a post in China and en-

dures through plague and revolution with strength
and humility. Gregory Peck gives a splendid char-

acterization as the priest and Vincent Price, Thomas
Mitchell, Rosa Stradner and Edmund Gwenn turn
in fine performances. (Mar.)

MAN WHO WALKED ALONE, THE— PRC:
David O’Brien is a discharged overseas veteran who
thumbs a ride into town with Kay Aldridge. The
ride lands them in jail on a stolen car charge, and
when they get out they break into a mansion and
land back in the hoosegow. Guinn Williams, Ruth
Lee and Isobel Randolph help cover the plot terri-

tory and it’s a good-natured little picture. (May)

y^NATIONAL VELVET—M-G-M: A picture to

be enjoyed by every member of the family is this story
about a little girl, Elizabeth Taylor, who wins a horse
in a lottery and enters him in the Grand National.
Elizabeth is a wonderfully talented youngster, Mickey
Rooney as the homeless kid is terrific, and Donald
Crisp, Angela Lansbury, Anne Revere and Jackie
Jenkins are all so good. (Mar.)

y^OBJECTIVE BURMA—Warners: Based on an
actual event in the horror of jungle warfare in the

you apply Dr; Scholl’s Zino-
YV pads on your aching corns or sore

toes—you’ll marvel how tormenting shoe
friction stops and painful pressure is in-

stantly lifted. They take the pinch or "bite"
out ofnew of tight shoes. So soothing, cushioning,
these thin, soft, protective pads prevent corns, tender
spots, blisters, instep ridges.
Used with the separate Medications included. Dr.
Scholl’s Zino-pads speedily remove corns. Are as
easy to apply as a postage stamp. Stay on in bath.
Cost but a trifle. At all Drug, Shoe, Department
Stores, Toiletry Counters. Get a box today.

ANY PHOTO
Size 8 x 10 Inches
tn DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER

ENLARGED

Same price for full length or
bust form, groups, landscapes,
pet animals, etc., or enlarge-
ments of any part of group
picture.
Original returned with your

enlargement.

SEND NO MONEY
negative or snapshot (any size)
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful
double -weight portrait quality paper. Pay
postman 67c plus postage—or send 69c with order
and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amazing offer»now. Send
your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
100 East Ohio Street Dept. 1555-G Chicago (11). Ill-

3 for $1.25

Just mail photo.

PULVEX
FLEA POWDER

FROM DARKENING
Simple Home Shampoo Washes
Hair Shades Lighter SAFELY
Made specially for blondes, this new shampoo
helps keep light hair from darkening—bright-
ens faded hair. Called Blondex, its rich cleans-

ing lather instandy removes the dingy film

that makes hair dark, old-looking. Takes
only 1 1 mi nutes at home. Gives hair

lustroushighlights. Safeforchil-

dren . Get Blondex at 1 Oc,

drug, dept, stores.

CORNS
SPEEDILY

REMOVED

DOCTOR'S RELIEF

ACTS INSTANTLY

Prevents

Corns, Sore

Toes From

Tight Shoes

12S



charming as per*

fumed, minia-
ture rosebuds

Actual

Which
color
df> you h

A'ffl vo ant? A
Rose Red, $

Tulip Pink, jfj
\Fern Green, &%
IForget-Me- i&f}
f Not Blue, fM %
Daffodil, m L

Yellow or j&ffeS
Orchid LyBuL

fJecki^ce-Bracelet
' and Earnnqsm— Intriguing and • Sv

Your
choice of
six lovely

colors.

EACH
TEN
DAYS
TRIAL

Each rose-
bud - like
bead matches
in beauty of col-
or and exotic per-
fume that attracts lovers
and mystifies friends.

SEND NO MONEY
Write today, giving ub your name,
address, article and color wanted.
Your package mailed immediately
and you pay postman only $1.00
each or all 3 articles are only
$2.79 plus mailing cost and
20% Federal Tax. on arrival.
WEAR TEN DAYS on our
money-back guarantee. Sup-
plies limited.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.
Dept. 87-NL

Jefferson, Iowa

Purse size case ex-

otic. solid Perfume
given if you order all

3 (Necklace. Bracelet

and Earrings).

LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to suffer without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—“TOE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE." It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods
used while you walk. More than 40 years
of success. Praised and en-
dorsed by multitudes.

FREE
BOOKLET

LIEPE METH0DS.3284 N. Green Bay Avo.,

Dept. F -3 1 . Milwaukee. Wisconsin

Fine 'Conqueror' Pen GIVEN AWAY

Mail us $1.25 and we will send you by prepaid mail 5 boxes

of famous Rosebud Salve (25c size) and will include with

salve this guaranteed precision -built Conqueror * hN
with instant push-button filler, deep pocket military clip,

silver palladium alloy point. In Jet Black, Dubonnet, Gray
or Green color. You can sell the 5 salve to friends at 25c a

box to get back the $1.25 and have fine Pen without cost.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box 31 . W00DSB0R0, MARYLAND.

Mad* jp* Wool

hf aWoolQixm

/*' Guaranteed by
''

\Good Housekeeping i

WOOLFOAM CORP.
17 W. 19th St., N.Y. ll.N.Y

Leaves sweaters,

blankets, wool-
ens soft, fluffy—
really clean.
At Notions, Art Needle-
work and Housewares
Depts. Also Drug and
Grocery Stores. 25 f

— Economy Sixe: 50f.

South Pacific, this is an exciting story told with no
false heroics. Errol Flynn has been considerably
tamed in his war-winning antics, Jim Brown does
his best job to date, and William Prince, Henry
Hull, John Alvin, George Tobias and Dick Erdman
all turn in meritorious performances. (Apr.)

y'PAN AMERICANA—RKO: Phillip Terry, maga-
z ;ne photographer, Audrey Long and Eve Arden
go off on a tour of the South American Republics
for the purpose of doing a magazine feature. Robert
Benchley is the foreign editor of the magazine and
as amusing as always. It’s full of love and romance
and there’s a lot of laughs and color. (Apr.)

I/V[PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY, THE—
M-G-M: Hurd Hatfield plays the beautiful young
man whose portait gradually takes on his complete
degradation while he himself remains untouched by
age and corruption in this picturization of the
famous Oscar Wilde story. Hatfield gives his role
a finished coldness, and Lowell Gilmore as the
painter, George Sanders as the cynic and Angela
Lansbury are excellent. (May)

PRACTICALLY YOURS—Paramount: A thor-
oughly delightful and enjoyable comedy reunites
Claudette Colbert and Fred Mac Murray for another
hit. Fred as the returned hero who finds himself,
through a misunderstanding, engaged to a girl he
isn’t even fond of, and Claudette as the unwanted
fiancee, give bang-up performances. Gil Lamb and
Mikhail Rasumny are both so very funny. (Mar.)

ROUGHLY SPEAKING— Warners: Louise
Randall, Pierson’s widely read autobiography takes
on considerable life with Rosalind Russell a perfect
Louise and Jack Carson a fabulous Harold. The
picture is overlong, but there’s charm galore in the
episodic story of the often comic trials, tribulations
and predicaments of Roz and her five children.
Jack Carson is magnificent and Rosalind has never
been better. (Apr.)

SEE MY LAWYER—Universal: Olsen and John-
son try to antagonize night club patrons so they
can break their contract and go to Hollywood, but
it’s a long dry spell between laughs. Noah Beery
Jr., Richard Benedict and Alan Curtis are swell as
poor but ambitious lawyers mixed up in the deal;
Grace McDonald and Franklin Pangborn got into
the act, but it’s still mediocre stuff. (May)

\/SHE GETS HER MAN—Universal: Even in this

corny picture, Joan Davis is so very funny that
you’ll find yourself laughing all over the place.
She’s hired to run down a murderer who has been
plying his trade among the town’s leading citizens,

and you can just imagine Joan as a detective.
William Gargan and Leon Errol add to the fun.
(Apr.)

SONG FOR MISS JULIE, ,4—Republic: Two New
York playwrights, Barton Hepburn and Roger Clark,
invade an old Southern mansion in order to get
material on its former occupant for a play, but
what they don’t know is the fact that the old occupant
was quite a cut up in his day. Shirley Ross, Cheryl
Walker and Elizabeth Risdon have good roles, but
the picture could have been better. (May)

STRANGE ILLUSION—PRC : While Jimmy
Lydon’s on vacation, he has a nightmare that warns
him something was wrong with his father’s death.
When he returns home, part of his dream seems to
come true so he seeks the aid of Regis Toomey. War-
ren William is very good as the “dream” man,
Charles Arnt capable as the nasty psychiatrist, and
we enjoyed Sally Eilers too. (May)

l/VSUNDAY DINNER FOR A SOLDIER—20th
Century-Fox: Anne Baxter is head of a family con-
sisting of irresponsible Charles Winninger, two
small brothers and a little sister who live on a
Florida houseboat. When they decided to have a
soldier to dinner, he turns out to be John Hodiak
and the picture turns into a charming story. Anne
Revere is very good as the meddlesome widow. (Mar.)

\ySUSPECT ,
THE—Universal: You’ll like and sym-

pathize with murderer Charles Laughton, who kills

his first wife and then marries Ella Raines, only to

have the past catch up with him. Stanley C. Ridges
is the relentless inspector. Dean Harens is Laughton’s
son, and both Ella and Laughton give fine perform-
ances. (Mar.)

\/THEY SHALL HAVE FA ITH—Monogram: The
timely theme of this story on infantile paralysis deals
with the work of Army doctors with the disease as
applied to soldiers on battlefronts. Gale Storm is

suddenly stricken with polio and John Mack Brown
is the Army major who helps her regain her health.
The cast is splendid, including Conrad Nagel, Sir
C. Aubrey Smith and Mary Boland. (Mar.)

]/THIS MAN’S NAVY—M-G-M : The story that

surrounds the activities of the blimps in sinking
submarines, rescuing wrecked planes and crews,
and other vital duties, tells of the experiences of
Wallace Beery, assigned to training young recruits.

Tom Drake is his protegee who joins the service,

Jan Clayton is the girl, and James Gleason is

Beery’s skeptical pal. (Apr.)

\/THUNDERHEAD ,
SON OF FLICKA—20th

Century-Fox: The white horse Thunderhead, a
magnificent and amazingly well-trained animal, all

but steals the show from the human actors. Roddy
McDowall, who owns and loves Thunderhead, and
Preston Foster and Rita Johnspn as his parents

WHY CHILDREN

OFTEN HAVE TROUBLE

WITH LAXATIVES

Laxatives
a*

Too Stroaf

Forcing a child

to take a harsh,

bad-tasting laxa-

tive is such need-

less, old-fashioned punishment! A
medicine that’s too strong will often

leave a child feeling worse than before

!

0fhersffre

A laxative that’s

too mild to give
proper relief is

just as unsatis-

factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

8uf-
eX-lJ* is

dieHaggtt

Mee/ium!

Treat the Children to the

"HAPPY MEDIUM"LAXATIVi
Ex-Lax gives a thorough action. But
Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and
effectively at the same time. And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good — just like fine

chocolate! It’s America’s favorite laxa-

tive, as good for grown-ups as it is for

children. 10c and 25c at all drug stores.

As a precaution use only as directed

pw JL The Original

Blii Ll #-%, jL. Chocolated Laxa

STOP Scratching
ItMay Cause Infection
Relieve itching caused by eczema,
athlete’s foot, pimples—other itch-

ing troubles.Use cooling, medicated
D.D. D.Prescription.Greaseless,stain-
less.Calmsitchingfast.35c trial bottle
proves it—or money back. Ask your
druggist for 0. 0. D. Prescription.

MATCHED BRIDAL PAIR-
Wedding and
Engagement
RINGS
Just to get acquainted we will
send you smart, precious.
Sterling Silver engagement
ring or wedding ring. Romance
design engagement ring set
with flashing imitation dia-
mond solitaire in sentimental
orange blossom mounting. Wed-
ding ring is deeply embossed
rich Sterling Silver in exquisite
Honeymoon design. Either ring only
$1.50 or both for $2.79 and 20% Federal
Tax. SEND NO MONEY with order, just
name and ring size. Pay on arrival, then
wear ring 10 dayy on money-back guarantee.
Rush order now.
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BOIL MISERY RELIEVED

by the MOIST HEAT of

ANTIPHLOGISTINE
The moist heat of an
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice does two important
things:

One—helps ease the pain
and soreness. Two—helps

soften the boil.

ANTIPHLOGISTINE should
be applied as a poultice

just hot enough to be
comfortable. Then feel

its moist heat go right to

work on that boil—bring-
ing soothing relief and
comfort. Does good, feels

good.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice also relieves pain and reduces
swelling due to a simple sprain or bruise
... and relieves cough, tightness of
chest, muscle soreness due to chest cold,
bronchial irritation and simple sore
throat. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty
Flo) at any drug store TODAY.

BOILS

• • •

SIMPLE

SPRAIN

BRUISE

SORE MUSCLES

• • •

SIMPLE

CHEST COLD

SORE THROAT

BRONCHIAL

IRRITATION

USE

JARS,
CAPS,

DS and
IBBERS

And follow instructions in

the Ball Blue Book. To get your copy

send 10c with your name and address to—

BALL BROTHERS COMPANY, Muncie, Ind.

Him fii

are swell, but honors go to the equine performers
who give us a truly entertaining show. (May)

{/'THREE CABALLEROS, THE—Walt Disney-
RKO: Three Disney characters, American Donald
Duck, Brazilian Joe Carioca and Mexican Panchito,
visit the Latin American countries and meet up with
such real-life characters as Aurora Miranda, Carmen
Molina and Dora Luz. The color is heavenly and the
magic of Disney’s pencil out of this world, but the
story lacks continuity. (Mar.)

Can’t Keep
Grandma In

Her Chair
\/\/TOMORROW, THE WORLD—Lester Cowan-
UA: Skippy Homeier from Germany comes into the
American home of Fredric March, bringing with him
all the hatred and trickery of his Nazi upbringing,
and sets out to break up the home and community.
In Skippy’s interpretation of a Nazi-bred youth we
see clearly the future of the Germans and the drastic
measures necessary to stop it. With Agnes Moore-
head, Betty Field and Joan Carroll. (Mar.)

t/l/TONIGHT AND EVERY NIGHT—Columbia:
A musical which tells the story of a London theater
that stayed open during the bombing raids, this is

different, appealing and warming, adorned with Rita
Hayworth's beauty and enhanced with the amazing
dancing of Marc Platt. Lee Bowman is very hand-
some as Rita’s pilot beau, and Janet Blair is fair as
Rita’s best friend. (Apr.)

/TREE GROWS IN BROOKLYN, A—20th
Century-Fox: Here is everything—tenderness, pathos,
reality, humor. Dorothy McGuire is Mama, growing
cold and bitter under the strain of poverty; Peggy
Ann Garner seems to feel every ache and sorrow of
Francie; Jimmy Dunn is a magnificent Johnny, a
man of weakness and charm; and Joan Blondell as
Aunt Cissy, Ted Donaldson, Lloyd Nolan and James
Gleason offer gems of performances. (Apr.)

UNSEEN, THE—Paramount: Joel McCrea hires
Gail Russell to take care of his two young children,
but strange, mysterious goings-on occur in the
neighborhood and right in his own home. The story’s
so garbled and the mystery so mysterious that you’ll
never quite figure it out. Herbert Marshall is

McCrea’s doctor friend. (Apr.)

^WHAT A BLONDE—RKO: Leon Errol as a
harassed man with five chorus girls living in his
house is very funny at times as the share-your-car-
driver who suddenly finds himself a share-your-home
husband whose wife returns unexpectedly. It’s a
silly story but it grows fairly comical as it pro-
gresses along. (Apr.)

Casts of Current Pictures
AFFAIRS OF SUSAN, THE—Paramount: Susan
Darell, Joan Fontaine; Roger Berton, George Brent;
Bill Anthony, Dennis O’Keefe; Mike Ward, Don
DeFore; Mona Kent, Rita Johnson; Richard Aiken,
Walter Abel; Chick, Byron Barr; Nancy, Mary Field.

BILLY ROSE’S DIAMOND HORSESHOE—20th
Century-Fox: Bonnie Collins, Betty Grable; Joe
Davis Jr., Dick Haymes; Blinky Walker, Phil
Silvers; Joe Davis Sr., William Gaxton; Claire Wil-
liams, Beatrice Kay; Specialties, Carmen Cavallaro;
Willie Solar; Mrs. Standish, Margaret Dumont;
Harper, Roy Benson; Pop, George Melford; Carter,
Hal K. Dawson; Dance Director, Kenny Williams;
Interne, Reed Hadley; Clarinet Player, Eddie Acuff;
Grogan, Edward Gargan; Wardrobe Woman, Ruth
Rickaby.

BREWSTER’S MILLIONS— Small-UA: Monty
Brewster, Dennis O’Keefe; Peggy Gray, Helen Walk-
er; Jackson, Eddie “Rochester” Anderson; Trixie
Summers, June Havoc; Barbara Drew, Gail Patrick;
Michael Michaelvich, Mischa Auer; Hacky Smith,
Joe Sawyer; Mrs. Gray, Nana Bryant; Swearengen
Jones, John Litel; Nopper Harrison, Herbert Rudley;
Col. Drew, Thurston Hall; Mr. Grant, Neil Hamilton;
Attorney, Byron Foulger; Cab Driver, Barbara Pep-
per; Notary, Joseph Crehan.

CLOCK, THE—M-G-M: Alice Maybery, Judy Gar-
land; Corporal Joe Allen, Robert Walker; Al Henry,
James Gleason; The Drunk, Keenan Wynn; Bill,

Marshall Thompson; Mrs. Al Henry, Lucile Gleason;
Helen, Ruth Brady.

COUNTER-ATTACK—Columbia: Alexei Kulkov,
Paul Muni; Lisa Elenko, Marguerite Chapman;
Kirichenko, Larry Parks; Galkronye, Philip Van
Zandt; Colonel Semenov, George Macready; Kostyuk,
Roman Bohnen; Ernemann, Harro Meller; Vassilev,

Erik Rolf; Stillman, Rudolph Anders; Ostrovski, Ian
Wolfe; Weiler, Frederick Giermann; Krafft, Paul
Andor; Grillparzer, Ivan Triesault; Mueller, Ludwig
Donath; Huebsch, Louis Adlon; Petrov, Trevor Bar-
dette; General Kalinev, Richard Hale.

DILLINGER—Monogram: Dillinger, Lawrence Tier-

ney; Specs, Edmund Lowe; Helen, Anne Jeffreys;

Murph, Eduardo Ciannelli; Doc, Marc Lawrence;
Kirk, Elisha Cook Jr.; Tony, Ralph Lewis; Otto,

Ludwig Stossel; Mrs. Otto. Else Jannsen; Waiter,
Lou Lubin; Salesman, Lee “Lasses” White; Blonde,
Constance Worth.

EARL CARROLL VANITIES—Republic: Danny
Baldwin, Dennis O’Keefe; Drina, Constance Moore;
Tex Donnelly, Eve Arden; Earl Carroll, Otto Kruger;
Grand Duke Paul, Alan Mowbray; Claire Elliott,

Stephanie Bachelor; Pinky Price, Pinky Lee; Queen
Mother, Mary Forbes; Waiter, Parkyakarkus ; Da-
shek, Leon Belasco; Waiter, Tom Dugan; Mr. Weems,

She’s as Lively as a Youngster-
Now her Backache is better

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly,
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble
may be tired kidneys.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the

excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help
most people pass about 3 pints a day.
When disorder of kidney function permits poison-

ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag-
ging backache, rheumatio pains, leg pains, loss of pep
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or
scanty passages with smarting and burning some-
times snows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.
Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills,

used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get
Doan’s Pills.

What gives each hie

a guiding mark
.Like lighted street

signs, after dark?

INDEX TABS
Stationery Department* Everywhere

Weary Feet

Perk Up With
Ice-Mint Treat
When feet burn, callouses sting and every step

is torture, don’t just groan and do nothing. Rub on
a little Ice-Mint. Frosty white, cream-like, its cool-

ing soothing comfort helps drive the fire and pain
right out . . . tired muscles relax in grateful relief.

A world of difference in a few minutes. See how
medicinal Ice-Mint helps soften up corns and cal-

louses too. Get foot happy today, the Ice-Mint way.
At all druggists,

PHOTO-RING
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend,
reproduced perm a- &S -mm
nently in this beau- 1

tiful onyx like ring
featuring the New

!

Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents

,

postage. If you send cash we pay postage. painlei

(Photos Returned). z*>c extra)

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO., Dept. C-53, CINCINNATI, O.

IhumufUJrtA COLORING PHOTOS

atH&n£/Fascinating hobby and vocation
qnickly learned at home by average man or
woman who is artistically inclined. Work full

or spare time. Modern method brings oat natural,

Ufe-like colors. Many have earned while learning,

FREE BOOKLET tells how to get started doing this
delightful home work for photog-
raphers, stores, individuals, and
friends. Send today for your
copy. No obligation.

NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL
1315 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. 138A,Chicago S,

EASY TO
IEARH

PAIN
Pulls YouDown

T\0 you sometimes have Headaches,^ Muscular Pains, Simple Neuralgia

or Functional Monthly Pains? Take

DR. MILES AN
P
T
,tC!

,N

for quick relief. Caution; read direc-

tions and use only a s directed. Reg-

ular package 25c. Large Economy
package $1.00. Miles Labora-

tories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.



HeartsBeatFasterforthe

GirlwithUGHTER
BRIGHTERHAIR

• You sense it imme-
diately . . . see it in

appreciative eyes . . .

instant admiration
for the girl whose
hair has that shining,

golden look. Be this

girl! Capture the

charm that makes
hearts beat in double-

time — with Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash!

You decide just how much lighter you want
your hair to be . . . whether you want it blonder

than it is now, or — if you’re a brunette or

redhead — whether you want to brighten it

with golden highlights. With Marchand’s
Golden Hair Wash, you yourself can control

the exact degree of blondeness you desire!

Carefully perfected by hair experts, the new
Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash is easier than

ever to apply — complete in itself for use at

home. Not a dye — not an expensive “treat-

ment.” Excellent, too, for lightening arm and

leg hair ... At all drug counters.

Made by the Makers of Marchand’s "Make-Up ” Hair Rinse

High School Course
at Home Many Finish In 2 Years

^Goa^apidl^s your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to red-

9 dent school work-prepares for college entrance exams. Standard

I H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Creditfor H. S. subjeeto

I completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

(•American School. DDt.HA-92.Drexel at 58th, Chicago 31

GENUINE DIAMOND#' 14
Kt.

GOLD
*14

.95
20% TAX

FREE I4KT. GOLD
WEDDING RING

A gift of lasting memory, genu-

ine diamond in 14Kt. gold ring, and engraved gold

wedding ring for lifetime satisfaction. An honest

$22.50 value. Specify size. Send money order or

pay postman on arrival. Wear rings 1 week on

money back guarantee. We pay taxes and mailing

charges. Order today.

LOMO NOVELTY COMPANY
Dept. Z-2 II West 42 New York 18, N. Y.

W. F. Young, Inc.

ABSORBINE Jr.

_ kills.

Athlete’s Foot

imKm micro-organisms

on contact!

$1 .25 a bottle at

all drugstores

Springfield, Mass.

Chester Clute; The Singer, Jimmy Alexander; Door-
man, Tom London; Cigarette Girl, Beverly Loyd;
Policeman, Edward Gargan; Vonce—The Butler, Rob-

ert Greig; Mr. Thayer, Wilton Graff; Tommy,
Tommy Ivo; Dance Specialty, Liliane and Mario; and
Woody Herman Orch.

HIGH POWERED—Paramount: Tim Scott, Robert
Lowery; Marian Blair, Phyllis Brooks; Cassie Mc-
Qjiade, Mary Treen; Spike Kenny, Joe Sawyer; Rod
Farrell, Roger Pryor; Sheriff, Ralph Sanford.

HOTEL BERLIN—Warners: Tili Weiler, Faye
Emerson; Martin Richter, Helmut Dantine; Arnim
Von Dahnwitz, Raymond Massey; Lisa Dorn, Andrea
King; Johannes Koenig, Peter Lorre; Hermann
Plottke, Alan Hale; Joachim Helm, George Coulouris;
Von Stetten, Henry Daniell; Heinrichs, Peter Whit-
ney; Frau Sarah Baruch, Helene Thimig; Kliebert,
Steven Geray; Maj. Otto Kauders, Kurt Kreuger;
Walter, Paul Andor; Dr. Dorf, Erwin Kaiser;
Bellboy No. 6, Dickie Tyler; Woman Telegraph
Messenger, Elsa Heims; Fritz, Frank Reicher; Kurt,
Paul Panzer; Von Buelow, John Wengraf; Gretclien,

Ruth Albu; Gomez, Jay Novello; Frau Plottke, Jo-
hanna Hofer; Franz ( the barber), Torben Meyer;
Weyhart Wolle, Fred Essler; Furst, George Meader.

HOUSE OF FEAR, THE—Universal: Sherlock
Holmes, Basil Rathbone; Doctor Watson, Nigel
Bruce; Alastaire, Aubrey Mather; Lastrado, Dennis
Hoey; Simon Merrivale, Paul Cavanagh; Alan Cos-
grave, Holmes Herbert; John Simpson, Harry Cord-
ing; Mrs. Monteith, Sally Shepherd; Chalmers, Gavin
Muir; Alison MacGregor, Florette Hillier.

MOLLYAND ME—20th Century-Fox : Molly, Gracie
Fields; Graham, Monty Woolley; Jimmy Graham,
Roddy McDowall; Peabody, Reginald Gardiner;
Kitty, Natalie Schafer; Julia, Edith Barrett; Pops,
Clifford Brooke; Musette, Aminta Dyne; Lily,
Queenie Leonard; Mrs. Graham, Doris Lloyd; Ren-
nie, Patrick O’Moore; Sir Arthur Burroughs, Lewis
L. Russell; Mr. Lamb, Ethel Griffies; George, Eric
Wilton; Pierre, Jean Del Val; Manager, Leyland
Hodgson; Perkins, Lillian Bronson; Angus, David
Clyde; Messenger Boy, Jerry Shane; Lord Alexander,
Boyd Irwin; Lady Alexander, Ottola Nesmith; Flower
Boy, Tony Ellis; Grocery Boy, Walter Tetley;
McDougall, Gordon Richards; Sergeant, Matthew
Boulton; Policeman, Leslie Denison; Bar Maid, Jean
Prescott.

MUSIC FOR MILLIONS—M-G-M: Mike, Margaret
O’Brien; Jose Iturbi, himself; Andrews, Jimmy
Durante; Barbara Ainsworth, June Allyson; Rosalind,
Marsha Hunt; Uncle Ferdinand, Hugh Herbert;
Doctor, Harry Davenport; Marie, Marie Wilson;
Larry, Larry Adler; Kickebush, Ben Lessy; Travel-
ers Aid Woman, Connie Gilchrist; Elsa, Katharine
Balfour; Helen, Helen Gilbert; Anita, Mary Parker;
Jane, Madeleine LeBeau.

ROYAL SCANDAL, A—20th Century-Fox: The
Czarina, Tallulah Bankhead; Chancellor, Charles
Coburn; Anna, Anne Baxter; Alexei, William Eythe;
Marquis de Fleury, Vincent Price; Capt. Sukov,
Mischa Auer; General Ronsky, Sig Ruman; Mala-
koff, Vladimir Sokoloff; Drunken General, Mikhail
Rasumny; Boris, Grady Sutton; Variatinsky, Don
Douglas; Wassilikow, Egon Brecher.

SALOME—WHERE SHE DANCED—Universal

:

Salome, Yvonne De Carlo; Jim Steed, Rod Cameron;
Cleve Blount, David Bruce; Col. Ivan Dimitri,
Walter Slezak; Von Bohlen, Albert Dekker, Madame
Europe, Marjorie Rambeau; Prof. Max, J. Edward
Bromberg; Dr. Ling, Abner Biberman; Count Von
Bismarck, Kurt Katch; Jed, Joseph Haworth; Lafe,
Matt McHugh; Col. Henderson, Gavin Muir; Seven
Veil Girls, Poni Adams, Kerry Vaughn, Barbara
Bates, Kathleen O’Malley, Daun Kennedy, Karen
Randle, Jean Trent.

SALTY O’ROURKE—Paramount: Salty O’Rourke,
Alan Ladd; Barbara Brooks, Gail Russell; Johnny
Cate, Stanley Clements; Smitty, William Demarest;
Mrs. Brooks, Spring Byington; Doc Baxter, Bruce
Cabot; The Babe, Rex Williams.

SUDAN—Universal: Naila, Maria Montez; Merab,
Jon Hall; Herua, Turhan Bey; Nebka, Andy Devine;
Horadef, George Zucco; Maatet, Robert Warwick;
Setna, Phil Van Zandt; Uba, Harry Cording; Bata,
George Lynn; Khafra, Charles Arnt.

UTAH—Republic: Roy Rogers, Himself; Gabby,
George “Gabby” Hayes; Dorothy Bryant, Dale Evans;
Jackie, Peggy Stewart; Wanda, Beverly Loyd; Babe,
Jill Browning; Stella Mason, Vivien Oakland; Ben
Bowman, Grant Withers; Steve Lacey

{
Hal Talia-

ferro; Sheriff, Jack Rutherford; District Attorney,
Emmett Vogan.

WERE DO WE GO FROM HERE?—

2

0th Century-
Fox: Bill, Fred MacMurray; Sally, Joan Leslie;
Lucilla, June Haver; Genie ( Ali), Gene Sheldon;
Indian Chief, Anthony Quinn; Benito, Carlos
Ramirez; Gen. George Washington, Alan Mowbray;
Christopher Columbus, Fortunio Bononova; Hessian
Colonel, Herman Bing; Kreiger, Howard Freeman;
Benedict Arnold, John Davidson.

WITHOUT LOVE—M-G-M: Pat Jamieson, Spencer
Tracy; Jamie Rowan, Katharine Hepburn; Kitty
Trimble, Lucille Ball; Quentin Ladd, Keenan Wynn;
Paul Carrell, Carl Esmond; Edwina Collins, Patricia
Morison; Professor Grinza, Felix Bressart; Anna,
Emily Massey; Flower Girl, Gloria Grahame; Care-
taker, George Davis; Elevator Boy, George Chandler;

I Sergeant, Clancy Cooper.

1AY

If your favorite

I
t’s easy to fashion your lips exactly as you want

them . . . with TIPSTIK. The clever, pencil-

pointed applicator is just right for precise lip lines,

and you’ll say goodbye to smears, ragged edges,

messy fingers. Lips stay fresh looking for hours, and

every last bit of the rouge, in its gleaming black

plastic container, can be used up. For new lip

beauty, Hollywood style, ask for TIPSTIK.

25c (PLUS TAX) AT DRUG AND 10c STORES

Choose from 5 Glamorous Hollywood Reds {

RUMOR RED
dark

RIVAL RED
medium

,—, ROOKIE RED
1 1 rich-red

RALLY RED
[D light

RENO RED
blue-red

| [

TIPSTIK COSMETICS, Dept. PH-6
3424 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 20, Calif.

Enclosed is 30c (25c plus 5c excise tax). Please send
TIPSTIK postpaid in shade checked.

NAME-

ADDRESS-

CITY

Money Back
If Blackheads
Don’t Disappear

Get a jar of Golden Peacock Bleach Creme this evening

—use as directed before going to bed—look for big im^

provement in the morning. In a few days surface blerr.

ishes, muddiness, freckles, even pimples of outwar il

origin should be gone. A clearer, fairer, smoother lookir. ^

skin. Sold on money back guarantee at all drug toiletry

counters. 30 million jars already used. Ask for Imperi; 1

size, or write for a generous Free Sample to Goldexi

Peacock Co.. Inc., Paris. Tennessee.

"The Work

I Love"
AND $25 to 535 A WEEK!

“I’m a TRAINED PRACTICAL
nurse, and thankful to

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF
nursing for training me,
at home, in my spare
time, for this well-paid,

dignified work.”
YOU can become a nurse, too! Thousands of men
and women, 18 to 60, have studied this thorough,

home-study course. Lessons are easy to understand

and high school education not necessary. Many
earn as they learn—Mrs. R. W. of Mich, earned
$25 a week while still studying. Endorsed by phy-
sicians. Easy payments. Trial plan. Equipment
included. 46th year. Write now!

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
J

Dept. 186. 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, 111. |
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.

g

Name Age I

City— State m<2
1
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MAKE EVERY-

4m>*^

With cream on fingertips, go around
the chin, using both hands—then,

up and close in under nose. Next,
around chin, up over jaw bone and
out. Around chin, up under eyes

and out. Stay one inch away from
eyes. Fingerprint delicate skin un-

der eyes—out towards temple.

J Using

mj stt?k$s

jf ?al& hr.

f £?nter
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Place right hand, palm up, on one
Sitroux Tissue. Fold sides of tissue

1 oner palm. Fold upper part down,
forming ''mitt." (Method saves
tissues,* does better job.) Remove
cream exactly as applied. First, one
side of face—then reverse Sitroux
for other side. Carefully remove
cream around eyes with clean por-
tion. Because of its absorbency,
Sitroux Tissue removes pore-clog-
ging cream thoroughly.
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Beach beauty—Andrea King, in “Shadow Of A Woman”

Your Lipstick: According to Wally Westmore, Paramount’s make-up expert,
your lipstick will behave better in summer if you first draw the outline with
a brush. Fill in the center and blot with tissue. Then powder generously, re-
moving excess. Again apply lipstick and blot once more.

Your Hair: In her purse, Diana Lynn totes a small hairbrush
wherever she goes, to banish the dulling, drying effects of sand,
sea salt and dust. Laraine Day of RKO’s ‘‘Those Endearing
Young Charms” advises oil shampoos at least twice a month
in summer, to help keep hair soft, amenable and prevent ends
breaking.

Your Legs: Men shudder at anemic pale legs, so wear stockings or leg

make-up beautifully applied on un-fuzzy legs. Leg make-up lotions and
creams, these days, are quick, easier to use than ever, and very lasting. Pat
up and down your legs with the flat of your hands while make-up is still

moist. This breaks up streaks and, with blending, gives a smooth mat finish.

Quickest way to remove leg make-up is under the shower, using lots of soap
with bath brush. Scrubbing is good, too, for rough or blotchy legs.

Your Toes: Pale nails aren’t pretty peeking through open-toe
shoes or wiggling, bare and unadorned, into the sand of the
beach. In applying polish do as a famous Fifth Avenue salon
does. Twist two sheets of facial tissue into a thin roll and weave
it over and under your toes to separate them. Your polish is

easy to apply this way and won’t smear. A nail polish finish

over this dries them fast as a flash.

Your Face and Figure: After a session in the sun, use a good skin cream
or oil on face and throat particularly, to ward off drying effects. Wear sun
glasses to combat squint lines. Wear your greaseless sun-tan lotion even on
the street to help maintain your golden tan. As for your figure, Andrea King
says good posture is half the battle on the beach. Top of your head should
push up toward the sun with chest held high and hips tucked under.
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a SAVE YOUR TIN CANS! FLATTEN THEM OUT. FIND OUT WHEN

. O. COLLECTIONS ARE MADE AND PUT THEM OUTj PLEASE!

Picker-upper! Ever since the drive started, Nancy has sal-

vaged more tin cans than any other child in her block.

Salvaged them for our Government, which needs them so

badly.

Now, after her last delivery, Nancy drifts off to a well-

won sleep, relaxed from head to foot by the marvelous

cushioned luxury of Beautyrest—the dream mattress. Made
by Simmons Company. Today’s owners of Beautvrests are

lucky peopled For Beautyrest has 837 individually pocketed

coils and a sag-proof border. Take care of your Beautyrest,

for we’re still all-out on war work, with no end to it in sight.

If you need—really need—

a

new mattress now, we suggest

our famous WHITE KNIGHT. The “mattress-within-a-

mattress”— soft, durable, with layer upon layer of fine re-

silient cotton. READ ON! The Government has permitted

us to make a limited number of Beautyrest Box Springs.

$39.50 each.

BEAUTYREST— The world’s most comfortable mattress!

Made by SIMMONS COMPANY
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I'm Like This

—

(Continued from page 55) enough to get
where I wanted in five years instead of ten.

I’m looking at this when I look in my
mirror: A blonde girl with green eyes, who
stands five feet six and three-fourths in

her stockings and who weighs 123 \'z

pounds. Want to know how to know her
on the street? Look for a shoulder-bag
dangling from a blonde—I don’t even own
any other type of purse!
I’m a believer in big families: Speaking

as an only child, I’m agin lone offspring.

I want at least two children and probably
three. And in twenty years, when I’m
forty, I’d just like to have a home with
those children in it. I don’t want to stick

around playing old-age parts in the movies.
I’m a good cook: That is, if you’re mad

for coffee, bacon or eggs. Also, I can open
cans beautifully and add water. Other-
wise I’m helpless; Mother always did the
cooking for me. But I seriously want to

learn how. If I were on a desert island

—

well, you know, you have to be prepared
for an emergency!

I’m a great girl for comfort: So my ideal

home is going to be devoted to just that.

It’ll be away from things—not on top of

a road or other houses. A tennis court and
pool aren’t necessary factors—what I’m
really after is a house where my feet can
go on tables, and my feet can go on chairs;

and where my blond cocker Droopy’s
feet will feel welcome too! You’d under-
stand better what I mean if you saw me
around the house—always in slacks or
a robe, and gigantic white fur slippers.

I’m not famished: I don’t gnaw on things
all day long the way so many people do.

I love to eat at meal-times, of course.
But just simple foods—no liquor flavor in

them; I loathe brandy this or rum that.

I’ll admit I drink coffee endlessly; and
once in a while I have a bedtime snack
of milk and crackers and cheese.

I wear all my jewelry every day: Since
I only have four pieces; plain gold ear-
rings, bracelet, watch and ring. I feel faint

with horror over lots of stones in jewelry;
or over diamonds; or over varying shades
of gold. I just like gold jewelry, gold-
colored, and I like that to excess!
I’m a collector of nothing at all: Unless

you count interesting and unpretentious
friends as collector’s items. I constantly
listen to good music over the radio; I smoke
like a stack; I don’t drink at all; I loathe
the four-room Beverly Hills apartment I’ve

lived in for two years with my mother; I

sleep in the raw or in short pajama-tops
type of nightgowns; I chew gum when I

can get it; and I thoroughly appreciate the
fame that Hollywood has brought me. But
mainly, I’m still as relaxed as a rag doll

—

and I hope I always will be. You know
what? I’ll bet I’ll be just that!

The End
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at answering a super Holly-

wood questionnaire?

You're going to have a chance next

month with

(f7la yPlaxwell i

Rhonda Fleming, featured in Alfred Hitchcock?s “Spellbound
”

starring Ingrid Bergman and Gregory Peck.

A Selznick International Picture released through United Artists.

LYNETTE PERFUMES, 741 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 22, N. Y.

gZ-folluwood aUljt

It gives you the answers, too, in

her own gay and amusing style

132
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leui/es your hair so lustrous,

yet so easy to inanaqe... only

Drene with Hair Conditioner!

Make a Date with Glamour

!

Right away . . .

don’t put it off . . . shampoo your hair the new

glamour way! Get the combination of beauty

benefits found only in Drene Shampoo with

Hair Conditioner. ^ Extra lustre . . . up to

33% more sheen than with any kind of soap or

soap shampoo! Because all soaps leave a film

on hair. This soap film dulls lustre, robs your

hair of glamour! Drene is different! It leaves

no dulling film, brings out all the lovely gleam.

y/ Such manageable hair . . . easy to comb into

smooth, shining neatness, right after shampoo-

ing . . . due to the fact that the new improved

Drene contains a wonderful hair conditioner!

y Complete removal of dandruff, the very first

time you use this wonderful improved sham-

poo. So insist on Drene Shampoo with Hair

Conditioner, or ask your beauty shop to use it!

Pale pastel shades are now good taste, even for

formal weddings. This head dress is just a simple ban-

deau of tulle, to which the veil is attached. Norma’s
lovely hair, swept up at hack, forms a tiara of shining

puffs. Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioner de-

serves the credit for that wondrous, lustrous smooth-
ness. No other shampoo gives such t hrilling results!

three stunning head dresses ... three

appropriate hair-dos!

On this page, Norma Richter . . . lovely New York

fashion model. Cover Girl and "Drene Girl” . . . models

three stunning, new bridal head dresses and shows you an

appropriate hair-do for each. (Above) An exquisite head

dress of orange blossoms and pearls, shaped like the brim

of a bonnet. Here Norma’s hair-do is suitably demure, but

smart . . . the front held close to the head, the back in a

page-boy roll. The shining beauty of her hair is due to

Drene Shampoo with Ilair Conditioner, which Norma
always uses. She knows no other shampoo leaves

her hair so lustrous, yet so easy to manage!

/Ill bridal head dresses on Ibis page by John Frederics

famous New York bat designers

For the informal wedding, this adorable coronet of

pink carnations, held on with narrow satin ribbon, tied

under the hair at back. With this head dress, Norma’s
bewitching hair-do (with its Empress Eugenie look) is sim-

ply perfect! Bewitching, too, is Norma’s shining smooth
hair, shampooed in Drene with Hair Conditioner. No
other shampoo can make your hair look so lovely!



J?recious vuirgo ,Cargo/
Good company is the making of a picnic.

The beer that made Milwaukee famous makes

it perfect ... if you have him and he has

you and you both have

Schlitz. On an outing,

or at home in your

refrigerator, schlitz is

always “precious cargo!’

JUST

THE klSS

OF THE HOPS

...770 bitterness

THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS
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